Victor, Dragul meu, Fiul meu Dulce si Drag, Puisor Dulce si iubit, Anima si Animusul meu, Sotul meu Dulce, 
Dragostea mea Victor, Alin, Tudor, Mihai, Andrei, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Dulce Victor, Puiul meu. 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The first Book 
Painting one 

Dragostea mea, Victor, puiul meu, Te doresc si Te iubesc. 

A little bit of sadness, a little ... 


Looking at your face - 

Thin, bony, prolonged, blue eyes 

Which you are gentle 

A little sad, a little depressed, go away 

With red, full lips 

Crafted from Impressionist painting 

With the shoulders of stallion feeblish - te doresc... 

Cut the olives in the sky ... 

With straight shoulders, a little tilted, a little large 
The man in a perpetual 
Glorious youth 

Bring a bit of sadness, a little love ... 

My mind passes like a flash 
The word ... 


The chest arched forward in the shirt 
Blue pale blue 

Let his neck see, elongated, like a swan 
With Adam's delicate apple 

and below, sliding over his chest 
in an erotic disorder 

the chain I sent you somewhere, sometime ... 
with the cross of Christ. 


All your face would love to love him, hurt him ... 

Your whole body 

I'd like to crush him for mine 

In plastic, elastic clashes 

In magnetic and electrical discharges 
In ethereal rains and in apocalyptic lightning 
Where your manhood plays 
In fruitful rain, over wet flowers 
from the garden... 



But strangely. Something stops me ... 

Your eyes gone 

In which a sadness is read beyond the wires 
and begging the word love .... 


giving you, giving you all 
I only have to ask myself 
from what blue rain turned into zenith 
has been compiled 

your tender smile, your virgin 
and the lips that moved them 
... what sweet, unknown beaten? ... 

lips not covered by bite corruption 
but dream, sweet, poet 
a poet of existence, of flight 
but especially of thought 
of the longing. 


Looking at your face - 

Thin, bony, prolonged, blue eyes 

Which you are gentle 

A little sad, a little depressed, go away 

With red, full lips 

Crafted from Impressionist painting 
With the shoulders of stallion feeblish - 
Cut the olives in the sky ... 

I want you, my love. 

With straight shoulders, a little tilted, a little large 
The man in a perpetual 
Glorious youth 

Bring a bit of sadness, a little love ... 

My mind passes like a flash 
The word ... 

I love you and I want you all the more, Victor, my baby, 
sweetheart. 

E iubesc, Puiul meu. 

A rain of dreaming stars 

A rain of dreamy stars fell on his shoulders 
It was the holy day coming - Friday 



It was Holy Thursday, with the stars turning back 
Sheets on wet graves, in graveyards of memorials ... 

He was lying in the black cloak dressed in pink - 
Only white stars, only small flower buds - 
Spread over the chest 
In an old-fashioned smile ... 

The smell of the corpse and the coffin 

He seemed to be dead alive 

It had blue stars, white stars 

White, white and white were falling on the earth. 

Outside there was a symphony of colors ... 

The blue sky was hidden among the white clouds 

Purple-pink-yellow rays sanctified it 

They clad the sky and the world in sweet, unsure. 

He was lying in the black cloak dressed in pink - 
Only white stars, only small flower buds - 
Spread over the chest 
In an old-fashioned smile ... 

A rain of dreamy stars fell on his shoulders 
It was the holy day coming - Friday 
It was Holy Thursday, with the stars turning back 
Sheets on wet graves, in graveyards of memorials ... 
Te iubesc, Vicor-Tudor, Puiul meu. 


Te doresc, Dragostea mea, Ouiul meu. 

Te iubesc, Dulcele meu, Puiul meu. 

Te Doresc. 

Victor, Te doresc si Te iubesc, puiul meu iubit. 

Animusul meu, Arhetipul meu, T edoresc si iubesc nespus!.... Victor. Puiul meu. 
Absolutely curtains 


Eu de fapt, am mai murit, trecand pe-aici 
Cu aceiasi, sau poate cu alti pasi 
Am mai iubit candva. 

Pana la totala uitare de sine... 

Pana la dizolvare, pana la extinctie 
Pana la neant. 

Te doresc si te iubesc, Victor... 
Absolutely curtains 






I have actually died before, passing out by here 
With the same, or maybe other footsteps 
I still loved sometime... 

Up to the total self-oblivion 

To the extinction, to the nothingness... 

Te iubesc. 

Adam si Eva 

Eram la adunat mere pe platoul din curtea casei 
In frumosul mar vratic cu mere mustoase 
Alb-rosii. 

Era atat de frumos acest mar!... si eu eram o frumoasa si tanara 
Maitreyi 

Iar marul erarotund, egal, nu prea inalt 

Cu crengile bogate, atarnand la pamant - splendoare 

In iarba, minunata alcatuire a Firii ssi a ochiului!... 

Incarnate cu mere alb-rosii, albe cu vinisoare rosii 
Crude si dulci, muustoase, eta o placere 
Sa le mananci!... 


Era marul meu preferat. Pana sa adn merele, mai intai ma sturam 


si nu ma saturam niciodata 
de vreme ce mancam intruna 

simai bagam si in traista, atarnata cu plimbura la gat. 


Apoi ma duceam la trunchiul lui, il imbratisam si ii vorbeam. 

Ii sarutam trunchiul lui scortps,.alb, decojot, 
crengile merele, florile!.... 

Era atat de frumos acest mar!... si eu eram o frumoasa si tanara 
Maitreyi 

Iar marul erarotund, egal, nu prea inalt 

Cu crengile bogate, atarnand la pamant - splendoare 

In iarba, minunata alcatuire a Firii ssi a ochiului!... 


Ffrunzele rorunde, mici, bogatee, il impodobeau ca pe un pom 

Pregatit de sarbatoare 

Nunta marului cu natura 

sicu nesfarsita zi de vara 

nunta cu otava, poamele, coasta abrupta, perii 

nunta cu fantana din beton 

si cu mlastina 

langa care el rasarise - dulce minune!... 


Incarcate cu mere alb-rosii, albe cu vinisoare rosii 
Crude si dulci, muustoase, eta o placere 
Sa le mananci!... 


Era marul meu preferat. Pana sa adn merele, mai intai ma sturam 
si nu ma saturam niciodata 
de vreme ce mancam intruna 

simai bagam si in traista, atarnata cu plimbura la gat. 


Tree pe sub bolta de piatra 

Dintr-o data fericita, dintr-o data singura 

Tineri tree vorbind 

E o usoara rumoare aici 

.... si femei blonde imbracate de vara 

domni in varsta imbracati sportiv, elegant 
cu cafeaua in mana 
ma-ndrept spre iesire 
din mica rotonda 




din coridorul malt de piatra. 
Acoperit cu plante perene. 


afara fumez cu-o voluptate 

nemaiintalnita 

sorbind din cafeaua ristretto 

cu un gust adevarat de cafea 

nu de orz 


astazi 

vad dintr-o data amanuntele, familiare, obisnuite 
de rand 

caldura de sfarsit de mai 
natura e in floare 


pasesc pe-o mica cararuie 
prin iarba grasa 

plina pana la refuz cu florile campului si mici 
vietati 


era prima mea zi afara. 

La dreapta mea 
Pe o mica colina 

Se inalta un arbore falnic, batran, maiestuos, inflorit. 


ca atrasa de un magnet 

ma indrept spre el. ma asez sub el si privesc 

natura. 

Era o magnolie uriasa? 

0 azalee?... 


Era desigur un arbore mediteranean 
Parfumat si onctuos 
Mirific de viu, cu crengi bogate 
Aplecandu-se spre pamant. 








Cerul era senin. 

Verdeata lucea imateriala, fosnind 

Era un apogeu al verdelui si un delir al frumusetii. 


Eu insami eram deliranta 
De o luciditate absoluta 
De-o sanatate ubicua si omniprezenta 
Ca frumusetea verdelui. 


iesind din Timp 
pe poarta stramta-a clipei 
am trait identificarea mea absoluta 
cu idolul vietii mele. 


vedeti 

eram un bolnav fericit 
cel mai deplin 
si absolut 


si ziua aceea era o poarta in Timp 
spre fericire. 


Intr-un mod foarte inspirat, Nicolae Manolescu imparte romanul romanesc in trei categorii distincte, intre care 
pot sa existe insa treceri si legaturi, corespondente: romanul doric (realist, traditional, cu o viziune narativa 
traditionala, auctoriala), al carui reprezentant de seama se face Liviu Rebreanu (dar si Marin Preda, Duiliu 
Zamfirescu, Nicolae Filimon etc.), romanul ionic, de factura psihologica, ilustrat stralucit mai ales de Eliade, 
dar si de Camil Petrescu, Hortensia Papadat Bengescu si romanul corintic, mitic, in care ar intra de pilda 
’’Noaptea de sanziene” al aceluiasi autor (Mircea Eliade), dupa parerea mea si romane ale lui Mihail 
Sadoveanu, chiar daca mai mult prin viziune artistica, decat prin perspective narativa, prin tehnica 
romanului..”Maitreyi” se inscrie astfel in categoria romanului ionic, prin perspectiva psihologizanta, prin 
naratiunea subiectiva, la persoana I, a naratorului care este si personaj principal. Putem sa spunem ca Allan 
este un personaj-reflector, deoarece perspectiva narativa este ”avec”, focalizare interna, (impreuna cu), nu stim 
mai mult decat stie, afla, simte, gandeste personajul principal. 

Aceasta face si farmecul acestei povesti de dragoste, deoarece descoperim impreuna cxu Allan iubirea, 
sentimentul indragostirii, India, exotismul ei, salbaticia padurii virgine, subtropicale, unde Allan lucreaza un 
timp ca inginer in constructii, poezia si rafinamentul cartierului Bhowanipore, unde locuieste un timp Allan in 
casa lui Narendra Sen (Surendranath Dasgupta, profesorul sau de filosofie la Universitatea din Calcutta), al 
imbracamintii si obiectelor ce alcatuiesc mobilierul casei, mizeria si poezia cartierelor marginase, atmosfera 
de-o mizerie poetica, dintr-un spital in care este internat Allan, boolnav de tifos etc. 







Allan avea 23 de ani, iar Maitreyi numai 16 ani. Aceasta este si varsta reala a protagonistilor acestei povesti de 
dragoste, pe care Eliade a consemnat-o cu fidelitate in jurnalul sau, care sta la baza romanului ’’Maitreyi”, 
jurnal care a fost transformat intr-un roman indirect, ’’Santier”. Aceste lucruri reale, adevarate, care au avut loc 
in realitate, ne face sa participam cu atata emotie la destinul tinerilor, la infiriparea sentimentului de dragoste, 
la nunta lor, telurica si celesta, dupa ceremonialul iubirii si nuntirii specific indian, si totodata al ritmurilor 
cosmice care guvernau aceasta lume miraculoasa, la marginile unui lac, umbrit de salcii plangatoare, in cadrul 
naturii vii, pline de viata, de lumina, de mister, singuri, neinsotiti decat de Chabu, sora mai mica a Maitreyiei. 

Iubirea pentru Maitreyi inseamna ceva sacru, fie ca se manifesto in dragostea ei pentru un copac, pe 
care ll hraneste cu firimituri, fie pentru maestrul si mentorul ei, poetul si filosoful indian Rabindranath Tagore, 
aflat la varsta senectutii, care se bucura, intocmai ca un indragostit, de admiratia, respectul si iubirea sincera pe 
care i-o arata Maitreyi, spre gelozia tanarului, care nu intelege cum o fata atat de tanara, de pura, de frumoasa, 
sa iubeasca un batran. Aceste lucruri tin de mentalitatea indiana, foarte diferita de cea europeana. Acolo 
granitele dintre varste dispar, oamenii sunt toti egali, aflati in cautarea filosofica a sensului vietii lor, cea care 
sa ii ’’mantuie” si sa le ofere bucuria existentei, pe un plan spiritual mai inalt, libertatea spiritului. Apoi este 
un lucru obisnuit acolo ca tinerele sa aiba un mentor, un maestru spiritual, care le poate oferi din cunostintele 
lui si impartasi din filosofia sa de viata. In plus Tagore era un militant activ pentru eliberarea Indiei de sub 
colonialismul englez, pentru obtinerea independentei, la fel ca Mahatma Gandhi, conducatorul miscarii non- 
violente pentru obtinerea independentei si suveranitatii Indiei. Tanarul Allan asista la miscarile de strada, la 
represaliile politiei impotriva grupurilor de indieni care manifestau pentru independent Indiei. 

In acest decor are loc desfasurarea povestii lor de dragoste si finalul ei tragic. Cine ar putea uita prima 
descriere a Maitreyiei care i se pare tanarului ’’aproape urata”, cu ochii ei negri, cu buzele carnoase si rasfrante, 
cu pielea bratelor mata, galbena ca ceara topita si cu sanii ei puternici, de fecioara bengaleza data in copt?... 

Cu timpul privirea tanarului asupra fetei se schimba complet. Este treptat cucerit de siretenia ei 
inocenta, de cochetaria inconstienta, de feminitatea si copilaria ei care se releva in gesturile marunte, precum 
scrisori in cutia postala, petale de trandafiri in camera, flori presate intre paginile cartilor, flori aruncate in 
camera sa?... Este stranie aceasta tanara, atat de austera si totusi feminina, care doarme pe jos, pe o simpla 
rogojina intinsa pe podea. 

Contrar parerii lui Manolescu, eu cred ca aici nu era nici un joc... doar o aprindere timida, devenita 
scanteietoare, in sufletul pur al unei tinere fete, a sentimentului iubirii, care, pentru a se implini, pare hotarat sa 
treaca peste toate obstacolele. Totusi, cei doi tineri apratineau unor lumi diferite, prin situare geografica, 
traditie, cultura, civilizatie, religie, casta, mentalitate... iubirea lor nu se putea implini decat in secret, tainuita 
de ochii lumii si chiar de ai surorii mai mici. Si in acelasi timp, cei doi tineri erau atat de apropiati, pe cat le-o 
ingaduia iubirea lor sa fie. Amandoi fermecati, vrajiti unul de altul, cautand pretexte ca sa se intalneasca, 
precum invatarea limbilor straine, amandoi atat de seriosi, de dedicati in studiul lor, pe cat puteau sa fie doi 
tineri care au lasat posteritatii nu numai carti valoroase, ci si povestea iubirii lor, la care Maitreyi (numita in 
roman Amrita), raspunde dupa 40 de ani cu romanul ’’Dragostea nu moare”. Ce lume fascinanta descrisa in 
acest roman, plin de poezie, de semnificatii mitice si filosofice, de misterul si vraja Indiei eterne, ce proaspat, 
ce viu chipul lui Eliade (numit in roman Euclid) evocat in roman, de parca intamplarile tineretii lor s-ar fi 
petrecut ieri!... 

Inchei cu un citat semnificativ din ’’Area lui Noe” de Nicolae Manolescu: ’’nimeni n-a iesit nevatamat 
din jocurile Maitreyiei. Sa fie pierderea mintilor sau moartea singura iesire din toate marile pasiuni? Chiar de¬ 
ar fi asa cum ne invata cazul lui Tristan si al Isoldei, al lui Romeo si Julieta, putem fi oare absolut siguri ca 
Allan, care la sfarsit doreste din tot sufletul sa mai priveasca o data in ochii Maitreyiei, ca sa inteleaga, n-a 
pierit el insusi, in nesiguranta si durere? Ce mai stim noi despre el, o data manuscrtsul romanului incheiat?” 


Portretul fizic al Maitreyiei sugereaza caldura sufleteasca si fascinatie. Gesturile ei tandre, preocuparile 
intelectuale, puterea de a iubi profund, dincolo de probleme sociale sunt trasaturi care ii arata portretul 
exceptional. Si in acest roman se dovedeste ca singura modalitate de accede la starea de perfectiune este 
iubirea. Implinirea eroinei se va realiza alaturi de Allan. Intalnirea dintre cei doi protagonisti devine si o 
intalnire intre doua culturi. Iubirea intre ei se contureaza treptat, iar participarea celor doi este egala, de aceea 
ei ajung la iubirea ideala. Desi este dornica de a-si revarsa iubirea asupra cuiva, cand Allan ii declara iubire, 
Maitreyi raspundea ca el nu reprezinta pentru ea decat „un scump prieten”. Din aceasta intamplare reiese 




confuzia intre prietenie si iubire. Iubirea sporeste in intensitate, astfel ca tinerii se logodesc, avand ca martori 
cerul si pamantul. Juramantul eroinei este semnul ca aceasta iubire a depasit firescul, atingand perfectiunea in 
dragoste: „Ma leg de tine, pamantule, ca eu voi fi a lui Allan si a nimanui altuia. Voi creste din el ca iarba din 
tine. Si cum astepti tu ploaia, asa ii voi astepta eu venirea, si cum iti sunt tie razele, asa va fi trupul lui mie”. 

Cerul era senin. 

Verdeata lucea imateriala, fosnind 

Era un apogeu al verdelui si un delir al frumusetii. 


Eu insami eram deliranta 
De o luciditate absoluta 
De-o sanatate ubicua si omniprezenta 
Ca frumusetea verdelui. 


iesind din Timp 
pe poarta stramta-a clipei 
am trait identificarea mea absoluta 
cu idolul vietii mele. 


vedeti 

eram un bolnav fericit 
cel mai deplin 
si absolut 


si ziua aceea era o poarta in Timp 
spre fericire. 

Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu dulc, dragostea mea. 

Adam and Eve 

We were collecting apples on the plateau of the house yard 
In the beautiful wild apple with musty apples 
White-red. 

This apple was so beautiful! ... and I was a beautiful and young girl 
Maitreyi 

And the erroneous apple, equal, not too high 

With rich branches, hanging to the ground - splendor 

In the grass, wonderful composition of the Thread and the eye! ... 

Loaded with red-white apples, white with red vines 
Raw and sweet, musty, it was a pleasure 
Eat them! 







He was my favorite apple. Until I decorate the apples, first I jam 
and I never got tired 
since we ate together 

we were also in the saddle, hanging around his neck. 


Then I would go to his trunk, hug him and talk to him. 

We were kissing his torso, white, decoy, 
apple branches, flowers! 

This apple was so beautiful! ... and I was a beautiful and young girl 
Maitreyi 

And the erroneous apple, equal, not too high 

With rich branches, hanging to the ground - splendor 

In the grass, wonderful composition of the Thread and the eye! ... 


The round, small, rich leaves adorned it like a tree 
Prepared for the holiday 
The wedding of the apple with nature 
endless summer day 

wedding with otava, poems, steep coast, brushes 
wedding with concrete fountain 

and with the marsh 

beside which he had risen - sweet wonder! 


Loaded with red-white apples, white with red vines 
Raw and sweet, musty, it was a pleasure 
Eat them! 


He was my favorite apple. Until I decorate the apples, first I jam 
and I never got tired 
since we ate together 

we were also in the saddle, hanging around his neck. 


I pass under the stone vault 
Suddenly happy, all of a sudden 

Young people talk 

It's a little rumor here 

.... and blonde women dressed in summer 


elderly gentlemen dressed sporty, elegant 



with coffee in hand 
I'm heading to the exit 
from the small roundabout 
from the high stone corridor. 

Covered with perennials. 


outside I smoke with a lust 
unmatched 

sipping from the Ristretto coffee 
with a real taste of coffee 
not barley 


today 

I suddenly see the familiar, familiar details 

common 

May end heat 

nature is in bloom 


I walk on a small cart 
through the fat grass 

full to the brim with flowers of the field and small 
creatures 


it was my first day out. 

To my right 
On a small hill 

A tall, tall, majestic, flowering tree rose. 


as drawn by a magnet 

I'm heading towards him. I sit under him and look at him 
the nature. 

Was it a huge magnolia? 

The azaleas? ... 


It was of course a Mediterranean tree 








Scented and creamy 

Wonderful of alive, with rich branches 

Leaning down to the ground. 

The sky was clear. 

The green glitter was immaterial, cracking 

It was a peak of the green and a delirium of beauty. 


I myself was delusional 
An absolute lucidity 
Of ubiquitous and ubiquitous health 
Like the beauty of green. 


coming out of Time 
on the narrow gate of the moment 
I lived my absolute identification 
with the idol of my life. 


see 

I was a happy patient 
the fullest 
and absolutely 


and that day was a gate in Time 
for happiness. 


In a very inspiring way, Nicolae Manolescu divides the Romanian novel into three distinct categories, between 
which there may be passages and connections, correspondences: the Doric novel (realistic, traditional, with a 
traditional narrative vision, an authoritative one), whose representative is important, is made Liviu Rebreanu 
(but also Marin Preda, Duiliu Zamfirescu, Nicolae Filimon, etc.), the Ionic novel, of psychological invoice, 
illustrated especially by Eliade, but also by Camil Petrescu, Hortensia Papadat Bengescu and the Corinthian, 
mythical novel, in which for example, "Night of Sanziene" by the same author (Mircea Eliade), in my opinion 
and novels of Mihail Sadoveanu, even if more by artistic vision, than by narrative perspective, by the 
technique of the novel. "Maitreyi" is inscribed thus in the category of the ionic novel, through the 
psychological perspective, through the subjective narration, in the first person, of the narrator who is also a 
main character. We can say that Allan is a reflective character, because the narrative perspective is "avec", 
internal focus, (together with), we do not know more than he knows, finds, feels, thinks the main character. 
This is also the charm of this love story, as we discover together with Allan the love, the feeling of love, India, 
its exoticism, the wilderness of the virgin, subtropical forest, where Allan works for a while as a construction 
engineer, the poetry and refinement of the Bhowanipore neighborhood, where he lives. Allan in the house of 
Narendra Sen (Surendranath Dasgupta, his professor of philosophy at the University of Calcutta), of the 







clothing and objects that make up the furniture of the house, the misery and poetry of the bordering 
neighborhoods, the atmosphere of a poetic mess, of a hospital in which he is hospitalized Allan, ill of typhoons 
etc. 

Allan was 23, and Maitreyi only 16. This is also the real estate of the characters of this beautiful love story, 
which Eliade faithfully recorded in his journal, which is the basis of the novel "Maitreyi", a journal that has 
been transformed into an indirect novel, "Workshop". These real, true things, which have taken place in reality, 
make us participate with such emotion in the destiny of young people, in capturing the feeling of love, in their 
telluric and celestial wedding, after the ceremonial of the specific Indian love and wedding, and also of the 
rhythms, cosmic rulers of this miraculous world, on the edge of a lake, shaded by weeping willows, living 
nature, light, mystery, alone, unaccompanied by Chabu, Maitrey's younger sister. 

Love for Maitreyi means something sacred, whether it is manifested in her love for a tree, which she nourishes 
with crumbs, or for her teacher and mentor, the Indian poet and philosopher Rabindranath Tagore, who is at 
the age of senectuation, who enjoys herself, just as a sweetheart, from the admiration, respect and sincere love 
shown by Maitreyi, to the jealousy of the young man, who does not understand how a girl so young, pure, 
beautiful, to love an old man. These things relate to the Indian mentality, which is very different from the 
European one. There the boundaries between the ages disappear, the people are all equal, in the philosophical 
search for the meaning of their life, the one that "saves" them and offers them the joy of existence, on a higher 
spiritual plane, the freedom of the spirit. Then it is commonplace for young people to have a mentor, a spiritual 
teacher, who can offer them from his knowledge and share his philosophy of life. In addition Tagore was an 
active activist for liberating India from English colonialism, for independence, as did Mahatma Gandhi, the 
leader of the non-violent movement for the independence and sovereignty of India. Young Allan is witnessing 
street movements, police retaliation against groups of Indians who were demonstrating for India's 
independence. 

In this setting, their love story takes place and its tragic end. Who could forget the first description of Maitreyia 
that looks like the "almost ugly" young man, with her black eyes, her fleshy and radiant lips, the skin of her 
arms matte, yellow like molten wax and her powerful breasts, of Bengali virgin given in the baking ? ... 

Over time the young man's gaze on the girl changes completely. Is she gradually conquered by her innocent 
hype, by her unconscious flirtatiousness, by her femininity and childhood that are revealed in small gestures, 
such as letters in the mailbox, rose petals in the room, flowers pressed between the pages of books, flowers 
thrown in her room? It is strange this young woman, so austere and yet feminine, who sleeps on the floor, on a 
simple muffin lying on the floor. 

Contrary to Manolescu's opinion, I believe that there was no game here ... just a timid ignition, which became 
sparkling, in the pure soul of a young girl, of the feeling of love, which, to be fulfilled, seems determined to 
pass over everything, obstacles. However, the two young people belonged to different worlds, through 
geographical location, tradition, culture, civilization, religion, caste, mentality ... their love could only be 
fulfilled in secret, hidden from the eyes of the world and even by their younger sister. And at the same time, 
the two young men were as close as their love allowed them to be. Both enchanted, enchanted by each other, 
seeking pretexts to meet, such as learning foreign languages, both as serious, dedicated to their study, as could 
be two young people who left posterity not only valuable books, but also the story, their love, to which 
Maitreyi (named in the novel Amrita), responds after 40 years with the novel "Love does not die". What a 
fascinating world described in this novel, full of poetry, of mythical and philosophical meanings, of the 
mystery and spell of eternal India, how fresh, living the image of Eliade (called in the Euclid novel) evoked in 
the novel, as if the events of their youth were would have happened yesterday! 

I conclude with a significant quote from "Noah's Ark" by Nicolae Manolescu: "no one came out unscathed 
from Maitrey's games. Is it the loss of mind or death the only way out of all the great passions? Even as Tristan 
and Isolde, Romeo and Juliet learn from us, we can be absolutely sure that Allan, who at the end of his heart 
wants to look once more into Maitrey's eyes, to understand, did he himself die in insecurity and pain? What do 
we know about him, once the manuscript of the completed novel? 


The physical portrait of Maitrey suggests warmth and fascination. Her tender gestures, intellectual 
preoccupations, the power to love deeply, beyond social problems are traits that show her an exceptional 
portrait. And in this novel it turns out that the only way to access the state of perfection is love. The heroine's 



fulfillment will be achieved with Allan. The meeting between the two protagonists becomes also a meeting 
between two cultures. The love between them is gradually shaped, and the participation of the two is equal, 
which is why they reach the ideal love. Although she is eager to shed her love on someone, when Allan 
declares her love, Maitreyi replied that he is nothing but a "dear friend" to her. From this, the confusion 
between friendship and love emerges. Love increases in intensity, so that young people are engaged, 
witnessing heaven and earth. The heroine's oath is the sign that this love has transcended the natural, reaching 
perfection in love: "I bind you, earth, that I will be Allan's and no one else's. I will grow from it as the grass 
from you. And as you wait for the rain, so I will wait for him to come, and as your rays are yours, so will my 
body. " 

The sky was clear. 

The green glitter was immaterial, cracking 

It was a peak of the green and a delirium of beauty. 


I myself was delusional 
An absolute lucidity 
Of ubiquitous and ubiquitous health 
Like the beauty of green. 


coming out of Time 
on the narrow gate of the moment 
I lived my absolute identification 
with the idol of my life. 


see 

I was a happy patient 
the fullest 
and absolutely 


and that day was a gate in Time 
for happiness. 

I love you, Victor, my sweet baby, my love. 
Adonai 


The word of death that saves 
Slowly on the chest and eyes go up 
It is lost in the blue Sea of Atlas 
Like spikes on the cheek. 

Oh, dead beautiful with live eyes 







Your gaze turns to me, my eye freezes 
Like leafy green leaves through the vines 
In a cold, dewy morning ... 

White hands like the face of a lover's face 

Your chest is spasmodically tight 

and they are offended 

white hands like the sweetness of the face 

to a loved girl. 


Oh, dead beautiful with live eyes 
Your gaze burns to me, my eye freezes 
Like leafy green leaves through the vines 
In a cold, cold morning ... 

and your soft golden hair falls to the Earth 
moved by the celestial cosmic wind 
acolytes, through the spaces of the space where 
mysterious Night-intense, cosmic 

penetrates .... 

There's nothing but Pneuma 

In which you stumble with your hands around your neck 

Silent and asleep like a bride 

With your pale-skinned face like the Moon. 

and your soft golden hair falls to the Earth 
moved by the celestial cosmic wind 
acolytes, through the spaces of the space where 
mysterious Night-intense, cosmic penetrates .... 

A sky of stars below, above the sky of stars 
You will find green clay pots 
and nights of movies 
a sky of stars below 
above the sky of stars ... 

and from the chaos of the valleys, in the proud face is closed 
Oh, I come, Lord's night! 

By fate it dislodges me! 

Give me Freedom to roam 

All the cosmic space like a lentil seed 

Give him Love, hope, mind 
In wise remembrance! 

Oh, young voivode with soft hair 
What you adore, your overnights empty 
I give them Love and Mind 
and many feelings 
to look back like before! 



You ask me for my Immortality! 

But I'll give you the Time 

To discover even in the Land of the Dead with her 
To enter, triumphant n-Olympus! 

You are my very own Immortality! 

But I'll give you the Time. 

Time of war, cruel hatred and fate 
Time of love, of sweetness 
and death 

Time to do everything I thought 
Time to think and think long. 

Oh, Adonai, I'm giving you time to sleep 
To the great advice of the wise 
I give you time for the eternal to reap 
To kill the righteous from death. 


For you see the harsh measure of those on Earth: 

You make yourself breathless, ice wind 
Burning sun and power 
and blows their pain! 

Oh, Adonai, I'm giving you time! 

A sky of stars below, above the sky of stars 
You will find green clay pots 
and nights of movies 
a sky of stars below 
above the sky of stars ... 

There's nothing but Pneuma 

In which you stumble with your hands around your neck 

Silent and asleep like a bride 

With your pale-skinned face like the Moon. 

and your soft golden hair falls to the Earth 
moved by the celestial cosmic wind 
acolytes, through the spaces of the space where 
mysterious Night-intense, cosmic penetrates .... 

White hands like the face of a lover's face 

Your chest is spasmodically tight 

and they are offended 

white hands like the sweetness of the face 

to a loved girl. 


Oh, dead beautiful with live eyes 
Your gaze burns to me, my eye freezes 



Like leafy green leaves through the vines 
In a cold, dewy morning ... 

A beautiful dead man with live eyes 
Your look burns me, your eye presses me! 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Mihai, Puiul meu. Te doresc. 

.te iubesc, dulcisorul meu, Victor, puiul meu... 

And the mountains ... 

I was in room 5.1 was sleeping. When the tables came 
I generally didn't go 

It was a Japanese strike in front of the wall 

The hostility of the cooks and the distrust of the patients. 


We ate the haze that my mother brought me 
From home and that I bought 
Of which I gave half more. 

One day I noticed that out of two cigarettes in the pack, I had one 
However, the day before 

Cristina had informed me with her crystalline voice 

He had taken my sugar and sugar 

and he'd made a coffee without asking me 


I give her a banana in the evening. 

I knew I had one more - for the last morning 
but a shaman also. 

The wall of anger and hostility - 
I didn't know how to answer them. I had decided 
To make minimal expenses to the hospital 
and to be a "good" patient. 


I was afraid, however, that the precious notebook with the two 
The poems in Romanian, and their translation 
would be mine 

shaved by Cristina- to which she came near 
every morning - a lady, probably her sister 

who teaches whispers what to do. 

One morning he had taught her how to take a picture 
and how to click. 

I return, angry, and I warn both of them 
Because if I get a photo again 
I act in court. 


That night I sleep with my purse on my head - and I don't sleep all night 




Be careful not to steal my "poems". 

After all - it was my dignity at stake. 

I feel, in the dark, in a state it is half-blind, like a finger 

He pushes me from behind 

twice, at some distance in time from each other. 

Sinister settlement. I'm coming back ... Nothing. 

Cristina was sleeping more than half 
By the meter, with his back turned. 

Then the zipper as I pull it tightly to the bag at my head ... 
But no one was pulling him ... 


I turn to Cristina, waving my index finger: 

Maybe coffee, a cigarette, a banana, nothing, 
you steal me 

But not the most important thing! 

That is why you do not steal me, even the slothful one .... 


In a few minutes, Cristina, who had hoped, was dressed in a robe 

and goes out the door. Her steps are lost 

in the direction of the bath - 

but there are too many - and the door 

to the nurses' room 

it closes with a slight noise. 

In the living room I could smell the sour cabbage, the stew. 

Now eat shit! ... I was thinking 
Holding my purse under my head better 
and trying to sleep. 


It was one of the last days ... 

Mr Vioel is standing next to the nurses room 
and looks down the corridor 
to the office. 

I go to the table, however, I go to the lunch table 

With a spoon in one hand 

As I hear a discreet flash from behind. 

The assistant, Viorel, was probably photographing me. 

I had raise the spoon 

and I'm going straight, with all the dignity I was capable of 
to the dining room. 


I remembered the poem: "Ask the mountains" in which I said 
something like: 

My people look in the same direction as me ... 



A few days before, Vuirel had come with the medication 
In the morning: what medicines do you give me? 


Not too many and not too strong ... we don't want to change 
In a vegetable ... 

Later I remembered "" A vision of feelings " 
and "Vegetala", a volume of revealing poetry. 

No doubt the assistant Mr. Viorel had thought 
Something similar... 


But what is the Lord doing? 

She's at home, she's sick ... she had told me one of the Viorel dates 
about looking a little sad 
A little crazy ... I'm sorry ... 

It was one of the last days ... 

Mr Vioel is standing next to the nurses room 
and looks down the corridor 
to the office. 

I go to the table, however, I go to the lunch table 

With a spoon in one hand 

As I hear a decree flash from behind. 

The assistant, Viorel, was probably photographing me. 

I had raised the spoon 

and I went straight, with all the dignity I was capable of 
to the dining room. 

.I love you, my sweetie, Victor, my baby ... 

Te oubesc Puiul meu Dulce, Mihai. 

Albastre fuioare ale noptii... 

Albastre fuioare ale noptii 

Se intrevid curgand in vale 

Acoperind totul cu-o mantie de dulce intunerec. 


La poarta grea ce sta sa cada 
In miez de noapte oare cine bate?... 

...E-un tanar chipes cu fata alba ca spicul cel de grau 
Cu un suras pe buzle lui rosii, de caise 
Straluminat de dulceata din ochii lui cei puri 
In care se infer, strakucitoare vise... 


Cu parul blond straluminand ca campul primavara 
Cand toama aur intre spice soarele gigant 
Cu bratele lui molcole domoale, 




Suflecate in camasa-albastra pal 
Venea tanaruul Domn, purtat de-al dorului 

Un dulce val. 


Neguri albe stralucite 
De argint sfestile fine 
Ce letoarna cerul negru 
De albastre stele pline 


Se-nfasor si se desfac 
Se dezmiarda, se cuprind 
Ca un dulce viu colind 
Cele toarna seara-n prag. 

Dulce cornul mai departe suna 
si aduna oile in stana 
sub lumina stelei-albastre 
dulce si suferitoare 


Sub a cidrului umbra deasa si umbroasa 
Oile par ca stelele o albastra 
Dulce mare 

Valurind ca ochi de grangur 


Ca ochi de sita 
In stana larga si-ngrpdita 
Adunandu-se se-nturna 
si-nturnandu-se se-aduna 

...cerul negru durerea-si curma 
Cea dintai si de pe urma 
Cerul negru dulce tuna 
Peste turma cea-ngradita. 


Cu parul blond straluminand ca campul primavara 
Cand toarna aur intre spice soarele gigant 
Cu bratele lui molcole domoale, 

Suflecate in camasa-albastra pal 
Venea tanaruul Domn, purtat de-al dorului 

Un dulce val. 


E-un tanar chipes cu fata alba ca spicul cel de grau 



Cu un suras pe buzle lui rosii, de caise 
Straluminat de dulceata din ochii lui cei puri 
In care se infor, strakucitoare vise... 


Albastre fuioare ale noptii 

Se intrevid curgand in vale 

Acoperind totul cu-o mantie de dulce intunerec. 


La poarta grea ce sta sa cada 
In miez de noapte oare cine bate?... 


Trandafiri rosii, roz, mov-pal 
Cad de pe micul foisor de-alaturi 
Tacerea noptii ii aduna 
Ca mici stelute de argint si huma. 


si trandafiri rosii in curtea casei varuita in albastru 
saruta gherbere dulci cu frintea-nvoala 
si tanarul bate lin si-ncet in parta 
i luna ii stralumineaza feciorestile lui vise. 


O umbra se dsprinde lin din poarta 
si vine inspre el cu bratele-ntinse 
si pletele-i de-aur si argint sunt ninse 
si ochii verzi si parul ca miezul de narcise. 


Tanprul cuprinde lin dulce aratarea de gemeie - 
o tanara cu sanul de alabastru 
si o saruta sub razele vaatului astru 
ce toarna peste ei dulce vapaie.. 


Buzele lui se deschid ca doi lotusi imbobociti 
Ca flaoarea rosa-rubinie de zefir 
Ca flacarile rosii din trandafirii risii cei loviti de ploaie 
Ca doua petale de lumina ce se-ndoaie 



si cuprind buzele ei fragede ca un serbet de trandafiri 
intr-un sarut cald, pasionat, dulce 
precum e apa cea de trandafiri 
si pune capul ei pe piept sa-1 culce 


Albastre fuioare ale noptii 

Se intrevid curgand in vale 

Acoperind totul cu-o mantie de dulce intunerec. 


La poarta grea ce sta sa cada 
In miez de noapte oare cine bate?... 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu Dulce Victor, Tudor, Mihai. 

Dark blue of the night... 


Dark blue of the night 
He glimpsed into the valley 

Covering everything with a cloak of sweet darkness. 


At the heavy gate that is about to fall 
In the middle of the night, who beats? 

... He's a handsome young man with a white face like a wheat ear 
With a smile on his red apricot lips 
Enlightened by the sweetness of his pure eyes 
In which they grow, bright dreams ... 


With blond hair shining like the spring field 
When the golden sun spills between the giant spikes 
With the arms of his soft molluscs, 

Blown into his pale blue shirt 

The young Lord came, worn by longing 

A sweet wave. 


Bright white slits 
Silver fine tips 
What a black sky 
The full blue stars 


Wrap and undo 



They decay, they come together 

Like a living sweet carol 

Those pour in the evening at the threshold. 

Sweet horn goes on 
and gather the sheep in the sheepfold 
under the light of the blue star 
sweet and suffering 


Beneath the cider a thick, shadowy shade 
The sheep look like blue stars 
Great sweet 
Flying like a giant's eye 


Like a sieve 

In the wide and deep sheep 
Gathering he turns around 
and turning around they gather 

... the black sky the pain stops 
The first and the last 
The sweet black sky tunes 
Over the herd. 


With blond hair shining like the spring field 
When the golden sun spills between the giant spikes 
With the arms of his soft molluscs, 

Blown into his pale blue shirt 

The young Lord came, worn by longing 

A sweet wave. 

He is a handsome young man with a white face like a grain of wheat 
With a smile on his red apricot lips 
Enlightened by the sweetness of his pure eyes 
In which they grow, bright dreams ... 


Dark blue of the night 
He glimpsed into the valley 

Covering everything with a cloak of sweet darkness. 


At the heavy gate that is about to fall 
In the middle of the night, who beats? 



Red, pink, purple-pink roses 
I fall from the small ledge next to it 
The silence of the night gathers them 
Like little stars of silver and smoke. 


and red roses in the courtyard of the blue-painted house 
kiss the sweet gerberas with the whip 
and the young man beats smoothly and slowly 
and the moon shines on his fanciful dreams. 


A shadow slips out of the door 
and comes to him with outstretched arms 
and the gold and silver pleats are nested 
and green eyes and hair like daffodil core. 


The body is gently sweet with the appearance of a gem - 
a young woman with an alabaster breast 
and a kiss under the rays of the stump 
what spills over them sweet crap .. 


His lips open like two embattled lotuses 

Like the red-ruby ruby of zephyr 

Like the red flames in the rose roses, those hit by rain 

Like two light petals that bend 


and they enclose her lips like a sherbet of roses 
in a warm, passionate, sweet kiss 
as is the water of roses 

and put her head on her chest to lay him down 


Dark blue of the night 
He glimpsed into the valley 

Covering everything with a cloak of sweet darkness. 


At the heavy gate that is about to fall 



In the middle of the night, who beats? 

Te iubesc,Puiul meu Dulce, Tudor, Dragostea mea. 


Te iubesc, Victor, Dragul meu. 
An endless man 


Suddenly you discover 

That you are not interested in anything 

Nor of the career 

Nor of love 

Nor of friends 

You remain lonely on a desert island. 

Suddenly you ascertain 

That the animals, the living creatures, the small bugs 
Are more full of Anima 
Than the people 

And you are starting to understand Buddha. 

Suddenly you ascertain 

That the solely full of sense is the life 

and death 

and between them, it is stretching like a bridge to the unknown 
so pure, so beautiful 
the creation 

That everything that it counts is what you are living now 
this instant 
suspended in time 

lived intensely, in a perpetual present 
stretched in all your fundamental 
gestures 

in birth, wedding, death 
love 


All that I have learned 

I've learned from my Moromets 

and from the Comanesteni orchards 

from my father, from my mother 

from my brother 

from my dearest beloved 

Lying on the porch of the house 

Ordered gently 

As in some sessile coffins 

I tell you 

The only moment is now 

In the branch which is falling down on hazelnut coffins 
The only moment is now 

Victor, Te doresc, Dragostea mea. te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 




Ragul meu Dulce Andrei, te iubesc. Puiul meu dulce si drag, Dulceata mea iubita, sotul meu drag si dulce, 
Dulcele meu, Victor, te iubesc si te doresc, dulceata mea. 

An impecable manuscript... 

I was in my dark-blue costume 

Which was fitting too well on my round forms 

Because it wasn't fancy tailored 

though a good, correct execution... 

I entered there, in that office where you were 
waiting for me 

With the corrected manuscipt. 

I stayed all day long at home and I made small 
and precise corrections 
still I wasn't sure that I have made all those 
little ortography mistakes. 

From the beginning I was attracted by your look 
by your appearance. 

you were agile, and i was guessing your blue eyes 
of undefinite colours, likewise of the violets 
under the classy glasses. 

I sat down at the little desk 

to read the Foreword I had written myself. 

I was pleasantly surprised 

by the changes made 

which were slightly sweeting the tone 

of this preface. 

I was conscious by my body not so slender 
by my hands where on there could be seen 
the signs of an incipient arthritis 
and I was following attentive the rows of words. 

Should I turn on the light?.. 

You asked me. 

No, it isn't necessary, I see very well... 

I stopped at the word ’’probably” 
and I told you 

that, probably... there doesn't find its meaning 

for it seems euphemistic 

when the context is one grave, solemn. 

Finally I rise my eyes thankfully 
and I said 
that i like it... 

then I pulled out from my purse, from a book 
my photograph. 

You took it and you have made fast a small sign 
with the ball-pen 
on its back 



then you asked me if I don't have it 
in electronic format. 

Yes, of course... in my e-mail... 

I entered on the little, elegant laptop in my e-mail 
and I saved the photograph in a folder 
I had no idea wherein 
it was set up. 

then you gave back my photo. 

I have remained a little foolished 
disappointed 

Several seconds... then I smiled. 

you have making agile movemenets of weasel 
of a little, greeny, slipping lizzard 
And I observed your round shoulders 
through the thin flannelette 
and the shawl around your neck. 

Then I left 

The precious manuscipt designed by you 
remained there. 

I was leaving with an imprecise impression 
of joy and sadness 

a strange feeling that was floating in the air 
likewise a presentiment... 

This way I was falling in love 

leaving on narrow streets 

I hit the tavern The golden Lion 

where I drink a beer of two... 

with a feeling - a sad and happy euphoria 

and I observe a lash on the table 

Which in my madness I believed 

that is yours.... 

At last, I must go away 

To pull out myself from there 

from my dreams with the eyes large opened 

from the sadness and happiness which 

had comprised me... 

The last bus was leaving to Petrosani 
Just at six o'clock... 

Drain you ... 

I love you and I wish you, Victor, my baby. 

At the resuscitation pavilion there is a solution for infusion 

20% glucose 1000 ml solution for infusion contains 200 g glucose as 220 g glucose monohydrate and water for 
injections. 

I am weak, very weak, like falling into a deep sleep 
and gradually slip into a state of catalepsy. 




Bujor is allowed to stay with me. 

He's very worried, as far as I'm aware. 

He asks me about capitals, cities. Mountains of water ... 


Lia what hospital does Colombia have? 
Bogota. 

But Chile? 

Lima.... 

It's not Peru's ... 

? .. 

Santiago de Chile, Bujor said. 

What about Paraguay? 

Asuncion ... 

Lia, give Liberia ?. 

Monrovia ... 

What about Libya? 

Tripoli... 

What about Lebanon? 

Beirut. 


He kept asking me, but I was freaking out in some weird sleep 
Where I was following him hard 
Or I couldn't follow him anymore ... 


This is catalepsy, think me ... 

While the soul sinks into the all-encompassing darkness. 


The tire I think of... 

It was a soft, soft, black space 
Where my soul traveled in peace ... 

He hugs me with love ... 

A calm chaos, ordered protector, that spread the reflective effluent 
Of love, of thought... 

I do not know how long I was immersed in that black, calm, quiet sleep 
When suddenly you wake me up. 

Peony was next to me holding my hand 
and still asking me ... 

from where he was taking breaks during his time 
looking at me worried. 


Lia what capital is Bolivia? ... 

La Paz ... 

Real estate, calm, protective, soothing 
An order in chaos, my dear 
The only true reality 
latest 



The former and the latter 
Pneuma. 

Deep, black, endless, gentle soft 
No taste, no smell 

Catalepsy 

Darkness 

A world that closed its wings 
Like my tired eyes, reconcile 
Who had seen death. 

The tire I think of... 

It was a soft, soft, black space 
Where my soul traveled in peace ... 

He hugged me 

A chaoscalm, an ordered protector, who spread the reflective effluent 
Of love, of thought... 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every atmosphere between black and green 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ash of the sky ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 
With the forehead of soot 
With hands full of earth 
With the shirt tied with hay ... 

The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every atmosphere between black and green 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ash of the sky ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 


Puppets spin in the mechanical lace ... 
We met at shadows at night - 



and your warm penis, in warm whispers 
my smile penetrates the beads. 


It's the encounter of shadows at night - 
What leaks are caught and found ... 
Again waves of ash and lava grow ... 

It falls over whispers. 


You sink into me, trembling with dreams 
and you force me into the chest of the beads - 
through voluptuous and moist channels - 
it shakes like rain of confetti and heavy metals. 


Your delirium passed in me - 

and my delirium from where it started 

a kiss over the light arabesques - 

to kiss you with the quotas -1 would have broken them.. 

Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 
What surrounded her with her big shoes 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 


Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 


It's screaming, puppy, the wine flows from the glasses ... 
It spreads inflorescently on the floor ... 

Glasses clash ... Barbarian Jebir is laughing 

And laughing on the table 
The food is mixed with the wine 
Creating the gray, hot molasses ... 


Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 

Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 
What surrounded her with the big tassels 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 



Shaking off the dust, I entered the bulk book 
Faces known, known ... 

More or less distant... 

My dear, we knew each other well... 

Before entering the poison sheets, where our lips suck 
You and me 

I wiped the lips of the full flower of love .... 

Shaking his wings 

I get tired of butterflies after a sleepless night... 
Round and loop ... 

Maybe by dropping some furniture, yawning... 


Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 
barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

It is an atmosphere between black and white 
Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


The Humans move like a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the soot forehead 

With hands full of earth 

With my shirt stuck with hay ... 

Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 
barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

Every is an atmosphere between black and green 
Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind hangs on the portage of the sky 

Driven by a celestial wind 

My knees are moving in the wind 

Like a bunch of fish, like a cavalcade of sperm 




Dulcele eu, iarta-ma, puiul meu, te iubesc nespus, puisor dulce. 


Animate 

In the bedroom with the bed to the east, the young people gathered 

on that hot winter afternoon, it's a pleasant day 

where in the rain was mixing with the snow 

and the snow, in a twinkling of strange, entangled dreams. 

Many drips fall into the strange dance 
In a heavy, small, mottled rain 
In a wet rain, it would be said 

They were just as they were that afternoon by the bakery 
Wet od desire, of promise,of covenant. 


She bent warm passion fishes it 

Kissing her with his lips like a perfumed sherbet of roses 

Like a red-marbled zephyr 

Dorian warmly leans passion over her ... 


and his lips open like an "A" fragile love wonder 
they leaned in kisses over her turned face 

with her hair long and black, ebony, shiny and greased with scented oil 
while her left arm comprised his head from behind 
bowing like the strings of a violin 
and gently pulling it towards her. 


Cathy, he whispered, his lips full and wide 
As if kissed by the morning wind 

With his blond hair and short cut curls and rubbing on his neck 
and in two small hairs, two strands of silky, soft hair. 

Gently twisting on the cheek. 


Dorian, my love... I love you, I desire you my chicken... 

My soul whispered to him 

Kissing her sweet lips like a fine chocolate 



Like a strawberry cream 

Like a wild raspberry, two berries 

Full of sweetness and flavor. 


Her arm was arching more and more 
He was leaning more and more, his lips open to suck 
Out of the drippings many fall into strange dance 
In a heavy, small, mottled rain 
In a shower, it would be said 

They were just as they were that afternoon by the bakery 
You use a desire, a promise of promise 

Her arm was arching more and more 
He was leaning more and more, his lips open to suck - 
and Mihai blinked, ashamed, then left 
in a new float to the floor 

with his athletic shoulders lowering rhythmically 
without stopping, with the body like a ready-made bow 
like a pot under the presses. 


and his lips open like an "A" feeble love wonder 
they leaned in kisses over her turned face 

with her hair long and black, ebony, shiny and greased with scented oil 
while her left arm covered him from behind 
bowing like the strings of a violin 
and gently pulling it towards her. 


Cathy, he whispered, his lips full and wide 
As if kissed by the morning wind 

With his blond hair and short cut curls and rubbing on his neck 
and in two small hairs, two strands of silky, smooth hair. 
Gently twisting on the cheek. 

Her arm was arching more and more 
He was leaning more and more, his lips open to suck - 
and Michael wiped his eyes, ashamed, and then left 
in a new float to the floor 

with his athletic shoulders lowering rhythmically 
T iubesc, Dragul meu Puisor, Victor. 

Victor, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Tudor, Puiul meu. 

Te Doresc, Puiul meu. Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu dulce. 
Anima 


Sufletul este ceva divin 

Suflarea de dumnezeire pe care a pus-o 

Dumnezeu 

In tine 



Jumatatea din tine care lipseste... 
Dar este acolo 
In adanc. 


Sufletul e cel care da viata 
Suflare vie 

Lucrurilor neinsufletite 
Le aseaza in gradina primitoare 
a Domnului 
Printre lacrimi si sfinti. 

Te iubesc. 

Dulcele meu Dulce si Drag, Te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu, din tot sufletul meu. 
Anima 


The soul is something divine. 

The breath of divinity which God put it into you 
The half from you which is missing 
But it is there 
In the deep. 


The soul is that which gives life 

Lively breathing 

To the inanimated things 

Lies them down in the welcoming garden 

Of God 

Between teardrops and saints. 

TeDoresc, Tudor, Dragostea mea. Te iubesc, Puiul meu Dulce;fiul meu iubt, Victor, Dragostea mea, Puiul 
meu. 


Animate 

In the bedroom with the bed to the east, the young people gathered 

on that hot winter afternoon, it's a pleasant day 

where in the rain was mixing with the snow 

and the snow, in a twinkling of strange, entangled dreams. 

Many drips fall into the strange dance 
In a heavy, small, mottled rain 
In a wet rain, it would be said 

They were just as they were that afternoon by the bakery 
Wet od desire, of promise,of covenant. 

She bent warm passion fishes it 

Kissing her with his lips like a perfumed sherbet of roses 

Like a red-marbled zephyr 

Dorian warmly leans passion over her ... 

and his lips open like an "A" fragile love wonder 
they leaned in kisses over her turned face 

with her hair long and black, ebony, shiny and greased with scented oil 





while her left arm comprised his head from behind 
bowing like the strings of a violin 
and gently pulling it towards her. 

Cathy, he whispered, his lips full and wide 
As if kissed by the morning wind 

With his blond hair and short cut curls and rubbing on his neck 
and in two small hairs, two strands of silky, soft hair. 

Gently twisting on the cheek. 

Dorian, my love... I love you, I desire you my chicken... 

My soul whispered to him 

Kissing her sweet lips like a fine chocolate 

Like a strawberry cream 

Like a wild raspberry, two berries 

Full of sweetness and flavor. 

Her arm was arching more and more 
He was leaning more and more, his lips open to suck 
Out of the drippings many fall into strange dance 
In a heavy, small, mottled rain 
In a shower, it would be said 

They were just as they were that afternoon by the bakery 
You use a desire, a promise of promise 

Her arm was arching more and more 
He was leaning more and more, his lips open to suck - 
and Mihai blinked, ashamed, then left 
in a new float to the floor 

with his athletic shoulders lowering rhythmically 
without stopping, with the body like a ready-made bow 
like a pot under the presses. 

and his lips open like an "A" feeble love wonder 
they leaned in kisses over her turned face 

with her hair long and black, ebony, shiny and greased with scented oil 
while her left arm covered him from behind 
bowing like the strings of a violin 
and gently pulling it towards her. 

Cathy, he whispered, his lips full and wide 
As if kissed by the morning wind 

With his blond hair and short cut curls and rubbing on his neck 
and in two small hairs, two strands of silky, smooth hair. 

Gently twisting on the cheek. 

Her arm was arching more and more 
He was leaning more and more, his lips open to suck - 
and Michael wiped his eyes, ashamed, and then left 
in a new float to the floor 

with his athletic shoulders lowering rhythmically 
T iubesc, Dragul meu Puisor, Victor. 



Te iubesc, Tudor, Dulceata mea. 
Animus 


Two blue eyes looked at her from one 
Cloud fire 

With that look full of a silent eagle. 

Introverted of youth 

His whole shape was transmitting a non-verbal language 
No words, but the more so .... 

Although there were a few words 
Written on a folder in the back 

Initiative, Suffering, Courage, Courage ... 

and a small bottle of borsec mineral water on the table 

of which only a sec 

and from which you deduced that the young character 
he likes dry wine. 


Clothes Clothes Clothes, Standing Away Below ... 
and a smile, barely sketched, full of lips, 
a serene and unforgiving smile 

leaving the splendor of the lips, their tragic arc, visible 
in total overwhelming dedication 

like the look ... little crucifix 

ready to take his flight, somewhere over your head 

a strange Coriolis effect, the look deviated slightly to the right - 

by the sun's rays, 

it would not be the boldest, heavier and most illogical conclusion . 
correlating with image numbness 
made to squeeze sublime shreds 
from every detail... 

Smash the blue circles 

On an adjoining notebook, like those in the lesson projects 
Clothes dressed full but leaving spaces in his sleeves 
By spring arms 
and unformed 

legs are hidden under the table 

like everything that would physically mean manhood 

but the face speaks for itself 

for this man 

who does not need physical details 

but of impenetrable souls, and of carriages of the face 

gentle, smooth, straight, deep 

such as the breasts in the tender cheek. 


O, Adonis! ... 

I fell in love instantly 



to death in Venice 

ignoring the proud, orgolious of this young man 
or maybe that's why ... 

shirt on his neck 

brown hair with blond hair falling down on one side of her face 
an imberbant neck 
a manly and full smile 

a characterization made by appearance, expression, gesture 
non-verbal language 
a flying force, as a dynamic image 
statically surprised 


Regressive regressions of memory, pulling into the collective unconscious 
and about everything I wrote 
and I read 

a memory of the foundations of being 

and the surprising force of the Animus 

who was looking at you smiling, with eyes in an ideal size 

the bridegroom with the girdle of love 

in total and overwhelming dedication. 

I love you and I want you, my sweet chick. 

Animus 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea, Puisorul meu dulce.Te iubesc, Puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 
Te iubesc, dulcele meu 

te doresc. 

Like Eol that flies by the sails, it screams! 


The Ghost flies on crystalline, crystalline airwaves 
Like Eol that flies through the waves it waves 
When in the morning with her cold wing 
They break and break into many icy and cold evenings 

When morning comes, it benefits, but at night on the edge of the world 

Flying Shadow-swallowed knee 

Through the stars of the sea, through the sky of foam 

Fly, oh, shadow, cruel genius! 

Mihai stomps his stallion in foam 
and fly by night, a cruel genius 

it flies by the day, through the nemesis at the edges of the world 
like Eol that flies through the waves and waves! 

Green mound with meadows of filomores 

A blue-skinned sky, smooth of stars 

Gigantic sun flowing in meadows with flowers 

The sturdy Young, the blond-haired man in the spike, caught him 

Like Eol that flies through the waves and screams 
When the seagull beats the water with its white wing 



He cold thought of longing 
Brought in the whisper of love. 

At the black castle, he partly beats 

and a girl with the blond calves away rich and thick 

falling down and hunched over 

with the dew-blue-eyes, he saw them kiss, wet, pearly 

she falls on his arm, dead, in a faint 
of ebony hair. 

Oh, my sweet sweetheart Catherine 
She lets his head-and-arms sleep 


Under the eye's eye, 

it stops at the chest of the suspire! ... 

for I came, oh, here 

the tea of the nightingale beats 

until the arrival in the morning, there is a lark 
hurry, let's go, no time to stop! ... 
and gently lifted her thighs 
passing it on reaching the creeks 

and kissing with his lit roses lips her closed eyes 
fall with desire on his left shoulder. 

In heaven the big chariot, the small chariot - 
and fine-opaque by spitting up berries 

chicken belly with her children 

hurry up, baby, there's another clock until dawn! 

jumping into the saddle, he leaves in the night 

when combining the day's clear obscure with the night's whisper 


Green mound with meadows of filomores 

A blue-skinned sky, smooth of stars 

Gigantic sun flowing in meadows with flowers 

The sturdy young, the blond-haired man in the spike, caught him . 

Ah for me, Cati, you died! 

and frowning with burning lips miss her closed eyes 
leftover the left shoulder 

as tears that his wishbone wanted to smile and cry 
his arm curling his body in tears. 

Harder and harder, closer, closer 
He had loved her with love, sweetness to his chest 
And on their face with the rush of thought, they pass 
He ignited my feelings! 

and frowning with burning lips miss her closed eyes 
leftover the left shoulder 

as tears that his wishbone wanted to smile and cry 
his arm curling his body in tears. 



A blue-skinned sky, smooth of stars 

Gigantic sun flowing in meadows with flowers 

The sturdy young, the blond-haired man in the spike, caught him ... 

Ah for me, Cati, you died! 

The Ghost flies on crystalline, crystalline airwaves 
Like Eol that flies through the waves it waves 
When in the morning with her cold wing 
They break and break into many icy and cold evenings 

When morning comes, it benefits, but at night on the edge of the world 

Flying Shadow-swallowed knee 

Through the stars of the sea, through the sky of foam 

Fly, oh, shadow, cruel genius! 

Mihai stomps his stallion in foam 
and fly by night, a cruel genius 

it flies by the day, through the nemesis at the edges of the world 
like Eol that flies through the waves and waves! 

Te iubesc, Mihai, Dulcele meu. 
te doresc, Mihai, Dragoiste Dulce. 

Animus 

Teiubesc Mihai.. 

Two blue eyes looked at her from one 
Cloud fire 

With that look full of a silent eagle, 

Introverted of youth 

His whole shape was transmitting a non-verbal language 
No words, but the more so .... 

Although there were a few words 
Written on a folder in the back 

Initiative, Suffering, Courage, Courage ... 

and a small bottle of borsec mineral water on the table 

of which only a sec 

and from which you deduced that the young character 
he likes dry wine. 

Clothes Clothes Clothes, Standing Away Below ... 
and a smile, barely sketched, full of lips, 
a serene and unforgiving smile 

leaving the splendor of the lips, their tragic arc, visible 
in total overwhelming dedication 

like the look ... little crucifix 

ready to take his flight, somewhere over your head 

a strange Coriolis effect, the look deviated slightly to the right - 

by the sun's rays, 

it would not be the boldest, heavier and most illogical conclusion ... 
correlating with image numbness 



made to squeeze sublime shreds 
from every detail... 

Smash the blue circles 

On an adjoining notebook, like those in the lesson projects 
Clothes dressed full but leaving spaces in his sleeves 
By spring arms 
and unformed 

legs are hidden under the table 

like everything that would physically mean manhood 

but the face speaks for itself 

for this man 

who does not need physical details 

but of impenetrable souls, and of carriages of the face 

gentle, smooth, straight, deep 

such as the breasts in the tender cheek. 

O, Adonis! ... 

I fell in love instantly 
to death in Venice 

ignoring the proud, orgolious of this young man 
or maybe that's why ... 

shirt on his neck 

brown hair with blond hair falling down on one side of her face 
an imberbant neck 
a manly and full smile 

a characterization made by appearance, expression, gesture 
non-verbal language 
a flying force, as a dynamic image 
statically surprised 


Regressive regressions of memory, pulling into the collective unconscious 
and about everything I wrote 
and I read 

a memory of the foundations of being 

and the surprising force of the Animus 

who was looking at you smiling, with eyes in an ideal size 

the bridegroom with the girdle of love 

in total and overwhelming dedication. 

Ye iubesc, Victor, Dulcele meu. 

Te iubesc, dulceata mea, puiul meu. Victor, Puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea, Te doresc si Te iubesc. 


Animus 




Doi ochi albastri o priveau tintuiti dintr-un 
Nor de foe 

Cu-acea privire plina de un elan tacut, 

Introvertit a tineretii 

Intregul lui chip transmitea un limbaj non-verbal 
Fara cuvinte, dar cu atat mai pregnant.... 

Desi erau si cateva cuvinte 
Scrise pe-un pliant, in spate 

Initiativa, sugativa, curaj, sevraj... 

si-o sticla mica de apa minerala borsec pe masa 

din care se vedea doar sec 

si din care deduceai ca tanarului personaj 

ii place vinul sec. 

Haina de costum in clos, oprindu-se putin mai jos pe piept... 
si-un suras, abia schitat, cu buze pline, 
un suras senin si nefortat 

lasand sa se vada splendoarea buzelor, arcuirea lor tragica 
intr-o daruire totala, covarsitoare 
precum privirea... putin crucis 





gata sa-si ia zborul, undeva deasupra capului tau 


un efect coriolis straniu, al privirii deviate putin la dreapta - 
de razele solare 

de n-ar fi cea mai indrazneata, mai grea si mai ilogica concluzie... 
corelandu-se cu numinozitatea imaginii 

facuta sa stoarca farame de sublim 
din fiecare aamanunt... 

Izbindu-te cercurile albastre 

Pe-un caiet alaturat, precum cele din proiectele de lectii 
Haina imbracata plin, dar lasand spatii in maneci 
De brate primavaratice 

si neformate 

picioarele ascunse sub masa 

precum tot ce-ar insemna in mod fizic barbatie 

dar chipul vorbind de la sine 

pentru aceasta barbatie 

care n-are nevoie de amanunte fizice 

ci de imponderabile sufletesti, si de trasuri ale fetei 

blande, netezi, drepte, adanci 

precum bridele in camea obrazului fraged. 

O, Adonis!... 

m-am indragostit fulgerator 
de moarte la Venetia 

ignorand tineretea trufasa, orgolioasa a acestui youngman 
sau poate tocmai de aceea... 

camasa descheiata la gat 

par castaniu cu suvite blonde cazandu-i de o parte si de alta a fetei 

un gat imberb 

un suras barbatesc si deplin 

o caracterizare facuta prin infatisare, expresie, gestica 
limbaj non-verbal 

o potenta tintuita in zbor, ca o imagine dinamica 
surprinsa static 


Valuri regresive de memorie, tragandu-se in inconstientul colectiv 
si cam in tot ce am scris 
si am citit 

o amintire de temeliile fiintei 

si de forta surprinzatoare a Animusului 

care te privea zambind 

cu ochii intr-o dimensiune ideala 



de mire incins cu braul dragostei 
intr-o daruire totala si covarsitoare. 



Vctor, dulceata mea, sufletul meu, Anima si Animusul meu, Te iubesc si Te doresc, dulcele meu puisor. 

Doi ochi albastri o priveau tintuiti dintr-un 
Nor de foe 

Cu-acea privire plina de un elan tacut, 

Introvertit a tineretii 

Intregul lui chip transmitea un limbaj non-verbal 
Fara cuvinte, dar cu atat mai pregnant.... 

Desi erau si cateva cuvinte 
Scrise pe-un pliant, in spate 

Initiativa, sugativa, curaj, sevraj... 

si-o sticla mica de apa minerala borsec pe masa 

din care se vedea doar sec 

si din care deduceai ca tanarului personaj 

ii place vinul sec. 

Haina de costum in clos, oprindu-se putin mai jos pe piept... 




si-un suras, abia schitat, cu buze pline, 
un suras senin si nefortat 

lasand sa se vada splendoarea buzelor, arcuirea lor tragica 

intr-o daruire totala, covarsitoare 

precum privirea... putin crucis 

gata sa-si ia zborul, undeva deasupra capului tau 

un efect coriolis straniu, al privirii deviate putin la dreapta - 
de razele solare 

de n-ar fi cea mai indrazneata, mai grea si mai ilogica concluzie... 
corelandu-se cu numinozitatea imaginii 

facuta sa stoarca farame de sublim 
din fiecare aamanunt... 

Izbindu-te cercurile albastre 

Pe-un caiet alaturat, precum cele din proiectele de lectii 
Haina imbracata plin, dar lasand spatii in maneci 
De brate primavaratice 

si neformate 

picioarele ascunse sub masa 

precum tot ce-ar insemna in mod fizic barbatie 

dar chipul vorbind de la sine 

pentru aceasta barbatie 

care n-are nevoie de amanunte fizice 

ci de imponderabile sufletesti, si de trasuri ale fetei 

blande, netezi, drepte, adanci 

precum bridele in camea obrazului fraged. 

O, Adonis!... 

m-am indragostit fulgerator 
de moarte la Venetia 

ignorand tineretea trufasa, orgolioasa a acestui youngman 
sau poate tocmai de aceea... 

camasa descheiata la gat 

par castaniu cu suvite blonde cazandu-i de o parte si de alta a fetei 

un gat imberb 

un suras barbatesc si deplin 

o caracterizare facuta prin infatisare, expresie, gestica 
limbaj non-verbal 

o potenta tintuita in zbor, ca o imagine dinamica 
surprinsa static 


Valuri regresive de memorie, tragandu-se in inconstientul colectiv 
si cam in tot ce am scris 



si am citit 

o amintire de temeliile fiintei 


si de forta surprinzatoare a Animusului 
care te privea zambind 
cu ochii intr-o dimensiune ideala 
de mire incins cu braul dragostei 

intr-o daruire totala si covarsitoare. 

Animus 

Ye iubsc, Andrei, Puiul meu. 


A saint and a whore ... 

One night, unexpected momentum 

I write our Father's prayer in my notebook with the squares 
In the dark, in bed, I wrap 50 lei in it 
and I give it to Lady Verginica 

who was snoring and moaning terribly in his sleep, frightened 
herself and waking up ... 

Mrs. Verginica takes them from me, uttering a few words with no fear. 
Bogdaproste or something like that. 

I tell him: the Lord Jesus gave it to you. Take it and get it right... 

Not to get anyone. 


Mrs. Vrginica again removes everything from her iron cabinet 
As in the past... (I remembered her figure well...) 

Then he wraps them in his clothes 

and puts them back in place 
Putting it right. 


I go to sleep happy, thinking in my mind: 
If I told him I was Jesus 
It means I am Jesus, no doubt... 


The next morning I repeat the same things to him happily 
and she nods happily 

grumbling about the same words: Hi, bogdan 
May God receive them ... 


One day ago, I think that in the morning, I was ready to do them well 

The ladies in the salon, my money 

What I got, I give 300 lei to Mrs. Cristina 

Which is fine, in her little blue little girl's purse 

Spent on his neck ... 

Then watching the arrival of the lady who was probably the sister 
whispering and ambiguous, confusing behavior 
of Christina, to whom I had given women nothing 



and I had taught her to have more personality 
not to be trampled on 

I ask them to kiss me back ... 

I had clarified. I go and call Mrs. Carmen from the 8th salon 
in my living room, which has 250 lei. 

50 lei were already given. 


Carmen is absolutely happy. Thank you Lia, bogdan 
Thank you Lia... 


One night I feel a desire, sprung naively, unexpected 
In your mind. I'm not freaking out. Make love 
With my own soul, which is expected ... 

Or it can't be done ... 

It was the seventh night since I was admitted. 


Everyone was making love with their own soul. 

and the busty lady, with big tits, from salon no. 4 

and Verginica, who woke up directly from sleep, gasping, suddenly 

on the wings of happiness 

and Cristina who made her ethereal, barely touching herself 
... but touching nonetheless ... 

In the intimate lingerie embroidered with lace .... 


My soul had wanted me passionately ... 

That's what I couldn't offer in the hospital... 

I relax with my eyes on the ceiling, suddenly calming 
and deciding not to repeat the experience. 

I was really determined to admit, if anyone asked me 
But nobody asked me ... 

and the next day, Mrs. Maria asked me, with my eyes focused 
at my sheet circled in the middle: 

Lia to change your sheets? 

That I change it for you ... 

... te iubesc si te dores, Victor, dulceata mea. 


Two blue eyes looked at her from one 
Cloud fire 

With that look full of a silent eagle, 

Introverted of youth 

His whole shape was transmitting a non-verbal language 
No words, but the more so .... 

Although there were a few words 
Written on a folder in the back 


Initiative, Suffering, Courage, Courage ... 

and a small bottle of borsec mineral water on the table 



of which only a sec 

and from which you deduced that the young character 
he likes dry wine. 

Clothes Clothes Clothes, Standing Away Below ... 
and a smile, barely sketched, full of lips, 
a serene and unforgiving smile 

leaving the splendor of the lips, their tragic arc, visible 
in total overwhelming dedication 
like the look ... little crucifix 

ready to take his flight, somewhere over your head 
a strange Coriolis effect, the look deviated slightly to the right - 
by the sun's rays, 

it would not be the boldest, heavier and most illogical conclusion . 
correlating with image numbness 
made to squeeze sublime shreds 
from every detail... 

Smash the blue circles 

On an adjoining notebook, like those in the lesson projects 
Clothes dressed full but leaving spaces in his sleeves 
By spring arms 
and unformed 

legs are hidden under the table 

like everything that would physically mean manhood 

but the face speaks for itself 

for this man 

who does not need physical details 

but of impenetrable souls, and of carriages of the face 

gentle, smooth, straight, deep 

such as the breasts in the tender cheek. 

O, Adonis! ... 

I fell in love instantly 
to death in Venice 

ignoring the proud, orgolious of this young man 
or maybe that's why ... 

shirt on his neck 

brown hair with blond hair falling down on one side of her face 
an imberbant neck 
a manly and full smile 

a characterization made by appearance, expression, gesture 
non-verbal language 
a flying force, as a dynamic image 
statically surprised 


Regressive regressions of memory, pulling into the collective 
and about everything I wrote 
and I read 



a memory of the foundations of being 

and the surprising force of the Animus 

who was looking at you smiling, with eyes in an ideal size 

the bridegroom with the girdle of love 

in total and overwhelming dedication. 

Animus 

Te iubesc, Andrei, Dulcisorul meu. 


Doi ochi albastri o priveau tintuiti dintr-un 
Nor de foe 

Cu-acea privire plina de un elan tacut, 

Introvertit a tineretii 

Intregul lui chip transmitea un limbaj non-verbal 
Fara cuvinte, dar cu atat mai pregnant.... 

Desi erau si cateva cuvinte 
Scrise pe-un pliant, in spate 


Initiativa, sugativa, curaj, sevraj... 

si-o sticla mica de apa minerala borsec pe masa 

din care se vedea doar sec 

si din care deduceai ca tanarului personaj 

ii place vinul sec. 

Haina de costum in clos, oprindu-se putin mai jos pe piept... 
si-un suras, abia schitat, cu buze pline, 
un suras senin si nefortat 

lasand sa se vada splendoarea buzelor, arcuirea lor tragica 

intr-o daruire totala, covarsitoare 

precum privirea... putin crucis 

gata sa-si ia zborul, undeva deasupra capului tau 

un efect coriolis straniu, al privirii deviate putin la dreapta - 
de razele solare 

de n-ar fi cea mai indrazneata, mai grea si mai ilogica concluzie. 
corelandu-se cu numinozitatea imaginii 

facuta sa stoarca fara me de sublim 
din fiecare aamanunt... 

Izbindu-te cercurile albastre 

Pe-un caiet alaturat, precum cele din proiectele de lectii 
Haina imbracata plin, dar lasand spatii in maneci 
De brate primavaratice 

si neformate 

picioarele ascunse sub masa 

precum tot ce-ar insemna in mod fizic barbatie 

dar chipul vorbind de la sine 

pentru aceasta barbatie 

care n-are nevoie de amanunte fizice 



ci de imponderabile sufletesti, si de trasuri ale fetei 
blande, netezi, drepte, adanci 

precum bridele in camea obrazului fraged. 

O, Adonis!... 

m-am indragostit fulgerator 
de moarte la Venetia 

ignorand tineretea trufasa, orgolioasa a acestui youngman 
sau poate tocmai de aceea... 

camasa descheiata la gat 

par castaniu cu suvite blonde cazandu-i de o parte si de alta a fetei 

un gat imberb 

un suras barbatesc si deplin 

o caracterizare facuta prin infatisare, expresie, gestica 
limbaj non-verbal 

o potenta tintuita in zbor, ca o imagine dinamica 
surprinsa static 


Valuri regresive de memorie, tragandu-se in inconstientul colectiv 
si cam in tot ce am scris 
si am citit 

o amintire de temeliile fiintei 

si de forta surprinzatoare a Animusului 
care te privea zambind 
cu ochii intr-o dimensiune ideala 
de mire incins cu braul dragostei 

intr-o daruire totala si covarsitoare. 


Asta e catalepsie mai gandii eu... 

In timp ce sufletul se cufunda in bezna atotcuprinzatoare. 


In sfarsit, ma due la pavilionul resuscitari 
Unde sunt indemnata sa beau apa multa apa 
Mi se arata un lighean unde s-o vomit. 


Nu beau apa, spun eu calma, linistit asezat. 
Eu vreau sa mor... 


Atunci mi se baga cu forta un furtun pe gura, in stomac 
De unde cred ca-mi aspira ce am inghitit. 

Mama, utlu eu, cu furtunul in gat, citremurandu-ma de durere.... 
Mamaaaaa!!.. 

Mi se scoate furtunul. Sa vina Ciprian, cer eu. 

In usa apar, cu fete ingrozite, descumpanite, mama si Bujor 

De unde ma incurajeaza. 

Apoi o doamna rece, indiferenta 
Ma indeamna sa beau apa. 



Adineaori.... 


Nu beu apa... spun eu, cu gatlejul uscat. 

Atunci o sa-ti bagam iarasi firtunul pe gat... spune indiferenta 
Rece doamna. 

Beau apa, multa apa in hapuri uriase 
Care nu se mai termina... 

Apoi ma aplec peste lighean. Vomit, apa, multa apa 
Parca sunt un lac care e drenat.... 


Pneuma mai gandii eu... 

Era uun spatiu negru, moale catifelat 
Unde sufletu-mi calatorea in pace... 

Ma imbratisa cu dragoste... 

Un chaos calm, protector ordonat, care imprastia efluvii reflexive 
De iubire, de gandire... 

Ordine imobila, calma, protectoare, linistitoare 
O ordine inscrisa in chaos, dragii mei 
Singura realitate adevarata 
Ultima 

Cea dintai si cea de pe urma 
Pneuma. 

Adanca, neagra, nesfarsita, blanda blajina 
Fara gust, fara miros 

Catalepsie 

Intuneric 

0 lume care-si inchidea aripile 
Ca ochii mei obositi, impacati 
Care vazusera moartea. 

Pneuma mai gandii eu... 

Era uun spatiu negru, moale catifelat 
Unde sufletu-mi calatorea in pace... 

Ma imbratisa 

Un chaoscalm, protector ordonat, care imprattia efluvii reflexive 
De iubire, de gandire... 

Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negru si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 




si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Oamenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita de fire de fan... 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Totul e o atmosfera intre negru si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 


Noian de neguri ce ma inconjoara 
Emotii stinse in cuvinte... 

Privesc in urma, inainte 

sii vitorul ca un vitraliu verde, plin de mozaic 

e stins n-fantasme albe 

ce flutura in saluri roz, plutind, prinse 

de cerul jos, verde si mic. 


Natura vie, calda, pura, imateriala 
Precum e barbatia-ti dulce 
Unica vioara 

Pe care cant in note joase, visu-mi 
Bicisnic si nauc. 


Din adancuri fetele, fetele si florile 
Cauta bicisnic zalude 
Ploaia sa le ude 

Cu buze reci, cu buze ude, crude 

suvoaie pline de orgasm 

in care si-au necat tacututul lor marasm. 

te iubesc, dulcele meu Victor, dragpsteamea. Te doresc, puiul meu. 


I love you, my sweetness, my baby. Victor, my sweet baby, my love, I love you and I love you. 




Animus 


Two blue eyes stared at her from one 
Fire cloud 

With that look full of quiet momentum. 
Introvert of youth 

His whole face transmitted non-verbal language 
Without words, but more so .... 

Although there were a few words 
Written on a leaflet, back 


Initiative, suggestive, courage, withdrawal... 
and a small bottle of mineral water bag on the table 
of which we see only sec 

and from which you deduced that the young character 
he likes dry wine. 

Costume clothing in the bell, stopping slightly below the chest... 
and a smile, just sketched, full lips, 
a serene and unforced smile 

letting in the splendor of their lips, their tragic bow 

in total, overwhelming dedication 

like the look ... a little cross 

ready to fly, somewhere above your head 


a strange coriolis effect, of the deviation slightly to the right - 
by the sun's rays 

would not be the boldest, most difficult and illogical conclusion ... 
correlating with the numerosity of the image 

made to shatter sublime fragments 
from every detail... 

Beating your blue circles 

On an accompanying notebook, like the ones in the lesson projects 
Clothes fully clothed, but leaving space on the sleeves 
Spring arms 

and unformed 

legs hidden under the table 

as well as everything that would physically mean man 
but the face speaks for itself 

for this man 

which does not need physical detail 

but of imponderable souls, and of features of the face 

gentle, smooth, straight, deep 

such as bridles in the flesh of the cheek. 

Oh, Adonis! 

I fell in love with lightning 
of death in Venice 



ignoring the young, proud youth of this young man 
or maybe that's why ... 


open shirt at the neck 

brown hair with blond blushes falling on both sides of her face 
a wet neck 

a manly and full smile 

a characterization made by appearance, expression, gesture 
non-verbal language 

a targeted power in flight, as a dynamic image 
statically surprised 


Regressive waves of memory, pulling into the collective unconscious 
and pretty much everything I wrote 
and I read 

a memory of the foundations of the being 

and by the surprising force of the Animus 
who was watching you smiling 
with the eyes in an ideal size 
of the groom heated with the girdle of love 

in total and overwhelming dedication. 

This is catalepsy, think me ... 

While the soul sinks into the all-encompassing darkness. 

Finally, I'm going to the resuscitation flag 
Where I am urged to drink plenty of water 
I am shown a basin where she was vomited. 


I do not drink water, I say calm, quietly seated. 
I want to die ... 


Then I force a hose into my mouth, into my stomach 
Where do I think my aspiration for what I swallowed. 

Mom, useful me, with the hose in my throat, 

shattering my pain. 

Tudooorrr!! .. 

My hose is removed. Victor to come, I ask. 

In the door, my mother and Bujor appear with frightened, disheveled faces 
Where do they encourage me. 

Then a cold, indifferent lady 
He urges me to drink water. 

Just.... 

I don't drink water ... I say, with a dry throat. 



Then we'll put your gut on your throat again ... he says indifferently 
Cold lady. 


I drink water, lots of water in huge holes 
Which never ends ... 

Then I lean over the basin. Vomiting, water, plenty of water 
I look like a lake that is drained. 


The tire I think of... 

It was a soft, soft, black space 
Where my soul traveled in peace ... 

He hugs me with love ... 

A calm chaos, ordered protector, that spread the reflective effluent 
Of love, of thought... 

Real estate, calm, protective, soothing 
An order in chaos, my dear 
The only true reality 
latest 

The former and the latter 
Pneuma. 

Deep, black, endless, gentle soft 
No taste, no smell 

Catalepsy 

Darkness 

A world that closed its wings 
Like my tired eyes, reconcile 
Who had seen death. 

The tire I think of... 

It was a soft, soft, black space 
Where my soul traveled in peace ... 

He hugged me 

A chaos calm, an ordered protector, who spread the reflective effluent 
Of love, of thought... 

The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every atmosphere between black and green 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


People move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 
With the forehead of soot 




With hands full of earth 
With the shirt tied with hay ... 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Everything is an atmosphere between black and green 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 


Abyss of blacks surrounding me 
Quiet emotions in words ... 

I look back, ahead 

and the future is like a green stained glass window, full of mosaic 

and extinguished the white ghosts 

which waved in pink shawls, floating, trapped 

from the sky below, green and small. 


Living, warm, pure, immaterial nature 
As is your sweet manhood 
Unique violin 

I play on low notes, dream me 
Bewildered and innocent. 


Lrom the depths girls, girls and flowers 
Look for bicycle lifter 
Rain to wet them 
Cold lips, wet lips, raw 

orgasms fluttering 

in which their quiet marasmus calmed, 
te doresc §i te iubesc, Victor, dulcele meu dorit si iubit. 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Dragosstea mea. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Tudor, dragostea mea. Te iubesc, dragul meu dulce. Te doresc si Te iubesc, Mihai, 
dulceata mea, Puisorul meu dulce.Te iubesc, Puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 





Te iubesc, dulcele meu Animus 
Animus 

Two blue eyes looked at her from one 
Cloud fire 

With that look full of a silent eagle, 

Introverted of youth 

His whole shape was transmitting a non-verbal language 
No words, but the more so .... 

Although there were a few words 

Written on te iubesc, dulcele meudrag si iubit, puiul meu. a folder in the back 

Initiative, Suffering, Courage, Courage ... 

and a small bottle of borsec mineral water on the table 

of which only a sec 

and from which you deduced that the young character 
he likes dry wine. 

Clothes Clothes Clothes, Standing Away Below ... 
and a smile, barely sketched, full of lips, 
a serene and unforgiving smile 

leaving the splendor of the lips, their tragic arc, visible 

in total overwhelming dedication 

like the look ... little crucifix 

ready to take his flight, somewhere over your head 











a strange corioli effect, the look deviated slightly to the right - 
by the sun's rays 

it would not be the boldest, heavier and most illogical conclusion . 
correlating with image numbness 

made to squeeze sublime shreds 
from every detail... 

Smash the blue circles 

On an adjoining notebook, like those in the lesson projects 
Clothes dressed full, but leaving spaces in his sleeves 
By spring arms 

and unformed 

legs hidden under the table 

like everything that would physically mean manhood 
but the face speaks for itself 

for this man 

who does not need physical details 

but of impenetrable souls, and of carriages of the face 

gentle, smooth, straight, deep 

such as the breasts in the tender cheek. 

O, Adonis! ... 

I fell in love instantly 
to death in Venice 

ignoring the proud, orgolious of this young man 
or maybe that's why ... 

shirt on his neck 

brown hair with blond hair falling down on one side of her face 
an imberbant neck 
a manly and full smile 

a characterization made by appearance, expression, gesture 
non-verbal language 
a flying force, as a dynamic image 
statically surprised 


Regressive regressions of memory, pulling into the collective 
and about everything I wrote 
and I read 

a memory of the foundations of being 

and the surprising force of the Animus 
who was looking at you smiling 
with eyes in an ideal size 
the bridegroom with the girdle of love 



in total and overwhelming dedication. 

I love you and I want you, my sweet chick. 



Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The first Book 
Painting two 

Antarctica echoes 


Sad and reverie 
You give my soul out... 

I'm sad because of the non-sadness 

sentimental 

due to lack of feeling 

I'm dramatic 

because of the lack of drama 
and poetic 

because of the prosaic ... 


I'm thinking of retiring from the sickness pension 

To be a very sick person 

Happy 

To always be sick 
To always be happy ... 


ladies and gentlemen 
I want to be a poet 

with a country house: a small mansion 
to withdraw from the tumult of life 


to be quiet, to read Jung 









I'm sad because of the lack of emotions 
people seem weird to me 
devoid of feeling 

annoying, silent, with his back turned 


people have nothing more to say to me. 


i want to go 

to ignore those who bypass me 
and ignore them 
those who ignore me 
deep and definitive. 


Antarctica echoes 


Tristeti si reverii 

Imi dati sufletul meu afara... 

Sunt trista din cauza ne-tristetii 

sentimentala 

din cauza lipsei de sentiment 
sunt dramatica 

din cauza lipsei de dramatism 
si poetica 

din cauza prozaicului... 


Ma gandesc sa ma retrag in pensie de boala 

Sa fiu un bolnav foarte 

Fericit 

Sa fiu mereu bolnav 
Sa fiu mereu fericit... 


doamnelor si domnilor 

vreau sa fiu un poet 

cu o casuta la tara: un mic conac 

sa ma retrag din tumultul vietii 


sa fiu linistita, sa citesc Jung 








sunt trista din cauza lipsei de emotii 
oamenii mi se par ciudati 
lipsiti de sentiment 
anosti, tacuti, cu spatele intors 


oamenii nu mai au sa-mi spuna nimic. 


doresc sa plec 

sa-i ocolesc pe cei care ma ocolesc 
si sa-i ignor 
pe cei care ma ignora 
profund si definitiv. 


I love you, Victor, my sweetness, my love. 

The archetypes and the collective unconscious 

I was going with great steps from sunset 
Towards the Dead Sea 
and the sea turned back into the dark 
on the transcendence it bears. 

We were passing through murky waters 
What was dawning on me 
and whimpering streams passed 
they were burning in the valley ... 


The cuckoo sings twice. 

My amoral stone god 

There was a river moaning, a mountain, a comb 
A gate was made .... 


I stood with my head in my hands on a large stone: 
Who am I, who am I 
Who tells me? 


Passengers in a postcard 
I put my foot down 





On my northern aurora 
Praying beautifully... 


The road was snaking endlessly 
On the turbulent waters it is great 
He turned back in the dark. 


I was walking with great strides towards sunset 

Towards the Dead Sea 

and the sea turned back into the dark 

on the transcendence it bears. 

We were passing through murky waters 
What was dawning on me 
And maybe the rivers were passing 
they were burning in the valley ... 

Vewneam was silent on the road, in this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a strange, beloved actor ... 

The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Everything is an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


The dream of green is here 
On this wet bench 

Among the splashes falling happy and extinguishing me 
On the clothes, on the face, on the hair 
On the purse 


Smoking a cigarette 

Like an old woman brought from behind ... 




Looking at the sprinkler molcoma curtain 
Rain falling 

With a gentle, unassuming smell 
Intensifying the green of the trees 
The grass 
Of the leaves. 

I live the dream of green. 

The crucified dream of the cross. 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the gun and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

te iubesc, dulceata mmea, Victr, puiul meu dulce. 


Ars poeticaTe iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu. 


Te iubesc. 

Scame de jaratic zbatandu-se la capetele zarii... 
Intreaga vale-i in fum... 

Neguri ridicandu-se incet, pe drum 
si ingropandu-se in palcuri compacte de brazi 
in departare, ca-ntr-o mare... 


Ceturi se ridica din pamantul, rece, reavan de toamna 
Precum sunt saluri, valuri albe fluturande 
La gatul unor doamne 

Se-astupa cu panzele-i albe marginile zarii!... 

La fel cum cu versu-ti dulce, rasare Cantarea cantarii!... 





Prin trupul plin de portocal-al lumii 

Pasesc cu atemporalu-mi mers - si le topesc pe toate-n vers 
si le arunc la margini de genuneL. 


Ca Faust facut-am aspru legamant - sa-mi dau suflarea de viata 
Intr-o poezie 

Atunci cand se aprind pe cer luminatori o mieL. 
si- pieptu-mi de alabastru ard mii alti sori!... 


Prin trupul plin de portocal-al lumii 

Pasesc cu atempralu-mi mers - si le topesc pe toate-n vers 

si le arunc la margini de genune... 


Band zac in aer umed de septembre 
Cu ceata alunecandu-le pe ochi 
Ce-acopar straveziu si rece stropi 
Ai diminetii reci si tandre 

Tacute ore zboara 

In laptele de-un ivoriu mat, translucid 
Al toamnei, noptatece si fragede, ascunse 
Cu ochii ei de-alabastru 
fumuriu 

Clipind sub genele cei planse 


si dintr-o data ma simtii strain pribeag 
in lume 

nauc si singur, si stingher 

si fericit si trist in lumea mea fantastica 

atemporala 

curgandu-mi mainile si trupul 
prin straveziile oglinzi 
lui ieri 


O clipa magica, si ideala 

si un suras ce naste din durere si din sens 






prin trupul plin de portocala- 

al lumii - cu al meu, fara-existenta mers. 


Te iubesc... 


Zarile luminoase scurg scama lor de fum 
In ceata alba voluptoasa 
Povarnita la margine de drum... 

Cararile din cranguri ofteaza 
printre randuri 

De frunze risipite de crengile 
cernite. 


Tacere de-nceput de lume si de veac 
Vazduhul isi scutura coama cea argintie 
Stelute de argint si huma cad 
Se-amesteca cu nemiscata glie. 


Treceam pe strazile de-odinioara 
Sub umbra palizilor tei 
Case batrane, vechi pogoara 
Aerul lor tacut si lanced pe alei. 


Te doresc... 


Scame de jaratic zbatandu-se la capetele zarii... 
Intreaga vale-i in fum... 

Neguri ridicandu-se incet, pe drum 
si ingropandu-se in palcurile compacte ale brazilor 
in departare, ca-ntr-o mare... 


Ceturi se ridica din pamantul, rece, reavan de toamna 
Precum sunt saluri, valuri albe fluturande 
La gatul unor doamne 

Se-astupa cu panzele-i albe marginile zarii!... 

La fel cum cu versu-ti dulce, rasare Cantarea cantarii!. 


Parul tau imi cade-n gura 
Mi se prelinge pe obraz 







Sexul tau are culoarea turcoaz - 
Are culoarea cerului ce plange 


Cu lacrimi fluide 

ciudate, pline, vide si rotunde.... 


In cerul ce ninge, plange 
mi-am incremenit nostalgic ochii.. 


Mainile tale sunt calde si tremura de placere - 
De a orgasmului durere 
Printre confetti si metale grele 
Se scurg in mine, calde stele... 

Te iubesc si te doresc, puiul meu dulce... 

Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

Ars poetic a 

I love you. 

Scabs of junk fighting at the head of the field ... 

The whole valley is in smoke ... 

Slips rising slowly, on the road 

and burying themselves in the compact clumps of trees 
in the distance, like a big ... 



Fog rises from the ground, cold, autumn fall 
Like shawls, white waves waving 
At the neck of some ladies 

The edges of the sky are covered with white canvas! 

As with your sweet verses, the Song of the Song is rising! 


Through the orange-filled body of the world 
I walk with timeless walk - and melt them all in verse 
and I throw them to the brink! 


As Faust I made a harsh covenant - to give my breath of life 
In a poem 

When a thousand lighters light up in the sky! ... 
and - my alabaster chest burns thousands more suns! 


Through the orange-filled body of the world 
I walk with great speed - and I melt them all in verse 
and I throw them to the brink of knees ... 


Banks lie in the damp air since September 
With the mist slipping into their eyes 
What I covered was old and cold sprinkled 
You have cold, tender mornings 

Silent hours fly by 

In the milk of a matte, translucent ivory 
Autumn, night and early, hidden 
With her blue eyes 
smoky 

Blinking under the weeping eyelashes 


and all of a sudden I feel like an alien 
in the world 

I suck and alone, and quencher 

and happy and sad in my fantasy world 

timeless 




my hands and body flowing 
through the ancient mirrors 
to him yesterday 


A magical moment, and ideal 

and a smile born of pain and meaning 

through the body full of orange- 

of the world - with mine, non-existence went. 


I love you... 


The bright days drain their smoke flame 
In the voluptuous white mist 
Defeated at the edge of the road ... 

The paths in the creeks sigh 
between the lines 
Leaves scattered by twigs 
mourning. 


Silence from the beginning of the world and of the age 
The log shook his silver mane 
Silver and smoke stars fall 
It mixes with the steady land. 


We used to go through the streets of yesterday 

Under the shade of lime blossoms 

Old houses, old descendants 

Their air was silent and languid in the alleys. 


I want you... 


Scabs of junk fighting at the head of the field ... 

The whole valley is in smoke ... 

Slips rising slowly, on the road 

and burying themselves in the compact clumps of trees 
in the distance, like a big ... 


Fog rises from the ground, cold, autumn fall 
Like shawls, white waves waving 







At the neck of some ladies 

The edges of the sky are covered with white canvas! 

As with your sweet verses, the Song of the Song is rising! 


Your hair falls into my mouth 
I lie on my cheek 
Your sex is turquoise - 
It has the color of the crying sky 


With fluid tears 

weird, full, empty and round. 


In the snowy sky, she cries 
I closed my eyes nostalgically. 


Your hands are warm and tremble with pleasure - 
To orgasm pain 

Among the confetti and heavy metals 
They flow into me, warm stars ... 

I love you and I wish you, my sweet baby ... 

I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 
te iubesc. 




Ask the mountains... 

Te iubesc, Victor, Dragul meu. 


Incercans sa ma recuperez din larma, tacere, solitudine 
Ma gasessc pe crestele unui munte inalt. 

Spune-mi, dar unde sunt oamenii?... ma intreba umbra 
Oamenii sunt in mine, ii raspunsei... 

Ei toti vorbesc, tac, fac dragoste, gandesc 
Cugeta mediteaza in mine... 

Inseamna ca lumea nu mai are nevoie de oameni... 

Imi spuse rautacios umbra. 

Ba da, luma are nevoie de oameni.... 

Fara ei toata lumea mea interioara n-are exista... 

As fi o terra incognita 

Cel mai trist si mai singur dintre zei... 

Lumea mea ar fi un neintreupt monolog 
Cu cuvinte monosoilabice... 


Dar eu ce repezint pentru tine?... Ma intreba brisc umbra. 

Tu esti defectul meu necesar. 

Cel din care dintr-un nesfarsit dialog 
Se nasc sensurile dialectale ale vietii mele. 


Referitoare cumva la dialect?... 

Ma intreba umbra. 

... nu, la dialectica... 

stiinta de a se naste adevaruri superioare din dialogul socratic. 


Dar cine a fost socrate?... exista si el cumva in tine?.. 


Toti oamenii care-au fost si-au sa mai fie exista in mine. 
Chiar si tu... 

Dar acum nu-ti dai seama 

Pentru ca esti prea coplesit de emotii.... 

Umbra disparu. 

Ramase peisajul. Oamenii proiectati in peisaj, printre lucruri 
sau poate in mine. 

Incercand sa ma recuperez din larma, tacere, solitudine 

Ma gasessc pe crestele unui munte inalt. 

am iesit in mijlocul 

galben-laptos al naturii 

peste tot creste ascutite de munti 




acoperite cu zapada 
argintoasa 


vai inconjurate de munti, cu flori 
ca papadii galbene 

unduindu-se sub sarutarea soarelui mitic 

paduri albastre proiectandu-se in vazduh 
la liziera cu cerul 
si cu nemarginirea 

ploi verzi 

de-un verde transparent 

intors in negrul transparent al sinelui 

pietre rosiatice maro 

lucioase 

zacand imbratisate de ape 
pe prund 

ceruri transfigurate de nori mergatori 
acoperind pamantul intr-o imbratisare 
suava 

intinse necuprinse lanuri de maci 
fosnitori 

purtand in cupe betia 
si opiul naturii 


paduri de fagi galbeni 

paduri de pini minunate, fantasmagorice 

ire ale 

mi-am proiectat in natura 
simbolismul centrului 
si al sinelui 


Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 



Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea. 

Ask the mountains ... 

Trying to recover from tears, silence, loneliness 
I was on the crests of a high mountain. 

Tell me, but where are the people? ... the shadow asked 
People are in me, you said ... 

They are all talking, talking, making love, thinking 
The thought meditates in me ... 

It means that the world no longer needs people ... 

The shadow said mischievously to me. 

Yes, the world needs people .... 

Without them all my inner world would not exist... 

I would be an unknown land 

The saddest and loneliest of the gods ... 

My world would be a continuous monologue 
With monosyllabic words ... 


But what am I representing for you? ... the shadow suddenly asked. 

You are my necessary defect. 

The one from which endless dialogue 
The dialectal meanings of my life are born. 


About the dialect? 

The shadow asked. 

... no, in dialectics ... 

the science of being born of higher truths from the Socratic dialogue. 


But who was socrates? ... is he in you somehow? .. 


All the people who have been and will still exist in me. 
Even you... 

But now you don't realize it 

Because you are too overwhelmed with emotions. 

The shadow disappeared. 




The landscape remained. People projected into the landscape, among other things 
or maybe in me. 

Trying to recover from tears, silence, loneliness 
I was on the crests of a high mountain. 

I came out in the middle 
milky-yellow in nature 
everywhere sharp ridges of mountains 
covered with snow 
silver 

valleys surrounded by mountains, with flowers 
like yellow woods 

waving under the kiss of the mythical sun 

blue forests projecting into the sky 
at the edge of the sky 
and with the boundless 

green rains 

from a transparent green 

returned to the transparent black of self 

reddish brown stones 

bright 

lying embraced by the waters 
on the pebble 

skies transfigured by traveling clouds 
covering the earth in a hug 
gentle 

He stretched out the chains of poppies 
rustling 

carrying in the cups drunkenness 
and the opium of nature 


yellow beech forests 
wonderful, spooky pine forests 
unreal 

I designed myself in nature 
the symbolism of the center 
and the self 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 



Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, Victor, my love. 

Viuctor Duulce, Tudor Dulce, Te iubesc, dulce. 

Astazi s-a nascut Mesial... 


O, ce frumos e bradul de Craciunl... 
Lumineaza sfant si bun 
In seara de Ajun. 

Caci astazi s-a nascut Mesia 
Fiul Prea-Inalt 

mi-e lumanarea calda-n maini 

si-n cer stele albastre 

ard. 


O, Iosif, tata fericit, o blanda, senina 
Maria 

privitil... in lume a venit 

Prea-Fericit 

Mesial... 


chipuri luminate de flacara-aurie 

a lumanarii 

stele pe cer, asa sfinte 

si clare 

in noaptea asta rece, sfanta 
asa albastra, -asa adanca 
cand ingerii in ceruri 
canta 


priviti-i 

se pogor la vale, in maini 




cu pocale 

cei trei Magi sfintiti de la Rasarit. 


Aur smirna si tamaie 

Untdelemnul sfant mirositor 

Balsamuri 

si aloea cea placuta 

Aduc ei Maicii sfinte, din popor. 

cu bastoane aurite 
-n brocarturi si pe cap cu mitre 
aduc darurile sfinte, slavite 
Maicii iubite 

Tatalui bland 

si Fiului sfant, ce-n noaptea de Ajun 
coboara pe Pamant. 

Stele se astern in cale 
Magilor veniti, in maini cu pocale 
Cu-untdelemn sfintit. 

Aur, smirna si aloe 

Mirul sfant mirositor, toate le aduc 

in dar 

Maicii Sfinte, din popor. 

si Fiului Sau ceresc ce in lume 
se arata - 

pe cer stele bland sclipesc 
si lumineaza alb zapada. 


The Resurrection Night 




te iubesc, puiul meu dulce. 


www.alamy.com - PM4A47 


Ne indreptam spre sala de mese. 

Bucatareasa a iesit din oficiu si ne invita la masa. 

E de ajuns de altfel un strigat: 

La masa!.... 

si toti bolnavii ies ca la comanda din saloane. 

Barbatii din fund.... si femeile, ceva mai aproape de oficiu. 
si-au luat lingurile, furculitele 
unii si paine 

si se indreata spre oficiu. 

Ci patii tarsaiti, cu ochi aposi 
Ei par de-a binelea din tomberoane scosi. 
tinandu-se cu mainile de peretii faiantati 
inainteaza care pe brand, care culcati. 

Cu fete inexpresive, flamande 

si-au pus toti mastile razande plangande 

ranjinde. 


Astazi e ciorba de carne cu cartofi. 

La felul doi orez cu-o pulpa de pui. 

Ciosvartele atarna de guri 

Au luat-o de fapt de-a binelea hai-hui.... 


Unii mananca delicat, atenti sa nu se pateze 
Altii ca bucatareasa sa nu mai ofteze 

si-au tras a doua portie sub nas - desi totul e calculat infinitezimal 
as zice dimineata minimal.... 





Acolo am mancat multe borcane de zacusa de-acasa - 
si in genere paine cat cuprinde 
le-a fost la toti frica de-acasa 
sa nu-mi ramana gurile flamande.... 


Odata am imparastiat mancarea de-acasa pe jos 
Era prea multa la cheltuiala - 
si mama imi spunea adesea cu repros - 
vezi Lia ca mama n-o face de mantuiala.... 

mama ti-aduce mancare nu spoiala. 


Totusi cand mama venea.... eu ma grabeam la masa 

Era mai buna, mai vorbita, mai gustoasa 
si bucatareasa frumoasa... 
biata mama.... 


Indesam taitei in gurile mici, atenti sa nu ne intre fumici 
si in genere nu poti sa zici 
ca nu prea erau furnici. 

eram cuminti. Da, eram cumuinti 

si bine educati 

cand nu eram in catuse 

si nu ne tineam urland de usi... 


0 insula doar de pamant iesea din marea 
Ce-o-ncojura cu talazurile-i mari 
Spinarea ei mirosea ca sarea 
Slavita la ospete de barbari 

Din stele si vant, din mare si cant 
Numai ea, iubita mea, era pamant. 


Ospatu-i strasnic... 

Vantul curge din poloboace plin 
Barbarii due ciosvartele la gura 
Apoi se-adapa din al vinului pelin... 




E strigat, chiot, vinul curge din pahare... 

Se-mprasrie inflorescent pe jos... 

Pahare se ciocnesc... barbarul Jebir se-arunca razand pe masa 
Mancarea se-amesteca cu vinul 
Alcatuind nastrusnica, calda melasa... 


Ospatu-i strasnic... 

Vantul curge din poloboace plin 
Barbarii due ciosvartele la gura 
Apoi se-adapa din al vinului pelin... 

O insula doar de pamant iesea din marea 
Ce-o-nconjura cu talazurile-i mari 
Spinarea ei mirosea ca sarea 
Slavita la ospete de barbari 

Din stele si vant, din mare si cant 
Numai ea, iubita mea, era pamant. 


Iau pistolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 


Todaty was born Messiah!.. 

Sweet-bitter candle, like yellow quinces 
At the windows sills 
You are squeezing up... 

With your warmy light 
Gentle like a star 
Stories, from your golden clew 
You are squeezing up... 

Ressurection Night, of the Holly light 

Is flowing like a pure star 

With teardrops rhymes and with old traditions.. 



On my hermit room. 


The firtree smoothly is speaking 
From the Holly wood 

With longing he speaks out, he is telling us 
About the most Beloved Son. 

Te iubesc, ulce. 

Faces lighted up by the golden flame of the 
candlestick 

Stars on the sky, so saint, so brightful 

When the angels in the sky are chanting cheerfully 

Look at them, they are coming down 

in the valley 

In their hands with goblets 

The three Saint Magus from the East. 


Golden, myrth and incense 

The holly oil beautifully odoured, conditioners and the 
pleasant aloe 

They bring to the Holly Mother of the God. 

With golden sticks 

In brocades and on the their head with myths 
They bring the Holly gifts, exalted 
To the beloved Mother and to the gentle Father 
To the Holly Son, Who in the Christmas Eve 
to Earth is coming down. 

The stars are laying down on the path 

Whereon the three Magus came, in their hands with goblets 

With the holly oil. 

Gold, myrth an incense 

The saint perfumed chrism, all of them they bring 
As a gift 

To the Holly Mother of God. 

And to Her Heavenly Son Who is showing up 
To the world - 

In the sky the stars are glittering gently 
and they are lighting up whitely 
the snow. 


We're heading to the dining room. 

The cook came out of the office and invited us to the table. 
A shout is enough: 

At the table!.... 

and all the patients come out to order from the salons. 





Men from the bottom ... and women, a little closer to the office. 

they took their spoons, their forks 

some and bread 

and headed to the office. 

But dragged steps, with watery eyes 

They look good out of the dumpers. 

holding hands with tiled walls 

forward that on the cheeks, that you lie down. 

With expressionless faces, hungry 

and they all laughed their masks out crying 

grieving. 


Today it's potato broth. 

Just like rice with chicken breast. 

The streamers hang from their mouths 
They actually took her for good. 


Some eat delicately, careful not to stain 
Others like the cook don't stop there 

they pulled the second portion under their nose - although everything is calculated infinitesimally 
I would say the morning minimum ... 


There I ate a lot of jars from home - 
and generally bread as it encompasses 
they were afraid of everyone at home 
not to keep my mouth hungry ... 


Once I spread the food from home on foot 

It was too much at the expense - 

and my mother would often tell me with reproach - 

see Lia that my mother does not save her .... 

Mom brings you food not spoiled. 


However, when my mother came ... I was in a hurry at the table 

She was better, more talkative, tastier 
and the beautiful cook ... 
dear mother.... 


We stuff the noodles into small mouths, careful not to get in ants 



and generally you can't say 
that they were not ants. 

we were good. Yes, we were kind 

and well educated 

when I wasn't in the handcuffs 

and we didn't keep screaming at the doors ... 


Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 
What surrounded her with her big shoes 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 


Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 


It's screaming, puppy, the wine flows from the glasses ... 

It spreads inflorescently on the floor ... 

Glasses clash ... Barbarian Jebir is laughing and laughing on the table 
The food is mixed with the wine 
Creating the gray, hot molasses ... 


Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 

Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 
What surrounded her with the big tassels 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 


I take the gun and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 




Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Tudor, Puiul meu. 

At the door of Fleaven.. 


At the door of Fleaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 


It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrades have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and bright word which is Longing?... 


Sad, overly sad 

The Youngman who received n his tender, gentle Soul 
The whole suffering 

He is looking in the pure, unaltered dimension of Love 
With the feeling of the bitterness of whom he knows himself 
A defeated. 


But I wonder if he is truly a defeated?... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

His eyes, gentle, sad, darkened 
Shadowed by glasses 

They carry in them the whole dimension of pain and suffering 

Of whom he received in his heart 

The poisoned arrow, impure of love 

Which brings suffering, not happiness and desire 

Not happiness and victory. 

His shape, cut in the tough stone of the cruel, world experiences 
He is looking in an absolute profound noumenal 
In the pure, ideal dimension of true love 
Of Love, redeemer, which brings in soul 



Salvation and faithfulness 
And not bitterness, humiliation. 


What can be sadder for a mother 

Than to see her Son, ready to enter the Gate 

Full of promises of the World 

Than to be stepped out, humiliated, crucified? 


From the nojan of memories, in the box with photographs 
An innocent Youngman, with his eyes in the ideal dimension of poetry 
Fie was looking... in the dimension full of bitterness of the world 
Up to its core, to its bottom. 


Up to the bottom, he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pitifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 

...te iubesc, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 


His brown eyes, innocent, dreamy 

They were looking as if from another dimension, from a noumenal absolute 

In the ideal dimension of poetry 

In the realm thrilled of promises, of love. 

His hair, framing his oval, innocent figure 

Wherein they were guessing the first male touchings 

It was brown, with straight, silky strings 

Which they were stretching, in a touch of color and poetry 


On the length of his figure, forming a silky waving 
Like the signature of color and light 
Of a painter 

Gathering itself on his neck 

Soft and silky, like the silvery, goldy veil, of the stars, of the sky. 


The lips gathered in a bitter sunrise 

With that involuntary, spasmodic stretching of whom he suffered 
They were letting to guess, only, their whole 
Beauty and their whole poetry. 


His innocent shoulders in the thin coat 

Over the shirt is woven with fir-trees, a girdle of love below on his chest - 

Waiting to be just lighted 

By the rays of the heavenly Jerusalem 


The feet slipped under the table 

In a moment of recovery, of attraction, of rejection 




Of the donation, and simultaneously of imperturbable 
Abstinence, of bitter resignation. 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 


It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrades have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and bright word which is Longing?... 


Up to the bottom, he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pitifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 


Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu,iubitul si doritul meu puisor. 

Translation into English: Natalia Galatan, without Google Dictionary and Google Translate 


Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, Dragostea mea, Dragul meu sotior. 
Atat de fraged... 


Ochii tai atat de fragezi ca floarea-albastra de cires 
Imi vorbeau cu-atata dragoste,atat de-ades... 
Cuprinsa de a ochilor podoaba 
Ma las cuprinsa ca o sfanta Roaba 


A misterelor ce le-ntalnesc de-atunci mereu-nainte 
In ochi, in buze flori si in morminte 
-ntr-a lor lumina ce coaboara grava 
Ma las cuprinsa ca a farmecului roaba. 


In voalul negru ca lintoliu de stele albastre ce imi cad pe piept 
In surasul tau, iubite, atat de bland, de drept 
Mistere calde-reci ce le-ntanesc in cale 
Si-mi cad pe ale mele simturi cu par de aur moale 

In pasu-ti ridicat, o tresarire de egreta-n zbor 

Peste care trece al sufletului meu fior,amor 

A1 meu nespus din suflet dor, ce trece-atat de jalnic, de usor 

Peste a trupului tau gingasa podoaba. 



Cuvintele-s putine si nu pot cuprinde 
Ce-a fost de-atunci, ce este inainte 
De cand genunea creatiei oarbe a zvarlit 
Umbra ta dulce de inima pe nisip. 


mi-e dor sa due mana ta calda, umeda 1-al meu piept 
mi-e dor sa vin la intalnre, sa te-astept 
mi-e dor sa-ti spun ce mult eu te iubesc, 
cat mintea-ntreaga nu pot s-o gandesc. 
s-o glindesc... 

.... e dulce pasu-ti pe sub umbrarele din viite iubesc,puiul meu,dragostea mea. 

Sub care picotesc a lene doi copii 

Ce i-am crescut la min-n piept, la mine-n san 

Deschis ca floarea rosa de visin, de rubin. 

Si in adancul marii ce ne soarbe 
Am dat uitarii celei negre, celei oarbe 
Sughitul din suflet, care geme 
Ca blanda harpa uitata peste vreme 


Iau pistolul si ma impusc 

Cad printr-un fel de materie intunecata-dark matter 
Printr-un fel de labirint intunecat 
Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
De care m-am impiedicata 

In cercarea lacrimii ude ce zboara nude zalude 

La mine pe obraz pe piept 

Intr-al tau suras,ce-i bland,ce-i drept. 

So tender... 

Eyes cut from strawberries like purple flower decires 
They spoke to me with such love, so often ... 

Contained with the ornate eyes 
Let me embrace a holy Lady 

The misteries that I have met since then 
In the eyes, in the lips of flowers in the graves 
In their light which descends gravely 
I let myself comprised of the charming servant. 

In the black veil like the blue stars linen sheets that fall on my chest 

In your sunrise, beloved, so gentle, straight 

Cold-hot mysteries that meet them on the way 

And they fall on my cruel senses with soft golden hair. 

Tucked in as a flight to the secret-flight 
the passing of the soul, love 

soul exposed in the heart of longing, sorrow-so pitiful, sweet 
over your body tender, sweet 

The words are few and cannot comprise 
What has been since then, what is before 



Since when the genius of blinded creation has thrown 
Your sweet shadow of impenetrability. 

I miss taking your warm, soft hand to my chest 
I miss meeting you, waiting for you 

I miss telling you how much I love you, how much the whole mind 
I cannot think and mirror it... 

.... it's sweet your step under the vineyard crowns 
Under which I prick in laziness two children of mine 
What I grew up in my breast, on my chest 
Disguised as the cherry blossom, ruby. 

and in the deep of the black sea which sips us 
I gave to the black, blind forgetfulness 
the cough from our souls, which is mourning, grieving- 
a gentle harp is forgotten through the dust 

I'm taking the gun and I shoot myself 

I fall through a kind of darkened matter - dark matter 

Through a dark labyrinth of fields 

Until I touch with the lips the Earth 

Which I stumbled upon 

In the search for tears, what flies flutter 

To me the lobster on my chest 

your sunrise, which is so gentle, right. 

I miss coming to meet you, to wait for you. 

Translation:Carl Gustav Jung 
Small correction: Natalia Galatan 
Te iubesc, Tudor, Puiul meu,Dulcele meu. 
te iubesc, dragul meu sotior. 


Tudor, Te iubesc, Te doresc, Dulcele meu, Puiul meu... Te iubesc, Victor, Dragostea mea, Dragul meu 
sotior.Atat de fraged... 


Ochii tai atat de fragezi ca floarea-albastra de cires 
Imi vorbeau cu-atata dragoste,atat de-ades... 
Cuprinsa de a ochilor podoaba 
Ma las cuprinsa ca o sfanta Roaba 

A misterelor ce le-ntalnesc de-atunci mereu-nainte 
In ochi, in buze flori si in morminte 
-ntr-a lor lumina ce coaboara grava 
Ma las cuprinsa ca a farmecului roaba. 


In voalul negru ca lintoliu de stele albastre ce imi cad pe piept 
In surasul tau, iubite, atat de bland, de drept 



Mistere calde-reci ce le-ntanesc in cale 

Si-mi cad pe ale mele simturi cu par de aur moale 


In pasu-ti ridicat, o tresarire de egreta-n zbor 

Peste care trece al sufletului meu fior,amor 

A1 meu nespus din suflet dor, ce trece-atat de jalnic, de usor 

Peste a trupului tau gingasa podoaba. 

Cuvintele-s putine si nu pot cuprinde 
Ce-a fost de-atunci, ce este inainte 
De cand genunea creatiei oarbe a zvarlit 
Umbra ta dulce de inima pe nisip. 


mi-e dor sa due mana ta calda, umeda 1-al meu piept 
mi-e dor sa vin la intalnre, sa te-astept 
mi-e dor sa-ti spun ce mult eu te iubesc, 
cat mintea-ntreaga nu pot s-o gandesc. 
s-o glindesc... 

.... e dulce pasu-ti pe sub umbrarele din viite iubesc,puiul meu,dragostea mea. 

Sub care picotesc a lene doi copii 

Ce i-am crescut la min-n piept, la mine-n san 

Deschis ca floarea rosa de visin, de rubin. 

Si in adancul marii ce ne soarbe 
Am dat uitarii celei negre, celei oarbe 
Sughitul din suflet, care geme 
Ca blanda harpa uitata peste vreme 


Iau pistolul si ma impusc 

Cad printr-un fel de materie intunecata-dark matter 
Printr-un fel de labirint intunecat 
Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
De care m-am impiedicata 

In cercarea lacrimii ude ce zboara nude zalude 

La mine pe obraz pe piept 

Intr-al tau suras,ce-i bland,ce-i drept. 


mi-e dor sa-ti spun ce mult eu te iubesc, 
cat mintea-ntreaga nu pot s-o gandesc. 
s-o glindesc... 

mi-e dor sa due mana ta calda, umeda 1-al meu piept 
mi-e dor sa vin la intalnre, sa te-astept.... 

So tender... 

Eyes cut from strawberries like purple flower decires 
They spoke to me with such love, so often ... 
Contained with the ornate eyes 



Let me embrace a holy Lady 

The misteries that I have met since then 
In the eyes, in the lips of flowers in the graves 
In their light which descends gravely 
I let myself comprised of the charming servant. 

In the black veil like the blue stars linen sheets that fall on my chest 

In your sunrise, beloved, so gentle, straight 

Cold-hot mysteries that meet them on the way 

And they fall on my cruel senses with soft golden hair. 

Tucked in as a flight to the secret-flight 
the passing of the soul, love 

soul exposed in the heart of longing, sorrow-so pitiful, sweet 
over your body tender, sweet 

The words are few and cannot comprise 
What has been since then, what is before 
Since when the genius of blinded creation has thrown 
Your sweet shadow of impenetrability. 

I miss taking your warm, soft hand to my chest 
I miss meeting you, waiting for you 

I miss telling you how much I love you, how much the whole mind 
I cannot think and mirror it... 

.... it's sweet your step under the vineyard crowns 
Under which I prick in laziness two children of mine 
What I grew up in my breast, on my chest 
Disguised as the cherry blossom, ruby. 

and in the deep of the black sea which sips us 
I gave to the black, blind forgetfulness 
the cough from our souls, which is mourning, grieving- 
a gentle harp is forgotten through the dust 

I'm taking the gun and I shoot myself 

I fall through a kind of darkened matter - dark matter 

Through a dark labyrinth of fields 

Until I touch with the lips the Earth 

Which I stumbled upon 

In the search for tears, what flies flutter 

To me the lobster on my chest 

your sunrise, which is so gentle, right. 

I miss coming to meet you, to wait for you. 

Translation:Google translate 
Small correction: Natalia Galatan 
Te iubesc, Tudor, Puiul meu,Dulcele meu. 
te iubesc, dragul meu sotior. 


Te doresc si Te iubesc, Tudoor, Dragul meu. 



Te doresc nespus si Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea. 
Autoportret in stare de veghe (2) 


Ma adun cu greu te iubesc dulcele meu. 

Din noianul de emotii si sentimente ce m-au coplesit 
De vreo luna si ceva incoace. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, dulceata mea, Animusul meu dulce 
Totul in exterior 
E asa lipsit de sens... 

Sper ca numai eu sa gasesc sensul 
Printr-un efert continuu, hermeneutic 
In interiorul meu. 

E foarte greu 

Cand stii ca la un capat te poate astepta moartea 
Budhha sau Iisus... 

Ca realitati metafizice ale sufletulu tau 
Ce va cunoaste poate pentru a doua oara 
In viata sa Iluminarea. 


Zambesc cu amaraciune. - O viata atat de scurta de om 
Pentru trairi atat de intense!... 

Ma intreb cu ce-am gresit si unde am gresit 
Altundva decat in faptul ca m-am nascut 
Cu o frunte bombata de poet. 


Lumea te ingradeste intr-un colt 

si te forteaza sa devii ceea ce intotdeauna ai vrut sa fii... 
o virgula tarzie intr-un op de poezie... 


Dragi cititori 

Mintea mea e atat de bolnava 

Ca un burete spongios 

Ros si umflat, plin de crapaturi 

Incat nu mi-a ramas decat ca, intr-un colt al creierului 

Sa creez, sa recreez lumea fantastica 
a realitatii 

O realitate care a eliminat barbarismul existentei 
Lipsa eului de sens 
si de sincronicitate. 


E trist cat nu intelegi nimic... 




Din ochiurile tricotajului ai scapat stingher 
si umbli, fricos, temator si neajutorat 
printre randuri 

destramandu-te pana la totala epuizare 
pana la totala epuizare a ciorapului. 


Cu timpul aceasta beatitudine a devenit o corvoada. 

0 corvoada pe care o indeplinesti 

Pentru binele societatii 

Pentru a-i asigura bunul ei mers inainte. 

Spitalele de alienati sunt mai goale 
Oamenii incomozi mai putini 
Se inmultesc opurile de poezie. 


mi-e dor de Natura 
pe care n-o mai vad decat dinauntru 
din camera mea Sambo si din intunecimea 
propriei minti. 


stiu, cuvintele au un dublu sens. 

Spre deosebire de Eminescu 

Care folosea un lexic de origine savanta 

De provenienta latina 

Eu folosesc multe cuvinte din vocabularul fundamental. 
Cuvinte neaose romanesti 
Cuvinte dacice. 


Era un joc sau o gluma in copilarie 
Cu dacii si romanii 

Eu, familia, prietenii mei din copilairie 
Eram toti daci... 


Cateodata mi-e dor de Simona, as vrea s-o imbratisez 
S-o intreb pe unde-a mai fost 
Ce-a mai facut 
Ce-i mai fac copiii. 

In genere e singura prietena la care ma mai gandesc... uneori... 


Viata e scurta 



Respiratia e suieratoare 

La un capat te asteapta Buddha sau Iisus 

La un alt capat moartea 

La alt capat greu de vazut 

Din cauza meandrelor 

Un destin normal, de om sanatos... 

La care e foarte greu sa ajungi 
Pentru ca pare sa ocoleasca 
Prin celealte drumuri... 

Ai vrea sa apuci acel drum 
Dar acum esti urata 

Suferi de discopatie lombara si de spondiloza 
cervical a 

Capul ti s-a aplecat in fata, ca la vultur... 


si cam acestea ar fi de adagat 
la auroportret in stare de veghe 
si mai multe iubesc, puiul meu.te nu. 

Victor, puiul meu, dulcele meu, te iubesc si te doresc nespus. Te doresc si Te iubesc, dulcele meu drag. 
Autoportret in stare de veghe 

Tudor, Te iubesc. 

In camera goala 
O femeie ca la vreo 46 de ani 
Rade de una singura in hohote. 

Tocmai ce-a scris un comentariu literar, plin de greseli te iubesc, dulcele meu drag, puiul meu. 

de ortografie 

Pe care 1-a dat publicarii. 


In camera e o mizerie sordida. 

Farfurii goale si cu mancare zac una peste alta 
intr-un colt al mesei 
Alaturi de florile vestejite, in staniol 
Primite de 1 si 8 Martie. 


Cani goale, de cafea 

Cani murdare, pur si simplu cani murdare 
Cutii de tuburi Tub Elegant, langa monitor, alaturi 
De punga de tutun, pe jumatate uscat 
O scrumiera patrata de sticla 
In care scrumul de tigari 
A facut o pojghita groasa 



Cu trei chistoace inauntru. 

Masa spalata de mantuiala, cu urme de tutun varsat 
si de scrum de tigari 
un pix 
un pieptene 

o candela in forma de biserica cu rozeta. 


Camera Sambo e foarte primitoare 
Pe vremuri i-a apartinut fratelui ei Bujor. 

Parchetul, stricat, umflat, uscat 

E ros acolo unde ea trage fotoliul primitor, langa masa 
Pentru a putea scrie. 


O dezordine primitoare. 

Camera e verde. 

Colturile ei, in partea superioara, 
sunt maronii, ca de igrasie 
Din cauza fumului de tigara. 

Pe peretele din spate, icoane. 

O mica icoana cu Maica cu pruncul, cumparata de curand 
In care Maica, cu coroana pe cap 
E mangaiata pe obraz 
De Fiul ei prea sfant. 

O desuetitudine si-un umor ascuns 
Zace in toate aceste lucruri imprastiate 
Claie peste gramada, spalate, pe un fotoliu 
langa fereastra. 


Cea mai plina de umor e Ea 
O femeie intre doua varste 
Ingrasata artificial pe spatii mici 
Cu formele intre voluptate si revarsare 
bahica, pantagruelica 

Cu parul strans intr-o coada, la spate 

si cu ochii in doua cercuri cafenii, de fumator 

inveterat. 


Fara indoiala ca ceea ce scrie e interesant. 
Dar ea ca fiinta umana 
E o combinatie intre ridicol, derizoriu 
si sublim. 






Ofteaza, dupa ce a ras din toata inima 
Inecandu-se intr-o tiuse tabacica. 

Inca se mai simte vinovata 

Cand rade, cand zambeste 

Cand se scutura de ras intr-o pornire ironica 

Fata de ceea ce scrie si fata de ea insasi. 


Cuvintele cu dublu inteles 
Impletirea ingenioasa de sensuri 
Posibila prin greselile de ortografie 
Ii aduc un zambet straluminat pe chip 
Convertit in hohote uriase de ras. 


E urata. 
stie ca e urata. 

Tot ce i-a ramas e scrisul 
Din care razbate din adancuri 
O fiinta misterioasa, pura 
O fiinta inteligenta si cu sex-appeal. 


Erotismul poeziilor ei e covarsitor. 
Fiinta din adancuri e foarte erotica 
si enigmatic a 

are tot ceea ce ei ii lipseste. 


Chipul ei impenetrabil 

Lipsit de emotie 

Nu lasa sa se vada 

Tot clocotul de gandiri si pasiuni 

A1 unei fiinte reale 

Alcatite din came si oase, din adanc. 


Cu timpul prapastia ce s-a sapat intre cele doua 
a devenit covarsitoare. 

Tanti roz 

Imagineaza fantastic, lumi in deriva 
Construieste si darama 
c-un zambet 

universuri interioare nesfarsite. 



Trairea concomitenta 

Spalata de convulsii si de maladii 

N-a devenit inca posibila. 

Tanti roz e un print Maxentiu al bolii 
si-al visarilor profunde. 

Inregistrandu-si cu maxima voluptate 

Fazele bolii, nuantele ei 

Ca un bolnav incurabil de aloolism 

Se lasa sa alunece, deplin sanatoasa, normala 

In cate-o poezie. 


Mintea ei e o grila de intelusri paradigmatice 
Un ogor arat ordonat. 

Ca o piramida suprapusa de intelesuri si de sensuri. 

Simtirea ii joaca feste insa 

si-o inaltta pe-o falie a durerii 

din care au devenit posbile 

toate lumile imaginate cu inteligenta 

dar pline de o simtire primitiva 

si de-o senzatie infantila. 


Gandire intuitie 
Simtire senzatie 

Sau senzatie simtire, gandire intuitie?... 


Preocuparea de tipuri psihologice 
A ajuns la paroxism in ultima luna. 

Peste tot vede numai tipare, prototipuri si arhetipuri. 


Lasandu-se sa alunece 
Pe cte-o melodie halucinanta, budista 
In misterele fiintei ei 
A cunoscut agonia si sublimul. 


Ajungand sa nu mai vada tipuri 
Ci persoane 

Fiinte individuale unice. 






Caci ce altceva e arta 
Daca nu un tipar 

si o iesire concomitenta din tipar?... 

vanat si vanator 

invingator si invins 

totul nu-i decat o centrare infinita 

pe centrul de greutate al propriei persoane. 


Din care, in ultima vreme 
s-a trezit cu dureri imense de gat 
din cauza intepenirii imobile in fotoliu 
urmand fuga intermitenta a gandurilor 
sublimul, abjectia si demonia lor 
monologul polifonic. 


Penduland intre inaltimi ametitoare, numinoase 
si stari de vid interior 

din care numai somnul furat intr-o dimineata 
pret de doua ceasuri 

a mai salvat-o din predarea totala, absoluta si covarsitoare 
starilor ei sufletesti paroxistice. 

Ca o maree veneau si-i spalau sufletul. 

Ca o baie de foe 
Din care a iesit la sfarsit 
c-un gust de cenusa 

si cu cenusa ei imprastiata celor patru vanturi. 


Demontand sublimul 
Nu ramai cu nimic 
Decat c-un Graal jalnic 

In care insesi fortele lumii, demontate pana la derizoriu 

Se fac purtatoarele unei lumi desacralizate 

Din care sensul a fugit 

Prin lipsa exercitarii actului hermeneutic 

Singurul care inzestreaza viata cu sens. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc dulele meu Victor 
Avatari din lumi trecute... 

Cand insearea adie cu gura-i inchisa de lalea 
Peste lumi sangerii, caute-n uitare 
Pierdute si regasite 

Ca fragezii striopi crescuti din aceeasi samanta 




Din aceeaso tulpina 

Cautand cu betie dramul spre lumina.... 

Te iubesc 

Ma-ntorc tacut pe drum 

...Zarea-i in scrum si oriontul se-neaca-n fum.... 
mi-ajung din urma umbra pasul 
...in zanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult... 
Pe tine doar nu te gasesc... 

Maci sangerii isi deschid priviri obosite 

Peste lumi pierute, peste lumi regasite 

Ca fragezii striopi crescuti din aceeasi samanta 

Din aceeasi tulpina 

Cautamd cu betie drumul spre lumina 


Avatari din lumi trecute 

Se-neaca-n colbul drumului, in scrum. 

1-aceleasi rascruci 

mi-ajung din urma umbra, pasul 

pe tine doar nu te gasesc...maci sangerii iti deschid priviri obosite 
peste lumi pierdute 
peste lumi regasite 

in sanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult 
de ce nu-mi viii de ce nu-mi vii 

...valsul tacut al frunzelor din vii, pe tine doar nu te gasesc.. 

De ce nu-nvii, de ce nu-nvii?... 


Cand insearea adie cu gura-i inchisa de lalea 
Peste lumi sangerii, cazute-n uitare 
si ascunse-n ochi... 

Ca fragezii stropi...doi si cu doi din aceeasi samanta. 
Ca zborul tacut peste vii al randunicii 
Ca rochie rochie si creponata a Veronicii... 


Ma-ntorc tacut pe drum 

...Zarea-i in scrum si oriontul se-neaca-n fum.... 
mi-ajung din urma umbra pasul 
...in zanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult... 
Pe tine doar nu te gasesc.... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 




Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

I love you, my dear Victor 
Old world Avatars ... 

When it came down, her mouth was closed by the tulip 
Over the worlds of blood, looking for oblivion 
Missed and found 

Like ragged bunches of the same seed 

From the same strain 

Looking for the way to the light... 

I love you 

I turn silent on the road 

... Put them in the ash and the orion smokes in the smoke .... 

I get the last shadow step 

...in the midst of the green distance as the wind whistles listening . 
I just can not find you ... 

The bloodshots open their tired eyes 
Over lost worlds, over re-established worlds 
Like ragged bunches of the same seed 
From the same strain 
I look for the road to the light 


Avatars from past worlds 

We go to the roadside in ash. 

the same cross 

I'm leaving behind the shadow, the step 

I just can not find you ... the bloodshots open up your tired eyes 

over lost worlds 

over recovered worlds 

in the breeze as the wind whistles 

why do not you know why you do not come to me 

... the silent waltz of the living leaves, you just can not find you .. 

Why do not you catch up, why do not you? 


When it came down, her mouth was closed by the tulip 
Over the worlds of blood, fallen into oblivion 
and hidden in the eye ... 

Like twinkles sprinkled ... two and two of the same seed. 
Like the silent flight of swallows 




As a dress and creton dress of Veronica ... 


I turn silent on the road 

... Put them in the ash and the orion smokes in the smoke .... 

I get the last shadow step 

...in the midst of the green distance as the wind whistles listening . 
I just can not find you ... 


I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 


Translation:Carl Gustav Jung 

Te doresc si Te iubesc dulele meu Victor 
Avatari din lumi trecute... 

Cand insearea adie cu gura-i inchisa de lalea 
Peste lumi sangerii, caute-n uitare 
Pierdute si regasite 

Ca fragezii striopi crescuti din aceeasi samanta 

Din aceeaso tulpina 

Cautand cu betie drumul spre lumina.... 

Te iubesc 

Ma-ntorc tacut pe drum 

...Zarea-i in scrum si oriontul se-neaca-n fum.... 
mi-ajung din urma umbra pasul 
...in zanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult... 
Pe tine doar nu te gasesc... 

Maci sangerii isi deschid priviri obosite 

Peste lumi pierute, peste lumi regasite 

Ca fragezii striopi crescuti din aceeasi samanta 

Din aceeasi tulpina 

Cautamd cu betie drumul spre lumina 



Avatari din lumi trecute 

Se-neaca-n colbul drumului, in scrum. 

1-aceleasi rascruci 

mi-ajung din urma umbra, pasul 

pe tine doar nu te gasesc...maci sangerii iti deschid priviri obosite 
peste lumi pierdute 
peste lumi regasite 

in sanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult 
de ce nu-mi viii de ce nu-mi vii 

...valsul tacut al frunzelor din vii, pe tine doar nu te gasesc.. 

De ce nu-nvii, de ce nu-nvii?... 


Cand insearea adie cu gura-i inchisa de lalea 
Peste lumi sangerii, cazute-n uitare 
si ascunse-n ochi... 

Ca fragezii stropi...doi si cu doi din aceeasi samanta. 
Ca zborul tacut peste vii al randunicii 
Ca rochie rochie si creponata a Veronicii... 


Ma-ntorc tacut pe drum 

...Zarea-i in scrum si oriontul se-neaca-n fum.... 

mi-ajung din urma umbra pasul 

...in zanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult... 

Pe tine doar nu te gasesc.... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

I love you, my dear Victor 
Old world Avatars ... 

When it came down, her mouth was closed by the tulip 
Over the worlds of blood, looking for oblivion 
Missed and found 

Like ragged bunches of the same seed 

From the same strain 

Looking for the way to the light... 


I love you 




I turn silent on the road 

... Put them in the ash and the orion smokes in the smoke .... 

I get the last shadow step 

...in the midst of the green distance as the wind whistles listening 
I just can not find you ... 

The bloodshots open their tired eyes 
Over lost worlds, over re-established worlds 
Like ragged bunches of the same seed 
From the same strain 
I look for the road to the light 


Avatars from past worlds 

We go to the roadside in ash. 

the same cross 

I'm leaving behind the shadow, the step 

I just can not find you ... the bloodshots open up your tired eyes 

over lost worlds 

over recovered worlds 

in the breeze as the wind whistles 

why do not you know why you do not come to me 

... the silent waltz of the living leaves, you just can not find you .. 

Why do not you catch up, why do not you? 


When it came down, her mouth was closed by the tulip 
Over the worlds of blood, fallen into oblivion 
and hidden in the eye ... 

Like twinkles sprinkled ... two and two of the same seed. 

Like the silent flight of swallows 

As a dress and creton dress of Veronica ... 


I turn silent on the road 

... Put them in the ash and the orion smokes in the smoke .... 

I get the last shadow step 

...in the midst of the green distance as the wind whistles listening 
I just can not find you ... 


I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 




The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Banc de pesti 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Dulce mic. 


Afara frunzele metalice se misca, suflate de vant 
Totul respira uun aer de nevinovatie virginala 
De caldura si raceala boreala 
De lumina alba, sepulcrala... 

Ma intorc pe dunele maturate de vant 

In inima pustiei, acolo unde mi-am ascuns inima 

Sub sirul pierdut d salcii plangatoare 

Pe care lucesc ca nestemate 

Solzii trecutelor noastre intaliri... 

Sunt albastru si singur 
Atat cat un om poate sa fie... 

Pescuiesc seara-n asfintit 
Lostrite albastre 

Cu trupul miraculos de stime ale apelor... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant eclest 
Pletele mele se misca in vatnt 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 

Sunt albastru si singur 
Atat cat un om poate sa fie... 

Pescuiesc seara-n asfintit 
Lostrite albastre 

Cu trupul miraculos de stime ale apelor... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Fish bank 


Outside the metal leaves move, wind-blown 



Everything breathes an air of innocent innocence 
Heat and boreal cold 
White, sepulchral light... 

I'm going back to the dunes swept by the wind 

In the heart of the wilderness, where I hid my heart 

Under the row lost by crying voices 

Which I glitter like gems 

The passages of our past encounters ... 

I'm blue and alone 
As much as a man can be ... 

I fish in the evening 
Blue lizards 

With the miraculous body of water ... 

The wind hangs on the portage of the sky 

Driven by a celestial wind 

My knees are moving in the wind 

Like a bunch of fish, like a cavalcade of sperm 

I'm blue and alone 
As much as a man can be ... 

I fish in the evening 
Blue lizards 

With the miraculous body of water ... 

I'm taking the gun and I'm shooting 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Banc de pesti 

Te iubesc, Carl, Puiul meu. 

Afara frunzele metalice se misca, suflate de vant 
Totul respira uun aer de nevinovatie virginala 
De caldura si raceala boreala 
De lumina alba, sepulcrala... 


Ma intorc pe dunele maturate de vant 

In inima pustiei, acolo unde mi-am ascuns inima 



Sub sirul pierdut d salcii plangatoare 
Pe care lucesc ca nestemate 
Solzii trecutelor noastre intaliri... 

Sunt albastru si singur 
Atat cat un om poate sa fie... 

Pescuiesc seara-n asfintit 
Lostrite albastre 

Cu trupul miraculos de stime ale apelor... 


Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant eclest 
Pletele mele se misca in vatnt 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 


Sunt albastru si singur 
Atat cat un om poate sa fie... 

Pescuiesc seara-n asfintit 
Lostrite albastre 

Cu trupul miraculos de stime ale apelor... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Fish bank 

Outside the metal leaves move, wind-blown 
Everything breathes an air of innocent innocence 
Heat and boreal cold 
White, sepulchral light... 


I'm going back to the dunes swept by the wind 
In the heart of the wilderness, where I hid my heart 

Under the row lost by crying voices 

Which I glitter like gems 

The passages of our past encounters ... 


I'm blue and alone 



As much as a man can be ... 

I fish in the evening 
Blue lizards 

With the miraculous body of water ... 


The wind hangs on the portage of the sky 

Driven by a celestial wind 

My knees are moving in the wind 

Like a bunch of fish, like a cavalcade of sperm 


I'm blue and alone 
As much as a man can be ... 

I fish in the evening 
Blue lizards 

With the miraculous body of water ... 

I'm taking the gun and I'm shooting 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Banc de pesti 

Te iubesc Andrew, Puisor mic si dulce si dprit. 

Afara frunzele metalice se misca, suflate de vant 
Totul respira uun aer de nevinovatie virginala 
De caldura si raceala boreala 
De lumina alba, sepulcrala... 


Ma intorc pe dunele maturate de vant 

In inima pustiei, acolo unde mi-am ascuns inima 

Sub sirul pierdut d salcii plangatoare 
Pe care lucesc ca nestemate 
Solzii trecutelor noastre intaliri... 

Sunt albastru si singur 
Atat cat un om poate sa fie... 

Pescuiesc seara-n asfintit 
Lostrite albastre 

Cu trupul miraculos de stime ale apelor... 



Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant eclest 
Pletele mele se misca in vatnt 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 


Sunt albastru si singur 
Atat cat un om poate sa fie... 

Pescuiesc seara-n asfintit 
Lostrite albastre 

Cu trupul miraculos de stime ale apelor... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Fish bank 

Outside the metal leaves move, wind-blown 
Everything breathes an air of innocent innocence 
Pleat and boreal cold 
White, sepulchral light... 


I'm going back to the dunes swept by the wind 
In the heart of the wilderness, where I hid my heart 

Under the row lost by crying voices 

Which I glitter like gems 

The passages of our past encounters ... 

I'm blue and alone 
As much as a man can be ... 

I fish in the evening 
Blue lizards 

With the miraculous body of water ... 


The wind hangs on the portage of the sky 
Driven by a celestial wind 
My knees are moving in the wind 



Like a bunch of fish, like a cavalcade of sperm 


I'm blue and alone 
As much as a man can be ... 

I fish in the evening 
Blue lizards 

With the miraculous body of water ... 

I'm taking the gun and I'm shooting 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Te iubesc, Jurt, Dulcisorulmeu. 

Banc de pesti 


Afara frunzele metalice se misca, suflate de vant 
Totul respira uun aer de nevinovatie virginala 
De caldura si raceala boreala 
De lumina alba, sepulcrala... 


Ma intorc pe dunele maturate de vant 

In inima pustiei, acolo unde mi-am ascuns inima 

Sub sirul pierdut d salcii plangatoare 
Pe care lucesc ca nestemate 
Solzii trecutelor noastre intaliri... 

Sunt albastru si singur 
Atat cat un om poate sa fie... 

Pescuiesc seara-n asfintit 
Lostrite albastre 

Cu trupul miraculos de stime ale apelor... 


Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant eclest 
Pletele mele se misca in vatnt 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 



Sunt albastru si singur 
Atat cat un om poate sa fie... 

Pescuiesc seara-n asfintit 
Lostrite albastre 

Cu trupul miraculos de stime ale apelor... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Fish bank 

Outside the metal leaves move, wind-blown 
Everything breathes an air of innocent innocence 
Pleat and boreal cold 
White, sepulchral light... 


I'm going back to the dunes swept by the wind 
In the heart of the wilderness, where I hid my heart 

Under the row lost by crying voices 

Which I glitter like gems 

The passages of our past encounters ... 

I'm blue and alone 
As much as a man can be ... 

I fish in the evening 
Blue lizards 

With the miraculous body of water ... 


The wind hangs on the portage of the sky 

Driven by a celestial wind 

My knees are moving in the wind 

Like a bunch of fish, like a cavalcade of sperm 


I'm blue and alone 
As much as a man can be ... 

I fish in the evening 
Blue lizards 

With the miraculous body of water ... 



I'm taking the gun and I'm shooting 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The first Book 
Painting three 

Te iubesc Mihai, Dragul meu. Tiuudor Dragoistea mea. 
Barbarian Jebir 
After an old poetry 

Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 
What surrounded her with her big shoes 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 


Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 


It's screaming, puppy, the wine flows from the glasses ... 

It spreads inflorescently on the floor ... 

Glasses clash ... Barbarian Jebir is laughing and laughing on the table 
The food is mixed with the wine 
Creating the gray, hot molasses ... 


Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 

Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 



What surrounded her with the big tassels 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 


Te iubesc,Dulcele meu, Puiul meu. Te doresc. 
Oyuyl meu Dulce, Victor, Te iubesc nespus. 

Barbarul Jebir 

After an old poetryTe iuesc Tudor 

O insula doar de pamant iesea din marea 
Ce-o-ncojura cu talazurile-i mari 
Spinarea ei mirosea ca sarea 
Slavita la ospete de barbari 

Din stele si vant, din mare si cant 
Numai ea, iubita mea, era pamant. 


Ospatu-i strasnic... 

Vantul curge din poloboace plin 
Barbarii due ciosvartele la gura 
Apoi se-adapa din al vinului pelin... 


E strigat, chiot, vinul curge din pahare... 

Se-mprasrie inflorescent pe jos... 

Pahare se ciocnesc... barbarul Jebir se-arunca razand pe masa 
Mancarea se-amesteca cu vinul 
Alcatuind nastrusnica, calda melasa... 


Ospatu-i strasnic... 

Vantul curge din poloboace plin 
Barbarii due ciosvartele la gura 
Apoi se-adapa din al vinului pelin... 

O insula doar de pamant iesea din marea 
Ce-o-nconjura cu talazurile-i mari 
Spinarea ei mirosea ca sarea 
Slavita la ospete de barbari 

Din stele si vant, din mare si cant 
Numai ea, iubita mea, era pamant. 


Barbarian Jebir 

After an old poetry 



Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 
What surrounded her with her big shoes 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 


Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 


It's screaming, puppy, the wine flows from the glasses ... 

It spreads inflorescently on the floor ... 

Glasses clash ... Barbarian Jebir is laughing and laughing on the table 
The food is mixed with the wine 
Creating the gray, hot molasses ... 


Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 

Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 
What surrounded her with the big tassels 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 

Te iubesc. 

Te iubesc Mihai. 

Barbarul Jebir 

After an old poetry 


O insula doar de pamant iesea din marea 
Ce-o-ncojura cu talazurile-i mari 
Spinarea ei mirosea ca sarea 
Slavita la ospete de barbari 


Din stele si vant, din mare si cant 
Numai ea, iubita mea, era pamant. 



Ospatu-i strasnic... 

Vantul curge din poloboace plin 
Barbarii due ciosvartele la gura 
Apoi se-adapa din al vinului pelin... 


E strigat, chiot, vinul curge din pahare... 

Se-mprasrie inflorescent pe jos... 

Pahare se ciocnesc... barbarul Jebir se-arunca razand pe masa 
Mancarea se-amesteca cu vinul 
Alcatuind nastrusnica, calda melasa... 


Ospatu-i strasnic... 

Vantul curge din poloboace plin 
Barbarii due ciosvartele la gura 
Apoi se-adapa din al vinului pelin... 

O insula doar de pamant iesea din marea 
Ce-o-nconjura cu talazurile-i mari 
Spinarea ei mirosea ca sarea 
Slavita la ospete de barbari 

Din stele si vant, din mare si cant 
Numai ea, iubita mea, era pamant. 

Barbarian Jebir 

After an old poetry 

Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 
What surrounded her with her big shoes 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 


Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 


It's screaming, puppy, the wine flows from the glasses ... 

It spreads inflorescently on the floor ... 

Glasses clash ... Barbarian Jebir is laughing and laughing on the table 
The food is mixed with the wine 
Creating the gray, hot molasses ... 



Celebrate them dearly... 

The wind is flowing from full poles 

The barbarians take their mouths to their mouths 

Then it adapts from the stuffed wine ... 

Only an island from the ground came out of the sea 
What surrounded her with the big tassels 
Her spine smelled like salt 
Praised at the fame of barbarians 

From stars and wind, from the sea and sing 
Only she, my lover, was earth. 

Ye iubesc, Tudior, Dulcisor iubit. 

Beautiful lily of the lime 


- "Blanca, find out that from the cradle 
The Lord is your bride. 

For you are born, child. 

Out of unworthy love. 

Hands in the sketch to the holy Ana 
You'll find the one in the stars 
The comfort of your life, 

The salvation of my face. " 

- "I will not, father, dry up 
My young, cheerful soul: 

I love game, game; 

Living the world of others leaves him. 

I will not cut my hair, 

What happens to my heels, 

To blindly blind myself to the book 
In incense-smoked smoke. " 

- "I know better what you do, 

Give the world any thought, 

Hands at dawn we will leave 
Towards the old and holy shrine. " 

She hears - she cries. - It's like 
He was about to leave the world. 
Deserted thoughts 
And a miss without a name. 

And crying the horse, 

Her white horse like snow. 

It cleanses his proud mane 
And crying puts the saddle on her. 



He steps on it and leaves 
Hair in the wind, head to chest, 

Don't look at them, 

He doesn't look far. 

On lost paths in the valley 
It goes on endlessly. 

When the greenhouse red rays 
Dusk from the skies escape. 

Shade the codri here and there 
Flashes of light... 

She passed through the leaf in a hurry 
And through the murmur of bees; 

In the middle of the ridge 
Near the tall and old lime tree, 

Where's the spell? 

It sounds sweet to the ears. 

Of murmuring delightful waters 
She woke up then, 

See a young man, what's next 
A black horse is riding. 

With big eyes she looks at her, 

Full of dreams, floating sweet, 

Lime blossoms in black hair 
And on the hip a silver horn. 

I'm slowly starting to ring. 

Charming and painful - 
His heart was growing longing 
Of the beautiful stranger. 

His hair touches his hair 
And then the red cheek 
She bends long eyelashes 
Over your eyes. 

And a smile passes her lips 
Drowned, charming. 

Which guru just opens it, 

The dry one of love. 

When completely kidnapped 

He leaned toward him from the saddle, 

He stopped singing 

And make them with jelly beans, 

It includes riding - 

She defends herself with one hand, 



But he still leaves, 

He feels his heart full. 


And he falls on his shoulder 
Her head upside down; 

As the horses graze beside them. 

She was looking at him with a shower. 

Only the sweet murmur 
From the enchanted spring 
It melts melancholy 
Their soul intoxicated. 

From then on, the codri leaves, 

The whole night stands to be seen, 

He paints black shadows 
On a snow-white field. 

And she always lengthens them, 

And as they ascend to heaven they move them, 
But they pass, they get lost in the codri 
With their lives lost. 

At the castle in the gate the horse 
He stays in the foam the next day. 

But his beautiful master 
She was lost in the world. 

The story of the cod 


I love you, Victor, my sweet baby. 


The dense forest, the sprinkling, the toys 
The leaves come down dancing 
I sat on the green muscle and listened 
the blue rain pouring 


Quake of the earthquake fir wearing white dress 

Of the gentle Shower 

In the snowy sky, what is crying 

I became nostalgic 

the eyes... 


The luminous living nature of the gentle sky 
empress 

Humus slip through your fingers 
Hands, I expect descent 



At night, day hands 

Quake of the earthquake fir wearing white dress 

Of the gentle Shower 

In the snowy sky, what is crying 

I became nostalgic 

the eyes... 


I love you my love. 

The story I would tell her 


I love you, Victor, my sweet baby. 


Whispering gentle springs, the sad flow of Time 
Blue flowers tremble wet 
In the silver voodoo 


I turn my eyes sweet, this moment 
Big 

The droplets sit on the cetina 
Path 


The soft golden blond hair reaches you 
To the ground 
Gently the springs sigh 
a carol, a pale song 


you sit in my lap like tears in heaven 
empty 

you want to listen to my story 
The cod just gives me 
of vest 

that it closes at night with a trembling seal 
during the day.... 

the pale moon unfolding with her mirror 
trembling water... 

like a reaper, he casts himself into the darkness and sips 
to you in your arms baby 
I tend my arm blind 
they include you ... 



in the starry stream for a moment 
drop them beating on the citizen 
path 

of their wide wings ... 


And we will fall asleep near the holy Tea 
She brushes her leaves 
Trembling to 
earth. 

We'll fall asleep next to the lake that shakes a boat 
Comforted by the pale radius of the moon 
And by the wind beat, we will dream 
a White Arc 

You and me embrace the world 
Fast waves, pilgrims 
frightened 


Moonset... dead leaves of autumn 
Dear beloved, traveling 
through genoa 

What a bookmark over your eyes 
Dear! .... 


I love you and I love you, Victor, my dear baby. 
Clear water flows from the forests 


From the clear water the streams flow and roar 
give way 

Abyssal stars flow from the black husk 
He looks from nowhere 
His dear girl falls ... 

On the moving paths the black ship leads 
Light that dampens, light 
what a glow 

The freezing breath of heavy death falls to you 
He looks nowhere else ... 

His dear girl falls ... 

From the ray of the eternal yesterday lives today who dies 
One day passed, three passed. 

On the moving paths the black ship leads 


Light that dampens, light 




What a glow .... 


Oh, mother, sweet mother 

Out of the dark weather, with your sweet voice 

You call me ... 

And the waters will hurt you, sleep you 
I will always sleep 

Towards the window I go to the comer 
The cobbler is waiting for: 

I didn't even know how sweet a woman I am 
Deadly 

You went away like a shadow, like a god 
On heaven, on earth 

You shivered like a leaf blown by the wind. 


If you had gone with Alta 
By another I think my eyes are dead 
I can still direct you to me 
Gita 


my dear and beloved baby, Victor, my love 

my beloved and dear husband, I wish you and I love you, my sweet baby. 


Song I 

Story, fairy tale and truth, 
sadness, reveries 

the world is no longer beautiful after you've written a book 
it's just different. 

The smile, the abyss is different 
Death, death 
The word, the covenant 
Silence, saying. 


fantastic arabesques unfold from the leaden sky 
whisper, only 
an ivory end 
and the other gray. 

The saying was silent speaking 
Building and immortality 
Sea and melope 




Moon, sister and Earth - 
Gea. 


blink high 

and then you jumped on me 
on the lips 
smile, transcribed 
n-long parchments in the abyss. 


voices 

voices 

Stones 

rocks 

They were transgressing the high 
and they hurt my sight 

with melopeea, geea blindness 
of the star called earth 
wrapped in the wind 

shining her ornaments 
before me my maids passed 
too high 

waving their spikes, they threw the seeds 
giant wheat. 


The second song 

Pigeon dreamed of gold in the giant sun 
with his sharp silk, which glitters over 
bitter stones 

in the mountain top, small valleys splitting 

what does corn corn crave 

round 

and it mirrors it in high light. 

black thalassus flew to shore, carrying wings 

of shells and algae 

carrying offshore masts 

with seagulls swarming in the wind. 

bulb circles were made, from which springs 
the note 

until it falls in the white beads everything 
and the proud young sun rose. 





with sun hair and lights 

with soft, warm and clear eyes 

the young prince with a face walks over the sea 

of Sun. 

wide mast near the mast 

and the long sea and the wide sea 

armies flutter on the water, on the clean, matte 

to look for the brave Adonir. 


clear blue-black 
and dark 

on a sky where it is fixed 
slow zenith 

we were looking for nights in October 
of fans 

the one the Wise man told me would be 
the weird. 

- in the garden of the sky clean in wild boar 

drained the grief 

and rooting in the sandflies 

among corn chips and wheat ears 

we were passing through the ponds 

to a river. 

thousands of miles passed in a blink of an eye 

up to where, in her heavenly ways 

where 

the white moon, with its celestial rays 
trembling on the windows 
it could be watched. 

I heard it in my sleep, from the distant sea 

master and sir 

that he is not a mere mortal 

but the proud sister is in heaven. 

he fluttered his wings 

bringing in news, and shaking the news 

they surrounded the gentleman: 


- Oh, Adonir 
stepped forward 
the oldest by port and chip 
we conquered the whole earth 
for you 

for you are our king 
and at sea we crown you as an admiral, 
master over the black log, 
swell wave 





that you barely kick - touching. 


Oh, tell us your legend Master, how you were born 

from white foam 

from deep within you came 

and what you bring with you into the world. 

- Oh, Vrednice Kebir, that you are 
do not sit listening to sad stories .... 
for I am not king over the world 
more than that I can't say ... 

I am the Lord your God, 

I am a sad god over the people 

There is the sun in the sky from above - but I do not set 
his sunset. 

as old as the ages 

I'm taking my sad watches 

for I am of an eternity, old as the time 

what will it be. 

I was born now from the waters 
in the world of ordinary mortals 
and this is the second song he murmurs 
whispering sad wind 

for I was born to die, and I shall die 
to give birth to me 

do not seek these laws to understand them 
the land of emperors is full 
and kings ... 

but I am your Savior 
Jesus Christ is my name 

for the rebellious crowds Adonir, arriving with him 

spring 

hot zefir. 

Ever since I waited in heaven, it passed 
an eternity 

and my eyes were never given to me to see the white night 
hot naiad, which lights up in the sky, 

- between the stars star. 

I hear she is a royal girl 

what brings his age to a high mountain 

with the herds of deer and deer 

among wild boars lurking in bitter stones 

and that she's proud, loud ... 

only she knows me, 

O Kebir, forget about Flint 




and the one with the arrows full of arrows 
you all, you come with me 
are you comfortable? 


- Master, Lord on earth, I believe 
without tagging it 

Your word 

but I have to see my host 

of will leave the seas wide and rich and will follow you 
wilderness can 

but I have to come to terms ... 

I see that You are the Sun on earth 

and I think you will die to be born 

but sad they are dear emperors, that we, poor people, 

we will die. 

show us the Way, be the exhortation, to these hosts 

giddy 

and urgent 

to leave the seas terrible 
and follow you on the ground? 

- Come on! ... it was like a thundering voice 
the hostels gathered together 

in which the sight of the braver is heated 
We come, we come, or Adonir! 


And while sweet it is the insertion 

and in the eyes of the brave man the sea is mirrored 

they all set off as one to the shore 

handle a unique and profound urge. 

Adonir's footsteps trod the sea 

and at the peak of the mountain among 

bitter stones 

an empress girl named Magdalena 
at the secret time of the night 
wait... 


The third song 

When the moon over Codri kept quiet 

in the shadow of the secret vaults 

oak and amethyst leaves, alabaster and agate, 

Virgo started to hunt. 

a sky of stars below 
above them I ask for stars 

it seemed like a constant lightning wandering through them. 






when sprouting a surrounding 
and I border it on the note 

it seemed like a thought of longing, to min everything, 
All.. 

see that on the first day 

how the light came out 

and among the dark stars at the edge 

of waste water... 

she silently stepped softly 

over garnet springs, over agate hardwoods 

and the stars in her hair she picked up ... 


in his hands the silver cane, so beautiful 
how can i not 

with the human mind it was counted 
with transparent veils 
in alint... 

she looked like she was ... 

The silver and sweet moon of the fir tree 
empress 

more proud than any star ... 

- Marie ... whisper the gentle wind ... 
now when the oak vault is open 

as in an old niche fortress 
step into the beautiful dream ... 

among the forests of sparkling stars, more proud 
than any god 

step into the round golden circle 
what rotates through the hole .... 

he went on his way ... Mary sad 

with blue eyes like the poet's dream, they started on the branches 
slowly green 

not the golden city that opened it. 

on the way she picked up a ring 
with shiny topaz stone, which shone off 
at the feet 

And on which the word Adonir was written. 

- Oh, Adonir? ... she whispered dreamily 
of you in my sleep I gently heard when 

I spoke with the Wise 

and he told me that you are really the proud Sun ... 


near the golden fortress was in the middle of the forest 
silver 




a golden circle ... she stepped 
and suddenly he saw himself turning 

louder and louder.... 

on the top of the Moon she was sitting, from the depths of the galaxy 
from the middle of the Milky Way 

a warm, calm voice, you hear. 

- Oh, Marie, of the gentle, earthy earth 
lord over the galaxy 

-1 brought you to my golden garden, to be his bride 
To the sun from above 
of the gentle Adonir 
on his gentle name Jesus. 


the eternal bride you are and he is your bride 

over human destinies 

He will bring righteous salvation 

Destroy them bloody and bloody on this earth 
it will be fulfilled 
for he heard me 

and he knows that He is My Son. 

then .... in the year 7000, the sky will break in the mud 

and fire pits 

for his luck will come 

all over the world 
to reign. 

here, the Golden Fortress, will be his kingdom 
and you will be his eternal bride 

by Himself long chosen 
and the world of death 
he won't hear. 


Now go back to your palace, but don't forget 
of your ring 

And Jesus has one just as it is written 
your name ... Maria. 

out of the shadow of the vaulted vaults, she steps in step 
near the window, where in the corner 
The daylight is waiting for her. 


The sun in his face is beautiful 
fluttering in the sky 

and then Mary know that he is, that it won't be long 
and he will meet you. 






the golden circle rotates ... 
more and more slowly 

and the voice over the moss smoothly perish .... 


The fourth song 
In the majestic sunrise 

when the flowers of bitterness flowed smoothly, floating, 
on foot 

The black, wooden ships 

they were slowly approaching the shore. 

Adonir, leading the young god on the water 
his forehead was muddy and foamy 
like a lion 

step on the waters and the place where the foamy where 

they were touching, they were rotating 

and then slowly in white veils 

on the sides they were detached, 

perished. 

Kebir vajnic warrior in chain armor 

he looked at the waters as if they were safe 

gentle 

and seagulls rotating in the sky 
then down the line 

they would touch the water with the pleat, and then they would fly again 
to heaven. 

They were approaching the shore. The cruel hostages 
young sailors were watching with love on their own 
ruler 

Adonir, the beautiful sister. 

They were approaching the shore 

from the wide oceans, over the salty seas 

diaphanous 

between coral reefs and beyond 
islands grow 
like oases of greenery, 
beauty 

They were now heading for the shore. 

They watched the restless squirming in the sky 
the islands of Greece, the wonderful one 
From the Aegean 

from which they were watching 

Santorini, Rhodos, Samos, Mykonos, Kios, Kos, 

Naxos, Icaria 



Timber, Karpathos, Patmos, 

Milos, Paros, Syros 

and many more like this ... 


The mighty army arrived on shore soon. 

the ships threw their anchors 

and a few worthy soldiers in rowing boats 

they threw the nets to catch 

over. 


Jesus set foot on the shore. 

then he said softly: - Singing children 

of water and earth 

from now on I am Jesus, the Savior 

what he sent 

from above 

Only those who believe in Me follow Me. 
I wanted to save you from your death 
wandering destiny. 

But we will soon arrive in Jerusalem 
Holy fortress. 

Only Mary will we get from here 
and then we'll start again 
but let's rest now. 

Three days the hostages rested, 
guarded sailors near the ships 
anchored near the shore 
then they started on the road. 


- Jesus, we are hungry ... 
said the most courageous Kebir 
on the seventh day. 

We are 500 ourselves. 

How can you starve our hunger 
O, our Lord sent from above? ... 


they had stopped in a small, fruitless stream 
with dry land and without water, 
we only have 20 fish in our vessels 
travel. 

and only 50 glues, and the water is over ... 

- Andrei - this is your name right now 
don't be worried I tell you 
but I want you to know that your whole life 
you will change. 

Jesus stood up 

He walked through the crowd 
Young, older in long jersey shirts 







down to the ground. 
Demoralized, hungry and thirsty, 
they were waiting ... 


He made a sign to Jesus. 

A prayer 

And then he blesses the water, the sticks and the remaining fish. 
When, wonder! 

The fish were trapped in the vessels 
and flutter 

the water flowed into clay amphoras, sweet and good 
and the glues softened upon seeing 
with eyes, at three thousand. 

Eat the crowd until they are full, 
then only about 200 were left, 
the others left 

for Elada was shown to be a rich and glorious country. 


They were tired, they all fell asleep at the tents. 
The light of the trembling stars, caught them 
on the worthy wolves 
on tents. 

Jesus fell asleep immediately 

and in his dream he was meeting Mary 

Magdalena 

that of his fate. 


The fifth song 

The Sun-God started on the road with no one 
at dawn 

It was swift as thought 
like light 

when it bursts over the fairy worlds. 

- In Chaos Lord I returned 
and I would go back to Chaos 
I'm thirsty Lord, of the star lights 
by the resting neighbor. 

in the place where it melted 

from translucent blacks, and in the circle of lights turned 

a proud young man grows up. 

with blue-dark eyes 

and soft golden hair 

what's on her chest 

on bare shoulders. 


- O, Adonir, to My Jesus 






a voice in thunder increases 

You are the Sun above, which sparks white 

increase. 

I miss you, my Son, on the sleepless nights, when 

we were talking about the Earth 

and about soft water 

when this shoulder stiffened 

you were supporting him. 

It was a constant longing 
what takes you in life 

in the world of ordinary mortals ... and you asked for me 
advice. 

It was a constant longing 
what kept me from you 

but I knew, without wishing, that Thy way is in 
Humanity. 

here you will find Ursita 
what the stars did not keep you 

and that you will give it to her 
Your life as a gift. 


A work of my hands, breathtaking clay statues 
warm life 

to whom I gave Eden 

be born Cover the whole earth like a leaf 

and like grass. 

O Jesus, be their Savior 

for their sins had reached to heaven. 

They are sad, bitter and obese 

that they no longer have Eternal Life 

that Death comes and freezes them, with her cold breath 

and sharp. 


- Lord, You are my God 

In the Book of Acts you put them all and spoke through 
old prophets. 

Now is the time for the Messiah to appear in the world 
to wash the world of sin 
with Death pre Death dying. 

O Lord, I will not know that hour 
When breathing life 
it will fly out of my body 

and I will descend three days into the world of Eternal Shadows. 


But let Your will be done. 





my heavenly and beloved Father, be it the prepared glass 
of death and pain 
to drink it as you wish. 

- Jesus, don't be afraid 

it was like a thundering voice, which then became a whisper 
relief 

Third day of the dead 
You will rise! 


You lose Jesus from heaven 
instead of the evening Luceafar 

and in the golden magic circle, near the illuminated fortress 
Slowly his face began to close 
sweet wonder. 


The sixth song 

At that time Maria was sitting in the golden garden 
and she deepened her thought, 
passing beside trees with heavy fruits 
surrounded by her young maids 

gentle, gentle, thoughtful, Mary at Jesus dream. 

The whole forest floor was covered 
of unmatched heat 

of flowers and leaves of precious stones 

which I slow down, like in a dream, with the long skirt of the white dress 
gently snapping, she stepped on them. 

Her wavy hair in curly veils, framed her face 
by virgin Marie 

and her blue eyes looked like two small lights 

what the lights were throwing 

sparkling. 

Like in a dream 

she bypassed the Golden Fortress and went to the magic circle, 

Golden. 

He sat on the trunk of a fallen tree 
and he was dreaming 
the golden circle. 

When he suddenly stepped right in the middle of it. 

Once upon a time he was seen rising in space, 
among the stars 
in a fairy tale setting. 

From a star two shining eyes aimed her 
with love and longing. 

- Oh, this is Adonir. 





as the wise man once whispered to me 
I'll see him. 


Adonir clutched her beautiful Maria 
and in his eyes he lovingly 
concerned. 

- So fragrant, you look like the white flower 
of cherry 

And like an angel among people 
in the way of my life go out... 

I love you, my dear baby 
Fine. 

Tibetan monks guard the gates of the monastery 
At the entrance and at the exit. 

Order well, four each 
At the four entrances 
Opposite. 


I was floating through the black space, full of sparkling dots 
Sorul, Luna 

They can be seen among the white pieces 
By jeratic. 


I was a star. 

With dense breath, scattering in thousands of particles 
Opaque. 

My soul was speaking from deep 
and whisper to me from the ground. 


Out of the waters was Arjuna, whose skin was white 
Like silver. 

majestic floating on the water, 
in the hands with the horn 

brass 

self in arms, with pain, full of gentleness 
he calls me. 


earth. Endless stretch of water. Fish benches 

Noting sublime 

In pure aquamarine water. 


Riding on a white horse in the dawn of silver 
If you happen to be Arjuna... 


He wore silver armor, sparkling 
and the smile like the Moon. 








empress, sweet little lady, of the flowering earth 
of the broken chains 
with loads, heavy spices ... 
he wanted to take Arjuna as his bride. 


rising from the waters 

with black braids and skin like silver 

he looks like a sweet look 

which she shows to the girl 

the wind. 

while the Sister and Moon embrace they stand on the water 
soft deer cherries 

at the water's edge they come to adjust. 


one mouth, one, only one 

he wanted to steal her handsome, brave girl 

from the woods 

with sweet dreams running down his cheek. 


But the thunder of the sea is the sky itself 
it splits him 

and snatch the enchanted Moon 
below the Sun wing. 


Priveag started in Arjuna in the world with his dreams 
by Luceferi 

he hoped the foam would catch him white, 
in his arms 
fur and tufts 

as the evening descends over the waters, they slowly crumble 
reed 

and the pale Moon among us 
slowly the Spirit carries them. 


Adonir clutched her beautiful Maria 
and in his eyes he lovingly 
concerned. 

- So fragrant, you look like the white cherry blossom 
And like an angel among people 
in the way of my life go out... 

The seventh song 

The world, time goes for me back 
Like before 

Time, world, existence 
He still has to offer me miracles 
In the past 








Let me unravel the unknown 
During the backward lapse 


It's a time of remembrance 

and of eternal live and current interpretation 

woven on a single canvas 

event- 

which makes time lapse so beautiful 
it's his uniqueness 

the fact that it can no longer be corrected 
factual 


but interpretive 

only now does it reveal its germination force 


It's a time of beauty and unique security. 

Past tense 
Provides safety 

It is a hermeneutic of the past language 
and past action. 


It is a metaphysics of remembrance 
and meaningful endowment. 


future tense 
it is uncertain fact. 

It extends all probable existence 

and the option remains 
always open. 

It's a responsible time. 

A time when the being will continue to be 
and do. 

A factual open time 
Occurrence 

and still unprepared for interpretation. 








On the past-future axis 
I am moving 

In an infinite parable of existence. 

In which present time 
Once upon a time 
and it will be once 
future tense. 


I can only speak of the past with certainty 

Dressing her up 

In the coat of metaphor 

Always alive of consciousness and language. 

The eighth song 
Dark drifting worlds 

On the blue night from which they were pursuing 

Listen to the heart you are 

Hidden deep in the chest of the nose. 


shadows had flared 

on the ragged face of spasms and diseases 
shadows left by the dead 
on the path of the living 

like large, questioning wings of seagulls at dusk 
They had touched his cheek in silent kiss. 


hideous black shadow 

they flowed on his pale, livid face 

in which death digs its way obsessively 

and a flame of unspeakable pain 

the fountain was on his forehead 

vaulted 

caught between his shadows today and yesterday 

in which death digs her immortal 
crypt. 


caught between today and yesterday, between then and now 
between there and there 

a metaphysical thought was slowly giving way to his body 

from bones and pots 

releasing him from the sad shell 






and his head seemed open 
the world from here 

in which the soul found a way 
to fly beyond ruthless 
stone and chain armor 


leaving the chest cavern open 
the atrocious world from the deep 
in which in a funeral flock thoughts 
from beyond 

they were slowly wandering. 


with his eyes wide open 

with foam hanging from his bruised lip 

left the body of the world now 

lying in the graveyard of bodies and lives 


and the soul flies to imaginary worlds 
under the selenium radius of eternity 
mornings. 

The ninth song 

Without you 

I would have carried with me openly 
The myth of one's life 

My life would have been 
An eternal cocoon in the chrysalis 
With wings flush. 

Development of personality 

he was silent 

Before reading the book. 


by the way 

I had the feeling before 

co-opted by the bright and dark figures 

of the deep 

that I have already read books 
some books 


which I had not read. 





so it happened to me 
with Psychiatric Power. 


and yet how grateful I was 
the end 
that I read it! 


most impressed me there 
figure of the mirror. 


I always recognized myself 
in the mirrors offered by others 
and myself 
by reflection 

into the deep psychosis I was entering 
I was blinding like a drowning 
after the light. 


how strange, reader 
from all the pictures I took 
at the hospital 

at the emergency hospital in Petrosani 
only in one they appear with the hit face 
of a ruthless psychosis 
in my hermaphrodite body 
in which the adrenaline pump fat. 


I was with Gabi 

The one with the galloping horse 
With the ship with the canvas outstretched 
and with a woman dancing. 

He did not believe me alone. 


I would have been an eternal cocoon in the chrysalis 
A man carrying himself 
The myth of his own life, not even himself 
A butterfly with glued wings. 


I would not have known 








why the horizons are so red 
what the grass does 
so transparent 

and the leaves to tremble at the border 
between reality and dream 
like an infinity of eyes 
gasping for air 

and from the bodies of the trees flung toward the sky 

column stylings 

endless. 


I would not have known 

but I would have known anyway 

deep, underground 

I would have walked happily without knowing why 
on the streets of childhood. 


happiness 

and my unhappiness at the same time 

they broke off abruptly 

from itself became a huge cave 

and then 

I had to discover my myth 
own life. 


the myth of my own life came to me 
from the archetypal figures of the deep 
and I would like to tell you the reader 
that at that time I knew the ecstasy. 


I do not know very well 
if when I lived it 
or when I wrote about it 
reliving it. 


art is a sharing with others 
of madness, of ecstasy 
pain 

and your inner happiness. 






But at the same time the way in which your Self 
Step right in front 
and you can understand it 
to embrace him with his eyes. 

The tenth song 


I smile 

as after an interesting family business. 
I sent my volume 

weighing three kilograms and 5 grams 

205 grams more 

than I had when I was born. 

How much concentration 
and how much metaphor 
in this head is empty 
brain-free 

an everlasting scarecrow 
in search of the lost realms 
of childhood. 


I love you, my sweet baby. 

My dear Victor, I love you very much. 

I love you. 


But you went... sweet wonder 
Flower-blue, flower-blue 
It's still sad in the world ... 


I went through spaces 

And I drank you where you couldn't even 

Think. 

Why don't I take a deep breath 

Of the death that I suck in my underwear I burn 

And does the bitter star fall...? 


I asked for a release, but still... 
I could not 

from me you turn your face dry 





immortal and cold. 


24.12.2011 

I love you, my sweet baby. 

In memory of my mother, Elena-Marioara 
I love you, my sweet baby, Tudor, my sweet baby, Victor. 
Bhagavad Gita 


my dear and beloved baby, Victor, my love 

my beloved and dear husband, I wish you and I love you, my sweet baby. 


Song I 

Story, fairy tale and truth, 
sadness, reveries 

the world is no longer beautiful after you've written a book 
it's just different. 

The smile, the abyss is different 
Death, death 
The word, the covenant 
Silence, saying. 


fantastic arabesques unfold from the leaden sky 
whisper, only 
an ivory end 
and the other gray. 

The saying was silent speaking 
Building and immortality 
Sea and melope 
Moon, sister and Earth - 
Gea. 


blink high 

and then you jumped on me 
on the lips 
smile, transcribed 
n-long parchments in the abyss. 


voices 





voices 

Stones 

rocks 

They were transgressing the high 
and they hurt my sight 

with melopeea, geea blindness 
of the star called earth 
wrapped in the wind 

shining her ornaments 
before me my maids passed 
too high 

waving their spikes, they threw the seeds 
giant wheat. 


The second song 

Pigeon dreamed of gold in the giant sun 
with his sharp silk, which glitters over 
bitter stones 

in the mountain top, small valleys splitting 

what does corn corn crave 

round 

and it mirrors it in high light. 

black thalassus flew to shore, carrying wings 

of shells and algae 

carrying offshore masts 

with seagulls swarming in the wind. 

bulb circles were made, from which springs 
the note 

until it falls in the white beads everything 
and the proud young sun rose. 

with sun hair and lights 

with soft, warm and clear eyes 

the young prince with a face walks over the sea 

of Sun. 

wide mast near the mast 

and the long sea and the wide sea 

armies flutter on the water, on the clean, matte 

to look for the brave Adonir. 


clear blue-black 
and dark 

on a sky where it is fixed 
slow zenith 





we were looking for nights in October 
of fans 

the one the Wise man told me would be 
the weird. 

- in the garden of the sky clean in wild boar 

drained the grief 

and rooting in the sandflies 

among corn chips and wheat ears 

we were passing through the ponds 

to a river. 

thousands of miles passed in a blink of an eye 

up to where, in her heavenly ways 

where 

the white moon, with its celestial rays 
trembling on the windows 
it could be watched. 

I heard it in my sleep, from the distant sea 

master and sir 

that he is not a mere mortal 

but the proud sister is in heaven. 

he fluttered his wings 

bringing in news, and shaking the news 

they surrounded the gentleman: 


- Oh, Adonir 
stepped forward 
the oldest by port and chip 
we conquered the whole earth 
for you 

for you are our king 
and at sea we crown you as an admiral, 
master over the black log, 
swell wave 

that you barely kick - touching. 


Oh, tell us your legend Master, how you were born 

from white foam 

from deep within you came 

and what you bring with you into the world. 

- Oh, Vrednice Kebir, that you are 
do not sit listening to sad stories .... 
for I am not king over the world 
more than that I can't say ... 

I am the Lord your God, 

I am a sad god over the people 





There is the sun in the sky from above - but I do not set 
his sunset. 

as old as the ages 

I'm taking my sad watches 

for I am of an eternity, old as the time 

what will it be. 

I was born now from the waters 
in the world of ordinary mortals 
and this is the second song he murmurs 
whispering sad wind 

for I was born to die, and I shall die 
to give birth to me 

do not seek these laws to understand them 
the land of emperors is full 
and kings ... 

but I am your Savior 
Jesus Christ is my name 

for the rebellious crowds Adonir, arriving with him 

spring 

hot zefir. 

Ever since I waited in heaven, it passed 
an eternity 

and my eyes were never given to me to see the white night 
hot naiad, which lights up in the sky, 

- between the stars star. 

I hear she is a royal girl 

what brings his age to a high mountain 

with the herds of deer and deer 

among wild boars lurking in bitter stones 

and that she's proud, loud ... 

only she knows me, 

O Kebir, forget about Flint 

and the one with the arrows full of arrows 

you all, you come with me 

are you comfortable? 


- Master, Lord on earth, I believe 
without tagging it 
Your word 

but I have to see my host 

of will leave the seas wide and rich and will follow you 
wilderness can 

but I have to come to terms ... 

I see that You are the Sun on earth 




and I think you will die to be bom 

but sad they are dear emperors, that we, poor people, 

we will die. 


show us the Way, be the exhortation, to these hosts 

giddy 

and urgent 

to leave the seas terrible 
and follow you on the ground? 

- Come on! ... it was like a thundering voice 
the hostels gathered together 
in which the sight of the braver is heated 
We come, we come, or Adonir! 


And while sweet it is the insertion 

and in the eyes of the brave man the sea is mirrored 

they all set off as one to the shore 

handle a unique and profound urge. 

Adonir's footsteps trod the sea 

and at the peak of the mountain among 

bitter stones 

an empress girl named Magdalena 
at the secret time of the night 
wait... 


The third song 

When the moon over Codri kept quiet 

in the shadow of the secret vaults 

oak and amethyst leaves, alabaster and agate, 

Virgo started to hunt. 

a sky of stars below 
above them I ask for stars 

it seemed like a constant lightning wandering through them. 

when sprouting a surrounding 
and I border it on the note 

it seemed like a thought of longing, to min everything, 

All.. 

see that on the first day 

how the light came out 

and among the dark stars at the edge 

of waste water... 

she silently stepped softly 

over garnet springs, over agate hardwoods 

and the stars in her hair she picked up ... 






in his hands the silver cane, so beautiful 
how can i not 

with the human mind it was counted 
with transparent veils 
in alint... 

she looked like she was ... 

The silver and sweet moon of the fir tree 
empress 

more proud than any star ... 

- Marie ... whisper the gentle wind ... 
now when the oak vault is open 

as in an old niche fortress 
step into the beautiful dream ... 

among the forests of sparkling stars, more proud 
than any god 

step into the round golden circle 
what rotates through the hole .... 

he went on his way ... Mary sad 

with blue eyes like the poet's dream, they started on the branches 
slowly green 

not the golden city that opened it. 

on the way she picked up a ring 
with shiny topaz stone, which shone off 
at the feet 

And on which the word Adonir was written. 

- Oh, Adonir? ... she whispered dreamily 
of you in my sleep I gently heard when 

I spoke with the Wise 

and he told me that you are really the proud Sun ... 


near the golden fortress was in the middle of the forest 
silver 

a golden circle ... she stepped 
and suddenly he saw himself turning 

louder and louder.... 

on the top of the Moon she was sitting, from the depths of the galaxy 
from the middle of the Milky Way 

a warm, calm voice, you hear. 

- Oh, Marie, of the gentle, earthy earth 
lord over the galaxy 

-1 brought you to my golden garden, to be his bride 
To the sun from above 
of the gentle Adonir 



on his gentle name Jesus. 


the eternal bride you are and he is your bride 

over human destinies 

He will bring righteous salvation. 

Destroy them bloody and bloody on this earth 
it will be fulfilled 
for he heard me 

and he knows that He is My Son. 

then .... in the year 7000, the sky will break in the mud 

and fire pits 

for his luck will come 

all over the world 
to reign. 

here, the Golden Fortress, will be his kingdom 
and you will be his eternal bride 

by Himself long chosen 
and the world of death 
he won't hear. 


Now go back to your palace, but don't forget 
of your ring 

And Jesus has one just as it is written 
your name ... Maria. 

out of the shadow of the vaulted vaults, she steps in step 
near the window, where in the corner 
The daylight is waiting for her. 


The sun in his face is beautiful 
fluttering in the sky 

and then Mary know that he is, that it won't be long 
and he will meet you. 

the golden circle rotates ... 
more and more slowly 

and the voice over the moss smoothly perish .... 

The fourth song 
In the majestic sunrise 

when the flowers of bitterness flowed smoothly, floating, 
on foot 

The black, wooden ships 

they were slowly approaching the shore. 

Adonir, leading the young god on the water 
his forehead was muddy and foamy 






like a lion 


step on the waters and the place where the foamy where 

they were touching, they were rotating 

and then slowly in white veils 

on the sides they were detached, 

perished. 

Kebir vajnic warrior in chain armor 

he looked at the waters as if they were safe 

gentle 

and seagulls rotating in the sky 
then down the line 

they would touch the water with the pleat, and then they would fly again 
to heaven. 

They were approaching the shore. The cruel hostages 
young sailors were watching with love on their own 
ruler 

Adonir, the beautiful sister. 

They were approaching the shore 

from the wide oceans, over the salty seas 

diaphanous 

between coral reefs and beyond 
islands grow 
like oases of greenery, 
beauty 

They were now heading for the shore. 

They watched the restless squirming in the sky 
the islands of Greece, the wonderful one 
From the Aegean 

from which they were watching 

Santorini, Rhodos, Samos, Mykonos, Kios, Kos, 

Naxos, Icaria 

Timber, Karpathos, Patmos, 

Milos, Paros, Syros 
and many more like this ... 


The mighty army arrived on shore soon. 

the ships threw their anchors 

and a few worthy soldiers in rowing boats 

they threw the nets to catch 

over. 


Jesus set foot on the shore. 

then he said softly: - Singing children 

of water and earth 

from now on I am Jesus, the Savior 

what he sent 

from above 





Only those who believe in Me follow Me. 
I wanted to save you from your death 
wandering destiny. 

But we will soon arrive in Jerusalem 
Holy fortress. 

Only Mary will we get from here 
and then we'll start again 
but let's rest now. 

Three days the hostages rested, 
guarded sailors near the ships 
anchored near the shore 
then they started on the road. 


- Jesus, we are hungry ... 
said the most courageous Kebir 
on the seventh day. 

We are 500 ourselves. 

How can you starve our hunger 
O, our Lord sent from above? ... 


they had stopped in a small, fruitless stream 
with dry land and without water, 
we only have 20 fish in our vessels 
travel. 

and only 50 glues, and the water is over ... 

- Andrei - this is your name right now 
don't be worried I tell you 
but I want you to know that your whole life 
you will change. 

Jesus stood up 

He walked through the crowd 
Young, older in long jersey shirts 
down to the ground. 

Demoralized, hungry and thirsty, 
they were waiting ... 


He made a sign to Jesus. 

A prayer 

And then he blesses the water, the sticks and the remaining fish. 
When, wonder! 

The fish were trapped in the vessels 
and flutter 

the water flowed into clay amphoras, sweet and good 
and the glues softened upon seeing 
with eyes, at three thousand. 

Eat the crowd until they are full. 






then only about 200 were left, 
the others left 

for Elada was shown to be a rich and glorious country. 


They were tired, they all fell asleep at the tents. 
The light of the trembling stars, caught them 
on the worthy wolves 
on tents. 

Jesus fell asleep immediately 

and in his dream he was meeting Mary 

Magdalena 

that of his fate. 


The fifth song 

The Sun-God started on the road with no one 
at dawn 

It was swift as thought 
like light 

when it bursts over the fairy worlds. 

- In Chaos Lord I returned 
and I would go back to Chaos 
I'm thirsty Lord, of the star lights 
by the resting neighbor. 

in the place where it melted 

from translucent blacks, and in the circle of lights turned 

a proud young man grows up. 

with blue-dark eyes 

and soft golden hair 

what's on her chest 

on bare shoulders. 

- O, Adonir, to My Jesus 

a voice in thunder increases 

You are the Sun above, which sparks white 

increase. 

I miss you, my Son, on the sleepless nights, when 

we were talking about the Earth 

and about soft water 

when this shoulder stiffened 

you were supporting him. 

It was a constant longing 
what takes you in life 

in the world of ordinary mortals ... and you asked for me 
advice. 

It was a constant longing 
what kept me from you 





but I knew, without wishing, that Thy way is in 
Humanity. 

here you will find Ursita 
what the stars did not keep you 

and that you will give it to her 
Your life as a gift. 


A work of my hands, breathtaking clay statues 
warm life 

to whom I gave Eden 

be born Cover the whole earth like a leaf 

and like grass. 

O Jesus, be their Savior 

for their sins had reached to heaven. 

They are sad, bitter and obese 

that they no longer have Eternal Life 

that Death comes and freezes them, with her cold breath 

and sharp. 


- Lord, You are my God 

In the Book of Acts you put them all and spoke through 
old prophets. 

Now is the time for the Messiah to appear in the world 
to wash the world of sin 
with Death pre Death dying. 

O Lord, I will not know that hour 
When breathing life 
it will fly out of my body 

and I will descend three days into the world of Eternal Shadows. 
But let Your will be done, 

my heavenly and beloved Lather, be it the prepared glass 
of death and pain 
to drink it as you wish. 

- Jesus, don't be afraid 

it was like a thundering voice, which then became a whisper 
relief 

Third day of the dead 
You will rise! 


You lose Jesus from heaven 
instead of the evening Luceafar 

and in the golden magic circle, near the illuminated fortress 
Slowly his face began to close 
sweet wonder. 







The sixth song 


At that time Maria was sitting in the golden garden 
and she deepened her thought, 
passing beside trees with heavy fruits 
surrounded by her young maids 

gentle, gentle, thoughtful, Mary at Jesus dream. 

The whole forest floor was covered 
of unmatched warmth 

of flowers and leaves of precious stones 

which I slow down, like in a dream, with the long skirt of the white dress 
gently snapping, she stepped on them. 

Her wavy hair in curly veils, framed her face 
by virgin Marie 

and her blue eyes looked like two small lights 

what the lights were throwing 

sparkling. 

Like in a dream 

she bypassed the Golden Fortress and went to the magic circle. 

Golden. 

He sat on the trunk of a fallen tree 
and he was dreaming 
the golden circle. 

When he suddenly stepped right in the middle of it. 

Once upon a time he was seen rising in space, 
among the stars 
in a fairy tale setting. 

From a star two shining eyes aimed her 
with love and longing. 

- Oh, this is Adonir. 

as the wise man once whispered to me 

I'll see him. 


Adonir clutched her beautiful Maria 
and in his eyes he lovingly 
concerned. 

- So fragrant, you look like the white flower 
of cherry 

And like an angel among people 
in the way of my life go out... 

I love you, my dear baby 
Fine. 

Tibetan monks guard the gates of the monastery 
At the entrance and at the exit. 




Order well, four each 
At the four entrances 
Opposite. 


I was floating through the black space, full of sparkling dots 
Sorul, Luna 

They can be seen among the white pieces 
By jeratic. 


I was a star. 

With dense breath, scattering in thousands of particles 
Opaque. 

My soul was speaking from deep 
and whisper to me from the ground. 

Out of the waters was Arjuna, whose skin was white 
Like silver. 

majestic floating on the water, 
in the hands with the horn 

brass 

self in arms, with pain, full of gentleness 
he calls me. 


earth. Endless stretch of water. Fish benches 

Noting sublime 

In pure aquamarine water. 


Riding on a white horse in the dawn of silver 
If you happen to be Arjuna... 

He wore silver armor, sparkling 
and the smile like the Moon. 

empress, sweet little lady, of the flowering earth 
of the broken chains 
with loads, heavy spices ... 
he wanted to take Arjuna as his bride. 


rising from the waters 

with black braids and skin like silver 

he looks like a sweet look 

which she shows to the girl 

the wind. 

while the Sister and Moon embrace they stand on the water 
soft deer cherries 

at the water's edge they come to adjust. 


one mouth, one, only one 

he wanted to steal her handsome, brave girl 









from the woods 

with sweet dreams running down his cheek. 


But the thunder of the sea is the sky itself 
it splits him 

and snatch the enchanted Moon 
below the Sun wing. 


Priveag started in Arjuna in the world with his dreams 
by Luceferi 

he hoped the foam would catch him white, 
in his arms 
fur and tufts 

as the evening descends over the waters, they slowly crumble 
reed 

and the pale Moon among us 
slowly the Spirit carries them. 


Adonir clutched her beautiful Maria 
and in his eyes he lovingly 
concerned. 

- So fragrant, you look like the white cherry blossom 
And like an angel among people 
in the way of my life go out... 

The seventh song 

The world, time goes for me back 
Like before 

Time, world, existence 
He still has to offer me miracles 
In the past 

Let me unravel the unknown 
During the backward lapse 

It's a time of remembrance 

and of eternal live and current interpretation 

woven on a single canvas 

event- 

which makes time lapse so beautiful 
it's his uniqueness 

the fact that it can no longer be corrected 
factual 


but interpretive 

only now does it reveal its germination force 







It's a time of beauty and unique security. 


Past tense 
Provides safety 

It is a hermeneutic of the past language 
and past action. 


It is a metaphysics of remembrance 
and meaningful endowment. 


future tense 
it is uncertain fact. 

It extends all probable existence 

and the option remains 
always open. 

It's a responsible time. 

A time when the being will continue to be 
and do. 

A factual open time 
Occurrence 

and still unprepared for interpretation. 


On the past-future axis 
I am moving 

In an infinite parable of existence. 

In which present time 
Once upon a time 
and it will be once 
future tense. 


I can only speak of the past with certainty 

Dressing her up 

In the coat of metaphor 

Always alive of consciousness and language. 


The eighth song 








Dark drifting worlds 

On the blue night from which they were pursuing 

Listen to the heart you are 

Hidden deep in the chest of the nose. 


shadows had flared 

on the ragged face of spasms and diseases 
shadows left by the dead 
on the path of the living 

like large, questioning wings of seagulls at dusk 
They had touched his cheek in silent kiss. 


hideous black shadow 

they flowed on his pale, livid face 

in which death digs its way obsessively 

and a flame of unspeakable pain 

the fountain was on his forehead 

vaulted 

caught between his shadows today and yesterday 

in which death digs her immortal 
crypt. 


caught between today and yesterday, between then and now 
between there and there 

a metaphysical thought was slowly giving way to his body 

from bones and pots 

releasing him from the sad shell 

and his head seemed open 
the world from here 

in which the soul found a way 
to fly beyond ruthless 
stone and chain armor 


leaving the chest cavern open 
the atrocious world from the deep 
in which in a funeral flock thoughts 
from beyond 

they were slowly wandering. 







with his eyes wide open 

with foam hanging from his bruised lip 

left the body of the world now 

lying in the graveyard of bodies and lives 


and the soul flies to imaginary worlds 
under the selenium radius of eternity 
mornings. 

The ninth song 

Without you 

I would have carried with me openly 
The myth of one's life 

My life would have been 
An eternal cocoon in the chrysalis 
With wings flush. 

Development of personality 

he was silent 

Before reading the book. 


by the way 

I had the feeling before 

co-opted by the bright and dark figures 

of the deep 

that I have already read books 
some books 

which I had not read. 


so it happened to me 
with Psychiatric Power. 

and yet how grateful I was 
the end 
that I read it! 


most impressed me there 
figure of the mirror. 


I always recognized myself 
in the mirrors offered by others 





and myself 
by reflection 


into the deep psychosis I was entering 
I was blinding like a drowning 
after the light. 


how strange, reader 
from all the pictures I took 
at the hospital 

at the emergency hospital in Petrosani 
only in one they appear with the hit face 
of a ruthless psychosis 
in my hermaphrodite body 
in which the adrenaline pump fat. 


I was with Gabi 

The one with the galloping horse 
With the ship with the canvas outstretched 
and with a woman dancing. 

He did not believe me alone. 


I would have been an eternal cocoon in the chrysalis 
A man carrying himself 
The myth of his own life, not even himself 
A butterfly with glued wings. 

I would not have known 
why the horizons are so red 
what the grass does 
so transparent 

and the leaves to tremble at the border 
between reality and dream 
like an infinity of eyes 
gasping for air 

and from the bodies of the trees flung toward the sky 

column stylings 

endless. 


I would not have known 

but I would have known anyway 

deep, underground 

I would have walked happily without knowing why 






on the streets of childhood. 


happiness 

and my unhappiness at the same time 

they broke off abruptly 

from itself became a huge cave 

and then 

I had to discover my myth 
own life. 


the myth of my own life came to me 
from the archetypal figures of the deep 
and I would like to tell you the reader 
that at that time I knew the ecstasy. 


I do not know very well 
if when I lived it 
or when I wrote about it 
reliving it. 


art is a sharing with others 
of madness, of ecstasy 
pain 

and your inner happiness. 


But at the same time the way in which your Self 
Step right in front 
and you can understand it 
to embrace him with his eyes. 


The tenth song 


I smile 

as after an interesting family business. 
I sent my volume 

weighing three kilograms and 5 grams 
205 grams more 







than I had when I was born. 


How much concentration 
and how much metaphor 
in this head is empty 
brain-free 

an everlasting scarecrow 
in search of the lost realms 
of childhood. 


I love you, my sweet baby. 

My dear Victor, I love you very much. 

I love you, Victor, Tudor, Alin, Andrei, my sweet and desired baby. 

Te iubesc, Victor, Dragostea vietii mele. 

Ye iubesc, Mihai, Puiul meu. 

Ye iubesc, dragul meu Victor, puiul meu. Nesaus Te doresc, puiul meu, dragostea mea. 
Dedicatapuiului meu Tudor si puiului meu Victor. 

Beautiful lily of the lime 

Victor, Tudor, I love you, my sweet. 

I love you, sweet baby. 

- "Blanca, find out that from the cradle 
The Lord is your bride, 

For you are born, child. 

Out of unworthy love. 

Hands in the sketch to the saint Ana 
You'll find the one in the stars 
The comfort of your life, 

The salvation of my face. " 

- "I will not, father, dry up 
My young, cheerful soul: 

I love game, game; 

Living the world of others leaves him. 

I will not cut my hair, 

What happens to my heels, 

To blind myself by reading the book 
In incense-smoked smoke. " 

- "I know better what you do, 

Give the world any thought, 

Hands at dawn let us go 
Towards the old and holy shrine. " 

She hears - she cries. - It's like 
He was about to leave the world, 

Showered with wilderness thoughts 
And a miss without a name. 

And crying the horse, 

Her white horse like snow. 




It cleanses his proud mane 
And crying puts the saddle on her. 

He steps on it and leaves 

Hair in the wind, head in the chest, 

Don't look at them, 

He doesn't look far. 

On lost paths in the valley 
It goes on endlessly. 

When the greenhouse red rays 
Dusk from the skies escape. 

Shade the cods here and there 
Lightning flashes ... 

She passed through the leaf in a hurry 
And through the murmur of bees; 

In the middle of the ridge 
Near the tall and old lime tree, 

Where does the spell spring? 

It sounds sweet to the ears. 

Of murmuring delightful waters 
She woke up then, 

See a young man, what's next 
A black horse is riding. 

With big eyes she looks at her, 

Full of dreams, floating sweet, 

Lime blossoms in black hair 
And on the hip a silver horn. 

I'm slowly starting to ring. 

Charming and painful - 
His heart was growing longing 
Of the beautiful stranger. 

His hair touches his hair 
And then the red cheek 
She bends long eyelashes 
Over your eyes. 

And a smile passes her lips 
Drowned, charming. 

Which guru just opens it, 

The dry one of love. 

When completely kidnapped 

He leaned toward him from the saddle, 

He stopped singing 

And make them with jelly beans, 

It includes riding - 

She defends herself with one hand, 

But he still leaves, 

He feels his heart full. 

And he falls on his shoulder 
Her head upside down; 

As the horses graze by the side, 

She looked at him with a showered soul. 
Only the sweet murmur 
From the enchanted spring 



It melts melancholy 
Their soul intoxicated. 

At that time, from the cods comes out, 

The whole night stands to be seen, 

He paints black shadows 
On a snow-white field. 

And she always lengthens them, 

And as they ascend to heaven, they move them. 
But they pass, they get lost in the cods 
With their lives lost. 

At the castle in the gate the horse 
He stays in the foam the next day. 

But his beautiful master 
She was lost in the world. 

The story of the cod 

I love you, Victor, my sweet baby. 

The dense forest, the sprinkling, the toys 
The leaves come down dancing 
I sat on the green muscle and listened 
the blue rain flowing 

Quake of the earthquake fir wearing white dress 

Of the gentle Shower 

In the snowy sky, what is crying 

I became nostalgic 

the eyes... 

The luminous living nature of the gentle sky 
empress 

Humus slip through your fingers 
Hands, I expect descent 
At night, day hands 

Quake of the earthquake fir wearing white dress 

Of the gentle Shower 

In the snowy sky, what is crying 

I became nostalgic 

the eyes... 

I love you and I love you, Victor, my love. 

The story of the forest 

The forest is fretting, sprinter, playful 

the leaves are getting down, in a waltz 

I laid down on the green moss and I am listening 

the blue rain how it falls. 

the fir trees are shaking themselves carrying the 
white dress of a gentle Dochia 
In the sky which is snowing, which is crying 
I nostalgically stared at my eyes 

The nature is alive, brightful, of the sky gentle 
princess 



Dust I am sifting through the fingers of my hand 
and I am waiting to get down the night 
to come tomorrow in the breaks of the dawn 


the fir trees are shaking themselves carrying the 
white dress of a gentle Dochia 
In the sky which is snowing, which is crying 
I nostalgically stared at my eyes 
te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

The story I would tell to her 

Whispering secretly mild springs, the sad flowing 
of the time 

Blue flowers are trembling wet 
in the silvery air 


to you I turn tenderly my eyes in this sublime 
moment 

Bustards are laying down on the 
path of the fir-tree 


Your blond hair of mild gold, of sunny silk 
arrives itself to the ground 
gently the springs are whispering secretly 
With a carol, a pallid chant. 

You are laying down in my arms as of the Sky 

pure and sublime tears 

you want to listen to my story 

The sky just tells me 

That the night closes itself with a trembling 
seal over the day... 

the pale moon delights with of its mirror 
trembling water... 

likewise a sickle it throws over of the darkness 
whirlpool 

to you in your arms, my swwet love 
I stretch my blind arm, I comprise you... 

In the starry flowing of the bruise moments 
bustards beat on the path 
of fir-trees 

with their large wings. 

and my beautiful odour, we will sleep beside the 
lime tree which saintful 
Is getting down its leaves 
trembling gently to the ground. 

And we will sleep near the lake which shakes a boat 

caressed by the pale ray of the moon 

and by the light blow of the wind 

we will dream a large White Arch 

You and me embraced through of the world 

fast waves, frightened pilgrims 






The moon has set down... dead leaves of the autumn 
darling lovings, travelers through 
the chaos 

are closing up with a book sign over your eyes 
my sweet love!... 

te doresc si te iubesc, Victor dragostea mea. 

From the cucumbers clear waters flow 
te iubesc. 

From the cucumbers clear waters flow 
and roar give them in their way 

From the bruise, black twilight are flowing stars abisale 
Fie again, watching from nowhere 
he falls in love by her. 

On the moving, trembling paths black ships there is carrying 
the light which extinguish itself 
the light which glitters far away... 

Towards you the frozen breathe of the heavy death is falling 
he again watching from nowhere 
falls in love by her... 

from the ray of the eternal yesterday there is living today 
which dies 

There has passsed a day, there have passed 
three days 

on the trembling, moving paths black ships it's carrying 
the light which extinguishes itself 
the light which glitters far away.... 

O, mother, my sweet mother 

from the fog of time, with your warm and gentle voice 
to you you are calling me out... 

And waters will chant in eternity, will sleep 
I will for ever sleep. 

Towards the window I lead my step, there where in a comer 
the Morning Star is waiting for me: 

”1 didn't know, sweet woman, how dead I am 
you have left like a shadow, like a goddess 
on the Sky, on the Earth 

you have shaken like a leaf carried out by wind. 

If you were gone with Altul 

with another, I still think that my dead eyes I can 

still appeal to you 

But you have gone... my sweet wonder 

Blue flower, blue flower, yet it's still sadness in world. 

I have passed through spaces 

and I drank you away where you couldn't 

possibly think. 

I wonder why in the deep whirlpool 

of the death which is sipping me, in flames I'm burning out 



and in tne bitter stone I fall down?...” 


”1 asked for a release, but still... 

I could not 

from me you turn your face down 
immortal and cold.” 


Te iubesc, puisor dulce. 
te doresc si te iubesc. 

Bhagavad-Gita 
Chant I 

Sadness, reveries 

The world isn't more beautiful after you have written a book 
It's simply in another way. 

It's more different the smile, the abyss 
The death, the destiny 
The word, the covenant 
The silence, the speaking. 


Fantastic arabesques are getting out from the leaden sky 
Enchanting, charming 
An ivory end 
And the other gray. 

Speaking, silence, murmur 
Laying bricks and immortality 
The sea and the chanting 
The moon, the sun and the Earth - 
Geea. 

I'm blinking hit by the high 

And then I throw up myself in a spring 

Dense on the lips 

Smiling, transcribed 

On long parchments into abyss. 


Murmurs 

Voices 

Stones 

Rocks 

Transgressing the high 

Were hurting my eyesight 

With the chanting, blinding, Geea 

Of the star named Earth 

Sparkling their adornments 

In front of me there were passing the slaves 

of The One Too Tall 

Undulating the spokes 

And throwing up the seeds 

Of the giant wheat. 

Chant two 






The maize is golden dream of the giant sun 
with its fretting yellow silk, which is glittering 
on the bitter stones 

in top of the mountains, splitting valleys 
of ore 

which goldens round com cuilean 
and mirrors it in sea turquoise sea lights... 


Dark, the wave is throwing itself to the shore, 
carrying wings of shells and algae 
carrying in large of seas masts 
with kingfishers drying themselves in the wind. 

Twirl circles it has made itself, where from are springing 
like into a swirl 

till vanishes in white beads everything 
and handsome Morning Star has made 
itself. 

With hair of sun and lights 

with gentle, warm, serene blue eyes 

It's stepping on the waters in the sea, the young prince 

with shapes of Sun. 


In large coverings mast beside mast 

and the sea in long, and the sea in large 

armies are pouncing on the waters, on the clean, mat 

mirrors, to search the brave hero Adonir. 

Serene, dark of blue and black 

on a sky wherein the zenith is fixing itself 

slowly 

I was looking in October nights 
of ebony 

the one who the Wiseman told me it will be 
my soul mate. 

in the clear garden of the sky where in the boars 

were scurvying of sorrow 

and rising the fine sands in circles 

through the corn cuileans and the ears of wheat 

I was passing slowly through the riprap 

of a river. 

Way of thousands of miles I passed into a minute 
Till there where, in its celestial little waves 
the white, pearly moon with its celestial rays 
could be seen and admired. 

I have heard like in a dream, of the distant sea 

master and Lord 

that he isn't a simple mortal 

but he is on sky the Sun himself. 





The wind was shaking its wings 

bringing in the forests the news, and trembling the armies 
were surrounding the Lord: 

- O, Adonir 

A head has stepped forward 

The eldest one after the vestment and the face 

We conquered all the Earth 

for you 

For you are our king 

and on the sea we crown you as admiral. 

Lord on the black, bruise wave 

Where on you hardly step, just touching it. 

O, tell us your legend, my Lord, how you were born 
from the whte foam 

from what deep of billows you have come 
and what do you bring with yourself 
in the world. 

O, worthy Kebir, for it's you 

Do not stay to listen to my sad stories... 

For I'm not a king over the world 
more than that I cannot say it... 

I am the Lord, Almighty Lord 
I am over the sad people a God 

I am the Sun on sky, from upside - but I don't set down 
when He sets down. 

Old like the weather over the ages 

I carry my sad everlasting hours 

because I am alone from an eternity, old like the Time 

will be. 

I was born now from the waters 

In the world of common mortals 

and this is the second chant, where on the wind 

is whispering sad. 

Because I was born to die, and I will die 
to born again - 

do not try these laws to understand 
It is full the Earth of emperors and kings... 
but I am just your Savior Myself 
Jesus Christ is my name - 

for the rebelious crowds I'm Adonir, arriving with 
of springtime warm zephyr. 

Since when I was waiting on the sky it has passed 
an eternity 

And never to my eyes it was given to see 

of the night white and warm naiad, which lits up in the sky 

through the stars white torch. 



I hear that she is a daughter of an emperor 

Who carries on her shoulders her young years on a tall 

mountain, with herds of deers 

Through the boars scurvying in the bitter stones 

and that she is very, very beautiful... 

just her knows my destiny on Earth 
O, Kebir, forget about your firelock 
and of the whirlpool full of arrows 
You, all of you, Kebir, to come with me 
do you dare?... 

- Oh, Lord, Master on Earth, I believe 
without disgust Your word 

But I have to see if my army will let the large and rich seas 
and will follow you in the desert maybe 
But I have to come to me first. 

I see that you are Sun on Earth 

and I believe that You will die to born again 

Bu I am sad, dear emperor , that we, poor mortals 

are going to die. 

Show us the way, be the exhortation 
of these bewildered and accursed armies 
to leave the torment of the seas 
and to follow you by land?... 


- We come!... it was like a thunder of armies the voice 
of the armies gathered together 
Where in the glance of the brave Sun is scalding 
We come, we come, o, AdonirL. 

And whilst sweetly it was falling the night 
and in the eyes of hero it's mrroring the sea 
They have started all like one to sail towards the shore 
carried by a n unique and deep urge. 

The feet of Adonir were stepping on the sea 

and in the top of the mountains through the bitter stones 

a daughter of an emperor named Magdalena 

At the time of mysteryous hour of night 

was waiting... 

Chant three 

Whilst the Moon over the forests smoothly was watching 
from the shadow of the mysteryous arches 
of leaves of oak and amethyst, of alabaster and agate 
It started the Virgin Mary to hunt. 

A sky of stars was underneath - 
Above her a sky of glittering stars 




She seemed an uninterrupted lightning wandering 
through them... 

When springing from Chaos they surround her 
And limit her like waved waves of pure lights 
She seemed a thought carried by longing, till everything 
vanishes away... 

She was seeing likewise in the first day 

How there were springing lights 

And through of the stars groves, at the end of waters 

mermaids... 

silently the smooth passage passes 

over the springs of garnet, over the hardwood of agate 

and stars in her hair she has collected.. 

in her hands the stick of silver, beautiful thus 
that I cannot conceive her 
with my human brain, with diaphanous veils 
in sweet endearment... 

She resembled, it was just her.. 

The silvery and tender Moon, of firtrees forests 

beautiful princess 

more proud than any star on sky... 

- Mary... The tender wind has whispered... 

now, when the arch of oaks is open, like in an old citadel 
a stone niche 

step in the beautiful dream.... 

Through the forests of stars that are glitering, more proud 
than any deity 

Step in the golden round circle 
which is spinning from the depths. 

He has left on his way... The sad Mary 

with her eyes blue like the dream of a poet, started to walk 

on green branches slowly 

to the golden citadel which is open. 

On her way she collected a ring 

with stone of bright topaz, which was glittering pale 

at her feet 

and where on it was written the word Adonir. 

- o, Adonir?.. She has whispered dreamy 

of you in my gentle sleep I have heard, then when 

with the Wiseman I have spoken 

and He told me that you are the proud Sun 

Himself.... 

near the golden citadel it was lying, into the middle 
of silver forest 

A circle of gold.she has stepped 

and suddenly she saw herself, spinning 
faster and faster... 




On the White semicircle of the Moon she was sitting. 
From the depth of the Galaxy 
from the middle of the Milky Way 
A warm, calm voice she has heard. 

- O, Mary, of the land gentle empress 
Lady over the galaxy 

into my golden garden I brought you, to be a bride 
To the upside Sun 

to the brave, gentle Adonir, on his gentle name 
Jesus 

Eternal bride you are to him, and he is your groom 
over the human destinies 
Fie will bring right salvation. 

FTis cruel and bloody destiny over this land 
will fulfill 

for Fie my word has listened to 
and knows Fie is My Son. 

Then... in the year 7000, the Sky will be torn in flames 

and in the fire blaze and flare 

for it will come FTis term to accomplish. 

over the entire world to reign. 

here, the Golden Citadel, it will be FTis kingdom 

and you will be to him eternal bride. 

by Flimself even long ago elected 

and the World of death won't hear anymore. 

Torn back now to your palace, but don't forget 
about your ring 

Jesus also has one of the same, where on it stays 
written your name... Mary. 


from the shadow of the proud arches of leaves, she leads 

her step next to the window, 

where in the corner 

The Morning Star is waiting for her. 

The Sun with his beautiful face 

Has thrown Himself in the sky, and then Mary has known 
that it was him, that it won't pass long 
and she will meet him. 

the golden circle has spinned itself.... 
slowly and slowly 

and the voice over the golden forests smoothly 
has vanished away... 

Chant four 

In the majestic rise of the day 

when the flowers of bitterness were falling smoothly, floating 
downstairs 

The old black ships of wood 

Were coming slowly near to the shore. 




Adonir, in front of them, walking on waters the young God 
had the blond and foamed forehead 
likewise a lion roaring in the 
desert. 

He was stepping on waters and the place where 

they have been touched, 

they were spinning around 

and then in white veils, they were breaking apart 

were vanishing away. 

Kebir, brave soldier in armor of warp 

was watching smoothly how the waters were avoiding 

silently 

and kingfishers spinning in the sky 
then, in smooth falling 

they were touching the water, then they were flying 
again to the sky. 

They were approaching the shore. The cruel armies 
of young sailors 

were looking with love at their head 
at Adonir, the beautiful Sun. 

They were approaching the shore, from the large 
of the oceans, from the salted, 
diaphanous seas 

from the coral reefs and from the curly isles 
likewise some oases of greenery 
and of beauty 

They were leading now to the shore. 

They were watching restless the land profiling in sight 

the isles of Greece, of the beautiful Greece 

From the Aegian Sea 

Where from they were glimpsing 

Santorini, Rhodos, Samos, Mykonos, Kios, Kos, 

Naxos, Icaria 

Lemnos, Karpathos,Patmos, 

Milos, Paros, Syros 

and many others of the same... 

The strong army has arrived soon at the shore. 

The old ships have thrown their anchors 
to the land 

and some brave sailors in the boats sailing 
have thrown the nests to catch 
the fish. 

Jesus put the step on the shore, then he told them gently: 
Sons of divine chant 



of water and of land 

From now on I am for you Jesus, the Savior 
who is sent from above. 

Only the ones who believe in Me follow me. 

I wanted to save you from death, and from your wandering destiny, 
But we will arrive soon in Jerusalem 
the Saint Citadel. 

Only Mary we will take from here 
and now we will start again our way 
but let's get some rest now. 

Three days the armies have been rested. 

They put on guard skillful sailors, near the ships 
anchored next to the shore, 
then they started their way. 

- Jesus, we are hungry... 

The most tried brave soldier Kebir said 
in the seventh day of walking. 

We are five hundred of fellows. 

How will you be able to astonish our hungry 
o, our Lod whos is sent from above?... 

They had stopped in a little valley with no fruits 
with the dry land and without water, 
we have more only twenty fish in our trip 
vases. 

and just fifty wafers. And the water is running out... 

- Andrew, this is your name from now on 
Do not be concerned, I tell you 

but I want you to know that your entire life will change 
for yourself. 

Jesus has risen up 

Walked through the crowd 

Youngmen, older people in long shirts of cotton 

till the ground. 

Demoralized, hungry and thirsty 
they were waiting.... 

Jesus has made a sign. The sign of Cross, a prayer 
then He blessed the water, the wafers and the 
remained fish, 
when , miracle!... 

the fish catch to increase their number in the vases 
and to wrinkle 

The water was flowing in clay amphoras, sweet and good 
and the wafers has multiplied 
seeing with eyes 
up to three thousand. 

The people have eaten till they saturated. 



Then they have remained only about two hundred people, 
the others have left 

for it has shown up that Hellas is rich and fertile 
country. 


Tired, they were falling asleep everybody 
on tents 

The light of stars, trembling, has cauught 
the brave wolves of the sea 
on the tents. 

Jesus has fallen asleep soon 

and in his dream it was done that he was meeting Mary 
Magdalena 

The one of destiny intended to him. 


Chant five 

The Sun-God has started his way 
at the Rise of the dawn 

He was walking fast as the thought, as the light 
when it bursts over the world of torches. 

- In Chaos My Lord I have returned 
And I would return in Chaos 

I am thirsty, My Lord, of the stars pure lights 
of the eternal repose. 

In the place where He has melted himself 

from diaphanous veils, and in the circle of spinning lights 

a proud young man is rising up. 

with his dark blue eyes, and hair of silky gold 

which falls in waves over His chest, over the naked 

shoulders. 

- O, Adonir, Jesus of Mine 

a voice in thunder is increasing 

You are just the Sun from above, who glitters 

on the white ridges. 

I miss, o. My Son, of the serene nights, whilst 

we were talking about the Earth 

and of the blue, smooth waters 

when this shoulder grunting you were supporting 

by Yourself. 

It was an uninterrupted longing 
Which was leading you in Life 

in the world of common mortals.... and you were asking 
from Me advice. 

It was an interrupting longing 

that was keeping Myself of You 

but I was knowing, without my will, that Your way 





is in the humanity. That here You will find the destiny 
that the stars didn't intend to You. 
that for Her you will give your life 
as gift. 

O, the work of my hands, statues of clay 
with warm breathing of life 
to whom I gave the Eden, gave birth to the Sons 
that they had been covered the Earth, 
likewise the leaves and grass. 

O, Jesus, be their Savior 

for their sins had arrived to the Sky itself. 

They are sad, bitter and grieved 
for they don't have Eternal Life anymore 
for the Death comes and freezes them, with its 
cold, sharp breath. 


- O, God, you are My Lord 

In the Book of Making you put everything and You 
have spoken through ancient prophets. 

It has arrived now the time that Messiah to show 
Himself in the world, to clean the world of sins 
with Death over Death stepping by. 

O, Lord, I don't want to know that Hour 

When breathing of life 

will fly away from my body 

and I will get down three days in the world 

of the Etenal Shadows. 

But make it Your will 

My celestial and my beloved Father, be like the cup 
prepared of death and pain 
to drink as it is Your will. 

- Jesus, don't be afraid 

it was likewise a thunder the voice, which has become 
then a whisper in relief 
The third day from the dead 
You will rise up again!... 

It has vanished Jesus from the Sky 
from the place of Evening Star 

and in the golden, magical circle, near the lighted Citadel 
slowly his shape caught to form 
sweet wonder. 

Chant six 

In this time Mary Magdalene was sitting in the golden 
garden and deeply she was thinking, 
passing by the trees with 
heavy fruits 




surrounded by her young wheelbarrows 

gentle, mild, thoughtful, Mary to Jesus was dreaming. 

All the soil of the forest was covered by warm 
precious stones 

whereon, like in a dream, with the long lap 
of her white dress 

fretting lightly, she was stepping them. 

Her curly hair in wavy veils, has framed her face 
of Virgin Mary 

and her blue eyes seemed two little 
Morning Stars 

which were throwing glittering lights. 

Likewise in a dream 

she surrounded the Golden Citadel and went 
to the magical circle. 

She has laid over a fallen tree trunk 
and was looking dreamy 
at the golden circle. 

When, suddenly, she stepped just in its middle. 

Immediately she has seen herself 
risen in the space, through the stars 
in an enchanting decoration. 

From a star two glittering eyes were holding her 
with their glance, with love and longing. 

- O, probably this is Adonir... 

how the Wiseman has whispered to me sometime 
that I will see him... 

Adonir has tightened in his arms his beautiful Mary 
and in her eyes with love 
he was looking. 

- So fragile and tender, you resemble with white cherry-tree 
flower, and like an angel from the people 

in the way of my life you go out... 

Chant seven 
Tibetan monks 

Were guarding the gates of the monastery 
At the entry and at the exit. 

Arranged wisely 
Four 

At the four opposite entries. 

I was floating through the black space 
Full of brightful dots 
The Sun 



The Moon 

Are foreseen through white pieces of fire. 

I was a star 

With dense breathing 

Scattering itself in thousand of opac particles. 
My soul was speaking to me 
From the deep 

And was whispering about the earth. 


From the waters was embodying Arjuna 
With his skin 
White as the silver. 

Floating majestically on the waters 

In hands with the copper horn 

In his arms 

Painfully 

Full of tenderness 

He is calling me. 

Earh. Endless surfaces of water 
Fish banks 
Swimming sublimely 
In the pure water of aquamarine 


Ridind a white horse at the break of the silvery dawn 
It has shown up Arjuna... 

He was having a silvery armour glittering 
and the smile as the Moon. 

Empress, sweet princess of the blossomed lands 
Of the ripe wheatfiels, 

With heavy, burdened spices... 

Was wanting to take Arjuna as his bride. 


Rising up from the waters 

With his black locks and the skin as the silver 

He seems a sweet apparation 

Whereon it is shown to the girl 

by the gentle wind. 

Whilst The Sun and The Moon 
Embraced are staying over the waters 
Herds of mild deers 
At the edge of waters 
Come to quench their thirst.. 

A kiss, only a kiss 

Has wanted to steal from her the handsome handy 
From the beautiful girl 
from the forest 

With sweet dreamings flowing on her face. 





But the thunder of the sea rages 

And splits out the Sky itself 

And snatches the charming Moon from under 

of the Sun soft wing. 

Arjuna has gone into the world as a wanderer 
With his dream of Adonis... 

He was hoping to catch them the white foam of the sea 
In his arms his beloved 
Tenderly and safely 

Whilst the evening is coming down over the waters 
and slowly is swinging the reed 
And the pale moon among the clouds 
Slowly carries out his Spirit. 

- So fragile and tender, you resemble with white cherry-tree 
flower, and like an angel from the people 
in the way of my life you go out... 


Solilocvii 

The world, the time is going for me backwards 
As forwards 

The Time, The World, The Existence 

Still has miracles to offer me in the past, to unravel the unknowing 
In the time drained backwards 

It is a time of remembrance and of the interpretation 

eternal alive and actual 

Woven on a single evenimensional 

canvas 

That what makes the time elapsed so beautiful 
Is its unicity 

The fact that it cannot be corrected factually 
Anymore 

But interpretatively 

Just now unfolds itself its germinative power 
It is a time of an unique beauty and safety 
The elapsed time 
Offers security 

There is a hermeneutics of the past language 
and of the past action 


There is a metaphysics of remembrance and of 
endowing with sense. 

The future time 
Is uncertain factually 

In it are prolonged all the probable existences 
and it remains the possibility of option 
always opened. 






It is a responsible time. 

A time where in the being will continue to exist 
And to make 

A time opened factually, evenimensionally 
but still not ready interpretatively. 

On the axis past-future 

I move myself in an infinite parable of the existence 
Where in the present time was sometime the future time 
And it will be sometime the past time. 


I can only speak about the past with certainty 
Dressing its action in the dress 
of the metaphor 

Always alive of the consciousness and of language. 


Chant eight 

The psichiatry section 

Darkened worlds drifting away 

In the blue night where from they came out 

I listen to my heart sweet superstition 

Hidden deeply in the ogive of the chest. 

Shadows had been draining 
On the scarred face of spasms and illnesses 
Shadows left from the dead world 
On the path of living ones 

Like big, questioning wings of kingfishers in the sunset 
Have touched his cheek in silent kiss. 

Hideous black shadows 

Have been drained on his pallid and livid face 

Where in the death was digging itself obsessive path 

And a streamer of indicible pains 

Were finding their spring on its crowned forehead. 

Caught between the shadows of today and yesterday 

Where in the death was digging immortal 

black grave. 


Caught between today and yesterday, now and then 
Between there and here 

A metaphysical thought was slowly moving around 

To his body of bones and pots 

Freeing him from the sad carapace 

And his skull seemed opened to the world of here 

Where in his soul has found a path 

To fly away beyond ruthless armors of stone and warp 

Leaving the cavern of the chest wide opened 
To the atrocious world from the deep 
Where in a sepulchral flock, thoughts were moving 
slowly around 






With his eyes large opened over the sunrise 

With foams hanging down by his crumpled lips 

He left the body to the world of now 

Lying down in cemetery of bodies and of lives 

And his soul has flown away towards the imaginary worlds 

Under the moonrays of the eternal dawn 

te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 


Chant nine 

te te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Yoga in Upanishad 
Without you 

I would have carried with me untold 
The myth of my own life 

My life would have been an eternal cocoon in the crystal 
With the wings stuck up. 

The development of the personality 

has made itself in silence, before reading the book. 

Otherwise 

I was having the sensation a while ago 
Overrun by the lightful and darkened figures 
of the deep 

That I have already read books 

certain books 

that I haven't read.... 


so, of instance, it has happened to me 
with the Psychiatric power 
and though, how grateful I was in the end 
That I have read it!... 


The most of all it has impressed me there 
The figure of mirror. 

I have always recognized myself 
In the mirrors offered by the others.... 
and by myself 
Through reflection 

In the deep psychosis where in I had entered 
I was groping like a drowned man 
after the light. 


It's so strange, dear reader, from all the photos 
I have made at the hospital 
At the Emergency Hospital from Petrosani 
only in one I appear with my face being hit 
of a merciless psychosis 

in my hermaphrodite body, where in the andrenaline 
was carried by the fat. 







I was with Gabriel 

the one with the horse in the gallop 

With the ship with the stretched sails and with a dancing 

woman. 

He alone didn't believe me. 

I would have always been a cocoon in crystal 
A man carrying with himself the myth of his own life, untold, 
nor to himself 

A butterfly with the stuck wings. 

I wouldn't have known why the skylines are so red 
What makes the grass thread 
so transparent 

And the leaves to tremble at the frontiere between reality 
and dream, likewise an infinity of eyes 
touching the air 

and from the bodies of the trees thrown to the sky 
stylized , endless columns 


I wouldn't have known 
But I still have kown deeply, undergroundly 
I would have walked happily without knowing why 
On the streets of childhood. 

My happiness and my unhapiness simultaneously 

have irrupted suddenly 

From the Self became a huge cavern. 

and then I had to discover the myth of 

my own life 


The myth of my own life was coming towards me 
from the archetypal figures of the deep 

and I would like to tell you, my reader, that then I have known 
the ecstasy. 

I don't know too well if then, when I have lived it 
or then when I have written about it 
living it again. 

The Art is a sharing with the others of your madness, ecstasy 
an your inner happiness. 


But in the same time the road where in your Self 

Steps right in front of you 

and you can comprise it, to embrace it with your 

glance. 


Chant ten 

The Magician from Oz 
I smile 

Likewise after an interesting family matter. 

I sent my volume 

weighing only 3 kilogrammes and 5 grammes 







with 205 grammes more 

Than I was having when I was born. 

How much concentration 

And how much metaphor is in this empty head 

wihout brain 

an eternal scarecrow 

in the search of the lost realms of childhood, 
te doresc si te iubesc, dragostea mea. 
time 

It's so hard to turn Time out of his 
beat endlessly... 

A star was when it was not seen ... 

I miss your raw love of your chest 
My string 

And the time runs out of the breeze 

Forgotten by himself. I can not look at it anyway 

I wish my son 

And my eyes blink blind 

Stick for moments, days, hours 

And all the holes go up ... 

What I miss 

What I'm gonna die ... 

No matter how I like, I can not watch Time 
It's flowing 

And the clouds pass as long and endless moments 
Over the country .... te iubesc. 

Te doresc 

Bhakti-yoga 


Ceea ce face 

Ca un lucru sa devina cu adevarat valoros 
E universalitatea lui. 


nu fiti provinciali 

nu va impotmoliti in orizonturi stramte 
lasati spritul vostru sa respire 
profunzimea adancurilor, si-a intinderilor. 


Lucian Blaga 

n-ar fi fost niciodata interesant 
ca un simplu taran din Lancram 
a trebuit ca spiritul lui sa nazuiasca 
sa atinga 

profunzimile universalului. 






eu vin mai mult si va spun: intre religii 
nu exista nicio deosebire 

si nici intre culturi. 


urmand vreodata 

calea lui Bhakti-Yoga 

spiritul meu s-a deschis spre legea iubirii 

universale. 


doar ceea ce transcende maruntul 
frivolul 

provincialul, limitatul 

si negura in gandire si-n mentalitate 

ne poate duce 

la izvoarele adevarate ale vietii. 


Doar atingand deplinele noastre potente 
Printr-o crestere si dezvoltare 
continua 

Putem ajunge la ceea ce este imutabil 

neschimbator 

In fiinta noastra. 


doar asa putem ajunge la colectivul 
inscris in lucruri 
in fiinte 

la arhetipurile care preformeaza 
realitatea 

si o fac atat de frumoasa, de nenteleasa 
de transfigurata. 


Doar urmand calea lui Brahma 
Cel cu o mie de fete 
Descoperi faptura singulara 
Din adanc. 


Destinul tineretii mele s-a infaptuit. 
Tanara 








Privind de pe o balustrada 
Trecatorii 


In ploaie, cu umbrele, intr-un oras alb-negru 
Mi s-a revelat dintr-o data 
Coincidenta contrariilor 
si complexio oppositorum. 


desert nesfarsit, cu dune inecate in nisip 

dincolo de care... 

la capatul lor nesfarsit 

intr-un rotund desavarsit, se desfasura 

Marea. 

Doar ajungand la capat, la limita limitei 
Vei putea vedea 

Ca Totul este Una si Una este Totul 

si nu este nimic scindat, dual sau 
nedesavarsit. 

Bhakti-yoga 







The destiny of my youth has fulfilled. 

From a railing of a balcony, in a white and black Bucharest 
On the stoned, moist street, wet of rain 

I was watching the passengers passing by 
With their opened umbrellas 

Likewise some huge flowers, black and white, in the rain. 

Oh, suffering, you, painful of sweet 

In the immense library, my soul had taken its flight 

It had embodied into a fire bird 

Into a nostalgic dragon, with the dreaming 

Flowing over its temples, being born from fire worlds. 

Discrete youngwoman, of a melancholy beauty 

My brain I had burdened 

With the rough buddhist teachings. 

Maybe from here it was coming the inner, 
contemplative beauty 

for it wasn't having anything to do with the frivolity 
and the obscene. 

Standing on that little terrace, with a side view 
I was watching the passengers. 

Suddenly it was revealed to me 

The completitude of the whole, coincidentia oppositorum 
The indestructible unity of Everything. 

By then I didn't know about the complexio oppositorum 
Which, in itself, reunits the same idea. 

That that in the coincidentia oppositorum 
Actually in their unity, stays the divine miracle. 

I was seeing the dunes , arching at the skyline, 
drowned by sand 

The incandescent sun, that was giving birth 
To illusions of the Maya, a Morgana girl 
Glittering hipnotically under the hot rays of the sun, 

An eternal visual illusion. 

Unboundless desert. 

But at its end, at the most limit point, beyond life and even death 
It was stretching the Sea. 

There it was starting the rain. 

In a complete round, like in the intoxicating curvature 
of the eye 

Suddenly it was stretching the Sea. 

Then I understood 

That only living something to its end, with supreme intensity 
And without measures of safety 



I can plunge in the brightful sea of the Self 


I can live the Divinity, through an absolute identification 
Being myself God.. 

The Equality was overwhelming. 

The divinity wasn't a strange body, an abstract idea 
A theological concept 

It was irradiating from tthe self, ike a sun with thousands 
of rays. 

That which was truely overwhelming 

It was the fact that my personality, my Ego, didn't lose its attributes 
Didn't dissolve itself in the numinous 
mass of the divine. 

This identity has followed me later 
It has asked with ferocious love its rights. 

Reading sometime Bhakti-yoga 
I embraced the law of the universal love 

I understood that between religions 

It doesn't exist any difference and nor between 

cultures. 

For that what makes a thing truely valuable 
is its universality. 

Just contemplating the archetypes 
Which preform the reality 
Make it so beautiful, so misunderstood 
So sublime 

In an agony and a mistery of green which embodies 
The imutable essence of he world in a complete 
merging 

You can raise yourself to the perfect stair of the ecstasy and of the 
self-knowledge 

Bhakti-yoga 


Destinul tineretii mele s-a infaptuit. 

De pe o balustrada 

Intr-un Bucuresti alb-negru 

Pe strada pietruita, jilava, uda de ploaie 

Priveam trecatorii 
Treeand 

Cu umbrelele lor deschise 

Ca niste flori uriase, alb-negre, in ploaie. 




suferinta, tu, dureros de dulce 
in biblioteca uriasa 
sufletul meu isi luase zborul 
se intrupase intr-o pasare de foe 
intr-un dragon nostalgic, cu visarea 
curgandu-i pe tample 
nascandu-se din lumi de foe. 


tanara discreta, de o frumusete 
melancolica 

creierul mi-1 impovarasem 
cu asprele invataturi budiste. 


Poate de aici imi venea frumusetea 
Interioara si contemplative 
caci nu avea nimic de-a face 
cu frivolul si obscenul. 


stand pe acea mica terasa 

cu vedere laterala, priveam trecatorii. 

Dintr-o data mi s-a relevat 
Completitudinea intregului., coincidentia 
oppositorum 

Unitatea indestructibila a Totului. 


Pe atunci nu stiam de complexio oppositorum 
Care, in sine, reuneste 
aceeasi idee. 

Aceea ca in coincidenta contrariilor 
Sta miracolul divin. 


vedeam dunele arcuindu-se la orizont 
inecate de nisip 

soarele incandescent, care nastea iluzii 
ale Mayei 

o Fata Morgana lucind hipnotic 

sub razele fierbinti ale soarelui, o eterna 

iluzie vizuala. 









desert nesfarsit. 

Dar la capatul lui, la punctul cel mai 
de limita 

Dincolo de viata, si chiar de moarte 
se intindea Marea. 


Acolo incepea Marea. 

Intr-un rotund desavarsit, ca-n curbura 

ametitoare a ochiului 

Dintr-o data se intindea Marea. 


Atunci am inteles 

Ca numai traind ceva pana la capat 

Cu intensitate suprema 

si fara supape de siguranta 

pot sa plonjez in marea luminoasa 

a Sinelui 

pot trai Divinitatea 
printr-o identificare absoluta 
fiind eu insami Dumnezeu. 


Egalitatea era covarsitoare. 

Divinitatea nu era un corp strain, o idee 
abstracta 

Un concept teologic. 

Ea iradia din sine 

Ca un soare cu mii de raze. 


Ceea ce era cu adevarat coplesitor 
Era faptul ca personalitatea mea 
Eu-1 meu 

Nu-si pierduse atributele 

Nu se dizolvase in masa numinoasa 

A divinului. 


aceasta identitate 
m-a urmarit mai tarziu 
si-a cerut cu feroce dragoste 
drepturile. 


Citind vreodata Bhakti-yoga 








Am imbratisat legea iubirii 
universale. 


am inteles ca intre religii 
nu exista nicio deosebire 
si nici intre culturi. 


caci ceea ce face un lucru cu adevarat 
valoros e universalitatea lui. 

Doar contempland 

Arhetipurile care preformeaza realitatea 
O fac atat de frumoasa, de nenteleasa 
De sublima 

Intr-o agonie si-un mister al verdelui 
Care imbraca 
Esenta imutabila a lumii 
Intr-o deplina contopire 

Te poti ridica la treapta desavarsita 
A extazului 

si a cunoasterii de Sine. 


Victor, puiul meu dulce 

Sotul meu iubit, Victor, te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Bhakti-yoga 





That what makes that a thing to become truely valuable 
is its universality. 

Don't be provincial 

Don't slutter in narrow skylines. 

Let your spirit to breath the deep of the dephts, 
and of the coverings.. 

Maybe Lucian Blaga 

wouldn't have ever been interesting like a simple 
peasant from Lancram 



it was needed that his spirit to touch the dephts of the 
universality. 

But I tell you more than that: 

His spirit could have been even then to touch the depths of the universality 

For what it really counts 

It's the profoundness of the spirit. 


It is about here simply 

By the coincidentia of oppositorum, by simple things, 
even so complicated 

By litle things, simple things, even if so complex. 
Simplity in complexity, and complexity in 
simplity. 


I tell you more than that:between religions 
It doesn't exist any difference - 
For whom has touched the Enlightment - 
And nor between cultures. 


following sometime Bhakti-Yoga path 
my spirit has opened to the law of universal love. 

Just that what trancends the pettyfulness, the frivolity, 

the provinciality, the limited 

and the fogg in thinking and in mentality 

can lead us 

to the true springs of life. 

Only touching our full potencies, through a continue 
growing and development 
we can reach to that what is immutable 
and unchangeable in our being. 

only this way we can reach to the collective encrypted 
in things , in living beings 

to the archetypes which are preforming the reality 
and make it so beautiful, so misunderstood 
so transfigured. 


Only following the way of Brahma 

the One with a thousand of faces 

you discover the singular person from the deep. 

The destiny of my youth has fulfilled. 

Watching from a railing of a terrace, in a library 
The passengers, in rain, with umbrellas 
In a white and black city, has revealed to me, suddenly 
Coincidentia oppositorum and the complexio 
oppositorum. 

unboundless desert, with dunes drowned in sand 
beyond of... 







at their endless extremity 

in a complete roundness, it was unfolding the Sea. 

Just arriving at the end, at the limit of limit 
you will be able to see 

that Everything is One and One is Everything 

and it isn't anything split, dual, or non-complete. 

te iubesc; Victor, Puiull meu. 

Te doresc, Te iubesc, dulcele meu. 

Dulcele meu sot, Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dragostea mea. 
Bliss 

Paseam ganditoare printre macii campului 
Printre spice inalte de grau... 

Gandul imi zbura fara sa stiu 

Spre navalnicul, tumultuosul serpuit rau... 


Gandul imi zbura fara incetare 
Spre navalnica, tumutuoasa,innegurata mare... 
Scuturandu-si talazurile 
Vene arupand zagazurile... 


Paseam ganditoare printre macii campului 
Printre spice inalte de grau... 

Gandul imi zbura fara sa stiu 

Spre navalnicul, tumultuosul serpuit rau... 


Era cald. Era soare. Primavara era in flaore. 

Ma indrept spre copacul inflorit din marginea campiei 
Furnicile ieseau in siruri drepte 
Brazdand marginea neagra a glei. 

... Gandul imi zbura fara incetare 
Spre navalnica, tumutuoasa,innegurata mare... 
Scuturandu-si talazurile 
Venea rupand zagazurile... 


Tree pe sub bolta de piatra 

Dintr-o data fericita, dintr-o data singura 


Tineri tree vorbind 



E o usoara rumoare aici 

.... si femei blonde imbracate de vara 

domni in varsta imbracati sportiv, elegant 

cu cafeaua in mana 

ma-ndrept spre iesire 

din mica rotonda 

din coridorul inalt de piatra. 

Acoperit cu plante perene. 


afara fumez cu-o voluptate 

nemaiintalnita 

sorbind din cafeaua ristretto 

cu un gust adevarat de cafea 

nu de orz 


astazi 

vad dintr-o data amanuntele, familiare, obisnuite 
de rand 

caldura de sfarsit de mai 
natura e in floare 


pasesc pe-o mica cararuie 
prin iarba grasa 

plina pana la refuz cu florile campului si mici 
vietati 


era prima mea zi afara. 

La dreapta mea 
Pe o mica colina 

Se inalta un arbore falnic, batran, maiestuos, inflorit. 


ca atrasa de un magnet 

ma indrept spre el. ma asez sub el si privesc 

natura. 


Era o magnolie uriasa? 
O azalee?... 







Era desigur un arbore mediteranean 
Parfumat si onctuos 
Mirific de viu, cu crengi bogate 
Aplecandu-se spre pamant. 

Cerul era senin. 

Verdeata lucea imateriala, fosnind 

Era un apogeu al verdelui si un delir al frumusetii. 


Eu insami eram deliranta 
De o luciditate absoluta 
De-o sanatate ubicua si omniprezenta 
Ca frumusetea verdelui. 


iesind din Timp 
pe poarta stramta-a clipei 
am trait identificarea mea absoluta 
cu idolul vietii mele. 


vedeti 

eram un bolnav fericit 
cel mai deplin 
si absolut 


si ziua aceea era o poarta in Timp 
spre fericire. 

Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 


si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 








Ma-ntorc tacut pe drum 

...Zarea-i in scrum si oriontul se-neaca-n fum.... 
mi-ajung din urma umbra pasul 
...in zanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult... 
Pe tine doar nu te gasesc... 

Maci sangerii isi deschid priviri obosite 

Peste lumi pierute, peste lumi regasite 

Ca fragezii striopi crescuti din aceeasi samanta 

Din aceeasi tulpina 

Cautamd cu betie drumul spre lumina 

Valtorit intr- arte si alta, cunoscu extazul 
Extazul mortii pe cruce. 

Isi dadu duhul in bratele multimii infricosate 
Printre siruri de morti si de vii 
Inte cei trecuti, cei prezenti si cei transcendenti 
Intre saxru si profan. 

Valuri de crzime agita multimea 
Am ielst devorata din bratele lor 
Trupul meu fu devorat pe data de salbaticiuni 
si sufletul se inalta in calda lumina a eternitatii. 


Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, iubirea mea. 

My sweet husband, I love you and I wish you, Victor, my love. 
Bliss 

I wandered thoughtfully through the fields 
Among the tall wheat spices ... 

The thought flew away without knowing 
To the innkeeper, the tumultuous river snaking ... 


The thought flew to me endlessly 

Towards the swallow, the tumultuous, the great blackened ... 



Shaking his shoes 

They come blowing the dregs ... 


I wandered thoughtfully through the fields 
Among the tall wheat spices ... 

The thought flew away without knowing 
To the innkeeper, the tumultuous river snaking ... 


It was hot. It was sunny. Spring was in bloom. 

I'm heading for the flowering tree on the edge of the plain 
The ants came out in a straight line 
Fingering the black edge of the glaze. 

... The thought flew to me incessantly 

Towards the swallow, the tumultuous, the great blackened . 

Shaking his shoes 

It was breaking the bumps ... 


I pass under the stone vault 
Suddenly happy, all of a sudden 

Young people talk 

It's a little rumor here 

.... and blonde women dressed in summer 

elderly gentlemen dressed sporty, elegant 

with coffee in hand 

I'm heading to the exit 

from the small roundabout 

from the high stone corridor. 

Covered with perennials. 


outside I smoke with a lust 
unmatched 

sipping from the Ristretto coffee 
with a real taste of coffee 
not barley 


today 

I suddenly see the familiar, familiar details 

common 

May end heat 




nature is in bloom 


I walk on a small cart 
through the fat grass 

full to the brim with flowers of the field and small 
creatures 


it was my first day out. 

To my right 
On a small hill 

A tall, tall, majestic, flowering tree rose. 


as drawn by a magnet 

I'm heading towards him. I sit under him and look at him 
the nature. 

Was it a huge magnolia? 

The azaleas? ... 


It was of course a Mediterranean tree 
Scented and creamy 
Wonderful of alive, with rich branches 
Leaning down to the ground. 

The sky was clear. 

The green glitter was immaterial, cracking 

It was a peak of the green and a delirium of beauty. 


I myself was delusional 
An absolute lucidity 
Of ubiquitous and ubiquitous health 
Like the beauty of green. 


coming out of Time 

on the narrow gate of the moment 









I lived my absolute identification 
with the idol of my life. 


see 

I was a happy patient 
the fullest 
and absolutely 


and that day was a gate in Time 
for happiness. 

The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Toiotule an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


I'll be back on the road silently 

... It is in the ash and the orion is drowned in smoke. 

I can finally shadow my step 

...in the distance of the green as the wind whistles as I listen . 
I just don't find you ... 

The poppy bloods open their tired eyes 

Over lost worlds, over found worlds 

Like stripped strawberries grown from the same seed 

From the same strain 

I'm looking for the road to light with drunkenness 

Traveled in art and other, he knew the ecstasy 
The ecstasy of death on the cross. 

He gave his spirit into the arms of the frightened crowd 
Among the strings of the dead and the living 
They are the past, the present and the transcendent 
Between sax and profane. 

Waves of crunch stir the crowd 

I was devoured by their arms 

My body was devoured by the feasts 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 





I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, Victor, my love. 

Te iubesc, Alin, uiul meu, Dulcele meu. 

Blossomed flowers oflots... 


Peste tot in visul meu lucid 
Insecte-uriase mancand de dulce 
Pe neted Pamant negru pe care Ceru-si duce 
Greul si usuratatea propriei vesnicii... 

Michele cohort in goana scarile 

Apoi se rezema serios de balsutrada de inox 

Cu fundul rotund ingust sprijinit 

De barele scanteietoare in soarele de martie. 

Picioareel elui erau interesante vazute din spate 
Parea ca este unul singur, unul fund acoperit 
De barele rotunde de metal 
Ce coborau in pamant. 

Cathy!... strigael, in timp ce o fata trecea 
Ganditoare cu capu-n pamant. 

Michele!... exclama ea parca obosita,lasandu-se sa cada 
Pe bancutavisinie 
Din micyl parculet 

Cu brazi albi, ornamentali, ca niste copii 
Zambareti 

Cu zametul intepator. 

Apoi se ridica agale si prni spre el. 

Micele ii sprijini capul obsoit de pieptul lui 
In vreme ce ii murmura soapte de-amor. 

Dintr-o fata, fata incepu sa planga. 

Alangea cu sughituri, soptind printre suspine: 

Ce dor mi-a fost de tine!... nespus de dor!... 

stiu, dragotea mea, spuse el cu impacare,, cu tandrete 

stiu, dragsostea mea, si mie mi-a fost dor... 



Apoi o lua in bratele lui albe, rotunde ca laptele 

si roz ca flaorea d cires 

si os transe puternic la pieptul lui. 

Buzele lor se unira in sarutari fara de numar 
Buzele lui rosiiOroz de descisera ca doua flori dlotus 
Nespus de frumoase , de gratioase si de gingase 
s-i soarba sufletul viata di ea 
si sa i-o dea in schimb pe-a sa. 

Saruturi glasuri dau duiaoselor misterioase 
Strapunse de volupoasa calda miere 
Ce curgea in gurile lor aprinse 
C douavite de vie 

Ca doi faguri uriasi galbeni si parfumati de miere. 

Peste tot in visul meu lucid 
Insecte-uriase mancand de dulce 
Pe neted Pamant negru pe care Ceru-si duce 
Greul si usuratatea propriei vesnicii... 

Michele cobori in goana scarile 

Apoi se rezema serios de balsutrada de inox 

Cu fundul rotund ingust sprijinit 

De barele scanteietoare in soarele de martie. 

Picioareel elui erau interesante vazute din spate 
Parea ca este unul singur, unul fund acoperit 
De barele rotunde de metal 
Ce coborau in pamant. 

Cathy!... strigael, in timp ce o fata trecea 
Ganditoare cu capu-n pamant. 

Michele!... exclama ea parca obosita,lasandu-se sa cada 
Pe bancutavisinie 
Din micyl parculet 

Cu brazi albi, ornamentali, ca niste copii 
Zambareti 

Cu zametul intepator. 

Apoi se ridica agale si prni spre el. 

Micele ii sprijini capul obsoit de pieptul lui 
In vreme ce ii murmura soapte de-amor. 

Saruturi glasuri dau duiaoselor misterioase 
Strapunse de volupoasa calda miere 
Ce curgea in gurile lor aprinse cu putere... 

C douavite de vie 

Ca doi faguri uriasi galbeni si parfumati de miere. 

si in acelmoment, Victor o atase la piptul lui, 
sarutandu-i ussor parul din crstet. 

Saruturi dau duioaselor mistere 



Patrunse de calda, inmiresmata miere 

Cu care curg pe buze, pe obraz 

Strapunsede 1 dimine tii usure, plin de diamnte gaz. 

Ce dor mi-a fost de tine!... 
murmura ea la piepul lui 
Inecandu-sein sughituri si suspine. 

stiu, dragostea mea, stiu... 

spuse el cu tandretse, bland tinandOo la pieptul ui. 

simie, drgostea mea, nespus... 

spuse el imopcat, bland, strangand-o la piept. 

Te-am cauta peste tot, 

la berarie, la Universitate 

Te-am asteptat acasa langa tufa de trndafiri roz 

Asteptand sa apari cu hainele albite de fulger 

Am batu la tine la us 

pe Aleea trandafirilor... 

stiu, dragostea mea, stiu, ofta el... 
apoi pomira incet tinandu-se de mana. 

In curand ajunsera in no.5 Avenue 

si yrcara in apartamentul lui spatios,oprindu-se in living room. 

Soarele de amiaza, de iunie tarziu, 
scapatase de ceva reme de dupa-amiaza, 
si primele umbreale inserarii 

se prelingau in camera. Victor adormise, culcat pe mica canape, 
cu Catherine langa el, 

si cu vantul intrat pe geanul deschis rasfirandu-i 
buclele castanii-blonde, suvitele pe gat. 

Buzele lui ca doi nuferi imbobociti, 

semanand cumva cu buzelelui Alain,erau destinse intr-un suras copilaresc... 

Incercand sa-si facaloc, sa stea mai bine, 
cathy se pomeni cu capul lui bind in brate.. 
cuprinsa de un impuls neasteptat, se apleca si-i saruta 
buzele lui invoalte, dulci, dulci, 

in timp ce el o cuprine pe dupa cap, si -o trse spre sine. 

Facura dragoste, si seara cobora cu cercurile ei de uumbra si racore, 
se intndea ca niste raze tremuratoare 
de intuneric in odaie... 


Michel adormise, fangurind ca un ciopil, 

in somn, si Cathy rpmasese cu privirea atintita in sus. 

Simtea, stia ca Victor nu plecase, 

ca era acolo, desie era in coltul opus al camerei. 

Deodata i sopti: 

- Victor!... 

- Da, sopti si el, venind langp ea, si luandu-i o mana 
in mainile sale. 

-Saruta-ma, dulcele emu puisor, 

Michel doarme... 



Victor se baga langa ea in patsi-o imbrasisa cu putere, 
lipind-o de ine. 

Apoi facura dragoste frenetic, ca doi posedati 
de deminul insasiabil al amirului. 

La sfarsit, ajunsi in culmea amotului lui tulbure si frebetic, 
rpmasera trseltand, nauvi, minute in sir... 

Cathhy ramase incordata, destinzandu-se incet, incet, 
sub corpul lui subtire, cald, lipit de al ei, 
ci ochii in pchii lui, care luceau slab, 
a doua lacrimi rupte din azurul cerului: 

- Asa incepe, c intr-un vis, puiul meu, dragostea mea, dulceata mea... 
mai sopti ea, cu vocea pierzandu-se 

in aerul de martie primavaratic, ploios care navala 
in camera cu putere. 

- Navamalika.... sopti el tulburat 

lasandu-se pe pieptul ei si sarutandu-i sanii. Dragostea mea... 

Afara ploaia batea in zabrelele geamului, 
pornindu-se ca un vifor intunecat si impratiindu-si 
stropii in camera.’’Catherine,, dragostea mea... ” ” 

Victor...”, sopti ea, inconjurandu-1 cu bratele 
si tragandu-1 spre ea. Umbrele se intinsesera mari peste tot, 
si el isi imbraca jeansii lui catifelati, carese mulau 
pe picioarele lui zvelte. 

- Navamalika!.... 


Ramase zacand peste ea... 

si simtea ca intra intr-un tunel vertiginos, tunelul de lumina, 
tune lui oranj. 

Se uita inca o data buimac la ea, apoi se pierdu 
in oceanul de liniste si pace care-i invada mintea, corpul. 

Se simtea tras vertiginos in sus, 

poate intr-o noua viata, poate in moarte, n-avea de unde sti... 
Sufletul lui plutea printre particulele de praf 
scanteietor ale spatiului, spre o destinatie 
necunoscuta... 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu Dulce Michele, te doresc, Dorit Puisor 
Michele ... 

All over my lucid dream 

Huge insects eating sweet 

On the smooth black Earth that Heaven takes 

The difficulty and ease of one's eternity ... 

Michele ran down the stairs 

Then it is seriously supported by the stainless steel baler 
With narrow round bottom supported 
By the sparkling bars in the March sun. 

His legs were interesting to see from behind 
It seemed to be one, one being covered 
Round metal bars 




What they were down to the ground. 

Cathy! ... she screamed as a girl passed by 
Thinking with his head on the ground. 

Michele! ... she exclaimed, feeling tired, letting herself fall 
On the violet bench 
From the little park 

With white, ornamental fir trees, like children 
smiling 

With a stinging smile. 

Then he got up and grabbed for him. 

The little boy rested his tired head on his chest 
As he whispered out of love. 

From a girl, the girl started to cry. 

She waved with hints, whispering between sighs: 

What I missed was you! ... especially longing! ... 

I know, my love, he said, with tenderness 
I know, my sweetheart, and I missed ... 

Then he took it in his white arms, round like milk 
and pink as the cherry blossom 
and bone clung tightly to his chest. 

Their lips joined in numberless kisses 

FTis red lips had descended like two lotus flowers 

Not especially beautiful, graceful and kind 

the soul of her life is lost 

and give him his own instead. 

Kissing voices give mysterious duos 
Fie pierced the hot honey voluptuously 
What was flowing in their mouths 
As vines 

Like two giant honeycombs, yellow and 
scented with honey. 

All over my lucid dream 

Fluge insects eating sweet 

On the smooth black Earth that Fleaven takes 

The difficulty and ease of one's eternity ... 

Michele ran down the stairs 

Then it is seriously supported by the stainless steel baler 
With narrow round bottom supported 
By the sparkling bars in the March sun. 

FTis legs were interesting to see from behind 
It seemed to be one, one being covered 
Round metal bars 

What they were down to the ground. 



Cathy! ... she screamed as a girl passed by 
Thinking with his head on the ground. 

Michele! ... she exclaimed, feeling tired, letting herself fall 
On the violet bench 
From the little park 

With white, ornamental fir trees, like children 
smiling 

With a stinging smile. 

Then he got up and grabbed for him. 

The little boy rested his tired head on his chest 
As he whispered out of love. 

Kissing voices give mysterious duos 

He pierced the hot honey voluptuously 

What was flowing in their mouths lit with power ... 

As vines 

Like two giant honeycombs, yellow and 
scented with honey. 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea 

and at that moment, Victor attached it to his face, 
gently kissing her curly hair. 

Kisses give sweet mysteries 
She got warm, the sweet honey 
With which flow on the lips, on the cheek 
He pierced it lightly, full of gas diamonds. 

I missed you so much!... 
she murmured to his chest 
Drowning in sighs and sighs. 

I know, my love, I know ... 

he said softly, gently holding his chest, 
chemistry, my love, especially ... 
he said softly, tightening her chest. 

I was looking for you everywhere, 
at the brewery, at the University 
I was waiting for you at the house near the rose bush 
Waiting for you to appear in lightning-white clothes 
I knocked on the door 
of the Roses Alley ... 

I know, my love, I know, he sighs ... 
then they started slowly by holding hands. 

Soon they had reached No.5 Avenue 

and they walked into his spacious apartment, stopping in the living room. 


The midday sun, late June, 

had escaped some afternoon rhymes, and the first shadows 
of the twilight crept into the room. 

Victor had fallen asleep, lying on the small couch, 

with Catherine next to him, and with the wind coming into the open eyelash, 



brushing his chestnut-blonde curls, 

the splashes on his neck. His lips, like two watered-down water lilies, 
resembling Alain's lip were destined 
for a childish smile. 

Trying to do his best, to stay better, 

Cathy stood with his gentle head in his arms ... 
grasped by an unexpected impulse, 
he leaned down and kissed his soft, sweet, sweet lips, 
as he embraced her head, and pulled it to himself. 

There was love, and the evening descended 

with her circles of shadow and coolness, spread like trembling rays 
of darkness in the room. 

Michel had fallen asleep, grinning like a child in his sleep, 

and Cathy had remained with the glance riveted upward. He felt, he knew 

that Vicor had not left, that he was there, 

though he was in the opposite corner of the room. 

Suddenly she whispered: 

- Victor! ... 

"Yes," he whispered, coming to her side, taking her hand in his hands. 

- Kiss me, my sweet chick, Michel sleeps ... 

Victor leaned close to her tightly, hugging her tightly. 

Then they frantically made love, 

like two possessed by the insatiable demon of love. 

At the end, at the peak of their turbulent and feverish love, 
they remained twinkling repeatedly, bewildered, 
minutes in a row ... 

Cathhy remained tense, slowly, slowly, beneath his thin, 

warm body, clinging to hers, with her eyes in his eyes, glittering low, 

of two tears broken from the azure sky: 

- This is how it begins, in a dream, 

my baby, my love, my sweetness ... she whispered, her voice 
losing its air in the spring of March, rainy 
as it roamed the room with power... 

- Navamalika ... he whispered disturbingly, 

leaning on her chest and kissing her breasts. My love... 

Outside the rain 

was pounding on the windows, 

starting like a dark ephemeral and spreading splashes in the room. 

"Catherine, my love ... "" Victor ... " 

she whispered, wrapping her arms around him 

and pulling him towards her. The shadows had spread wide everywhere, 

and he gets dressed his soft jeans, 

which were smoothing on his slender legs. 

- Navamalika! .... 

He was lying on top of her ... 

and he felt that he was entering a dizzying tunnel, 

the light tunnel, the orange tunnel. 

He looked at her once more, then lost himself 

in the ocean of peace and quiet that invaded his mind, his body. 

He looked again dunderhead at her, 



then he lost in the ocean of silence and peace which was invading 
his mind, his body. 

He felt pulled vertiginously upward, 

maybe in a new life, maybe in death, he had nowhere to know ... 
His soul was floating among the sparkling dust particles 
of space, to an unknown 
destination ... 

Victor, puiul meu, Te iubesc, dulceata mea, dragostea mea. 
Brahma cel cu o mie de chipuri 


In seara aceea, dupa ani de zile, scriam in jurnalul meu 
Cu coperte negre 

Despre acea infricosatoare intamplare 
Perduta, in a copilariei departata zare.. 

Retraind-o, intrun fel. Era o vizune groresca si stranie. 
Infricosptoare, de n-ar fi fost inzestrata 
cu numnozitate extrema. 

Din adancuri ma chema Brahma cel cu o infinitate 
De chipuri, ca o dulce si bizara anatema. 

Era seara. Noapte afara. Sufletul ma durea ca o ghiara. 

Mana dreapta era neputincioasa sa se tranga 

si-atunci am scris 

la flacara palida de la lumanare 

cu unghiile angelice de la mana stanga. 

Neajutat nici de puterile taurului, leului si vulturului 
Care lucrau imprejurul lui Marcu, Petru 
si loan. 

In jural meu se aflau spiritele celeste 
Nascuie pe inecarea cirezilor agreste 
Dand nastere in grupurile apei 
La un joc secund, mai ordonat, mai pur... 

Brahma cel cu o mie de fete isi misca chipurile 
cu-o repeziciune uimitoare 
In mine 

Ma chema in adancuri dintre franzele vitei de vie 
De struguri negre pline. 

Ma tragea la sine ca o bulboana, vartej, furtuna, 
fulger,tornada, maree, care se intoarce in sine 
Printre ploi tacute, divine 
De dorul eternitatii, al nemuririi pline. 

Simteam o forta cum ma trage-n sine.... 

tot mai adanc tot maiui vertiginos 

Brahma cel cu o mie de fete isi schimba chipurile 

cu-o repeziciune uimitoare 

In mine 

Ma chema in adancuri dintre franzele vitei de vie 



De struguri negre pline. 

Era o nebunie crunta si profunda, aanca 
De-o luciditate absoluta, visanda 
Precum e taria clontului de stanca 
Precum e marea unde e adanca. 

Era o nebunie, ce nu excludea deplina intelegere, acceptare 
Cunoastere absoluta, profunda 
Precum e taria lespedei de stanca 
Precum e marea unde e adanca. 

Eram precum lumina imprasiata de o lumanare 
Ce face noaptea mai adanca, mai cuprinzatoare 
Ubicua si omnoprezenta 
Puternicasi omnipotenta, abstracts 
si in mai multe locuri deodata. 

Brahma cel cu o mie de fete isi chema lumina in mine 

Drumul spre constiinta 

Spre a me a fiinta 

Pe care o voia drept jertfire. 

Simteam o forta cum ma trage-n sine.... 

tot mai adanc, tot maiui vertiginos 

Brahma cel cu o mie de fete isi schimba chipurile 

cu-o repeziciune uimitoare 

In mine 

Ma chema in adancuri dintre frunzele vitei de vie 

De struguri negre pline 

0 zeitate blanda si infricosatoare 

Neagra, abisala, cutremuratoare 

Precum e marea cea adanca 

Precum e taria lespedei de stanca. 

Tacerea-i grava linistita, calup 
de miere-nmiresmat 
Varsandu-se 

ca amfora limpede in seara 
Cu adancimi reverberate in ape 
limpezi si rotunde 

Din sinele ce-n calme unde, n-natura 
rosie 

s-a revarsat. 


Pe sub magnolii calde-n fum 
si sub mirosul de femeie 
pur si curat, de nimfa verde 
in ape roz 
de-un alb imaculat 
ii cercuiesc fruntea in ganduri. 


natura verde, lucind alba in soare 
sub sarutarea razelor 
fierbinti 





sau stralucirea razelor lunare 
se unduieste, purtat de gandul 
mi tic. 


suras de multumire este Viata 
eterna 

ca o curgere de ape 

din care bei,vrajit de-a ei nastrapa 

surasul mortii imbinat 

cu viata. 


vrajit de lunecarea inceata 

a soarelui pe bolta 

pierdut in gandul mitic,ca-n amfora 

de pret, ti-ai revarsat trupul 

semet 

pe stand incercuit de apa. 


visarea dulce prinse al tau suflet 
eliberat de sub asprimea 
agonica-a ascezei 
n-taramuri mute de contemplatie 
sublima. 


tacute, flori de magnolii 
cadeau incet in iarba 
si cararui-si sapau prin iarba grasa 
siraguri de furnici prin neaua 
alba. 


incremenit surasul in Clipa 
cea de veci 

ce se uni in agonie cu-infinitul 
si-n care inceputul, printre spatii reci 
imbratisa cu aripi moi 
sfarsitul. 


o, nu vedeti ca-n Clipa 
cea eterna 

s-a strans toata dumnezeirea 
si-n fiecare clipa care moare, fosneste 
cu un gand suprem Iubirea 
de care-i plina Viata, Firea?... 


tacute, flori de magnolii 
cadeau incet in iarba 
si cararui-si sapau prin iarba grasa 
siraguri de furnici prin neaua 
alba. 


incremenit surasul in Clipa 
cea de veci 

ce se uni in agonie cu-infinitul 











si-n care inceputul, printre spatii reci 

imbratisa cu aripi moi 

sfarsitul. 

te iubesc, Victor, copilul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 

Brahma the one with thousand faces 

That evening, after many years, I was writing in my journal 

With black covers 

About that frightening happening 

Lost, in the childhood distant murmuring sight. 

Living it again, in a way... It was a strange, grotesque vision 
Frightful, if it wouldn’t be endowed with 
Extreme numinosity. 

From the depths it was calling me the Brahma the one with a thousand faces 
Likewise a soft, gentle and bizarre anathema. 

It was night. Dark outside. My soul was hurting me like a claw 
The right hand was helpless to gather itself 
And then I wrote 

With the demoniac nail from the left hand. 

Not helped neither by the powers of the bull, the lion and the eagle 
Which were working around Mark, Peter 
And John 

I was writing alone. 

Around me they were the celestial spirits 
Born on the drowning of the aggressive herds 
Giving birth in the groups of water 
To a second game, more ordered and more pure. 

Brahma the one with a thousand faces was moving his shapes 
With amazing fastness 
In myself 

He was calling in the depths, from the leaves of the grape-yard 
Of the black grapes full. 

He was pulling me to himself like a whirlpool, vortex, storm, lightning, tornado 

Black tide which returns in itself 

Through silent rains in myself 

Of the longing of eternity, of immortality full 

I was feeling as how a force is dragging in the self... deeper and deeper 
And vertiginous 
With an amazing fastness 
In myself 

He was calling me into the depths from the leaves of the vineyard 
Of the black grape full. 

It was a cruel madness and deep, profound 
Of an absolute, profound lucidity 
As it is the strength of the sharp top rock 
As it is the sea water where is more deep. 



It was a madness, which didn’t exclude the true understanding, acceptance 
The absolute, deep knowledge 
As it is the strength of the stainless steel 
As it is the sea water where it is more deep. 

I was likewise the trembling light of a candle 
Which makes the night more deep and more profound 
Ubiquitous and omnipresent 

Strong and omnipotent, abstract and in more places at the same time. 

The Brahma with a thousand faces was calling to himself the light in me 
The path to the consciousness 
To my being 

Where on he wanted as a sacrifice. 

I was feeling as how a force is dragging in the self... deeper and deeper 
And vertiginous 
With an amazing fastness 
In myself 

He was calling me into the depths from the leaves of the vineyard 
Of the black grape full. 

A soft, gentle deity, and frightful 
Black, abyssal, earthshaking 

Likewise it is the sea water where is more profound 
As it is the strength of the sharp stone edge. 

Puiul meu, te doresc si te iubesc, Victor 
Siddharta 

(The Euthanasius Isle) 

His grave, stillness silence, last of odoured honey 
Flowing like limpid amphora in night 
With dephts reverberated in brightful, round waters 
From the self which in calm waves, in the red nature 
Flowed itself. 


Underneath warm magnolia in smoke 
and the scent 

of young woman, pure and clear, of green mermaid 

in rosy waters , of an immaculate white 

The depths are circling his forehead lost in thoughts. 


Green nature, sparkling whitely in the sun 

Under the kiss of warm and goldy rays 

or the glittering of moonrays 

It's undulating, carried out by the mythical thought. 

A smile of gratefulness is Fife 
eternal, like a water flowing 

From which you are drinking, charmed by its clay pitcher 
the smile of death merged with life. 

enchanted by the slowly slipping of the sun 





on starry arch 

Lost in the mythical thought, like in the precious 
amphora, you flowed down your magnificent body 
on rocks surrounded by pure water. 

.silently, magnolia flowers 
were falling slowly in the grass 

and long, narrow paths were digging in the green grass 
strings of ants through the white snow. 

Frozen your smile in the Eternal moment 
which was united in the agony with the infinite 
and in which the beginning, through cold spaces 
embraced with soft long wings the end. 


O, don't you see that in Eternal moment 
has gathered all the divinity 

and in every moment which passes away, is fretting 
With a supreme thought the Love 
of which is full the Life and Nature?... 


.silently, magnolia flowers 
were falling slowly in the grass 

and long, narrow paths were digging in the greeen grass 
strings of ants through the white snow. 


Frozen your smile in the Eternal moment 
which was united in the agony with the infinite 
and in which the beginning, through cold spaces 
embraced with soft long wings the end. 

Te iubesc, dulceata mea, puiul meu. 

Translate: Natalia Galatan 

Brahma the one with a thousand faces 

That night, after years, I was writing in my journal 
With black covers 
About that scary incident 
Lost in distant childhood. 

Withdrawing her, in a way. It was a strange and strange sight. 
Scary, it would not have been endowed with extreme numbness. 
From the deep I was called Brahma the one with infinity 
Of faces, like a sweet and bizarre anathema. 

It was evening. Night out. My soul ached like a pebble. 

Her right hand was powerless to hold on 

and then I wrote 

with the nails on the left hand. 

Not helped by the powers of the bull, the lion or the eagle 
They were working around Mark, Peter 
and John. 






Around me were the heavenly spirits 

He was born on the drowning of rustic cherries 

Giving birth to water groups 

In a second game, more orderly, more pure ... 

The one with a thousand faces brahma moved their faces 
with an amazing speed 
In me 

He called me into the depths of the vine leaves 
Of full black jeans. 

She was pulling at me like a bulb, whirlpool, gyrus, lightning, tornado 
Tides, which is returning itself 
In the silent rain, inside me 
From longing, to full mourning. 

I felt a force as it pulls on itself.... I still carry the dizzy meadow 
Brahma with a thousand faces changes their faces 
with an amazing speed 
In me 

He called me into the depths of the vine leaves 
Of full black jeans. 

It was a crazy and petty madness, too 
An absolute, profound lucidity 
Like the age of the rock clone 
It's like the sea where it's deep. 

It was crazy, which did not exclude the full understanding of acceptance 
Absolute, deep knowledge 
Like the age of the rock clone 
It's like the sea where it's deep. 

I was like the light scattered by a candle 
What makes the night deeper, deeper 
Ubiquitous and ubiquitous 

Powerful and omnipotent, abstract and in many places at once. 

Brahma with a thousand faces and called the light within me 
The road to consciousness 
To my being 

He wanted it as a sacrifice. 

I felt a force as it pulls on itself.... I still carry the dizzy meadow 
Brahma with a thousand faces changes their faces 
with an amazing speed 
In me 

He called me into the depths of the vine leaves 

Of full black jeans 

A gentle and frightening deity 

Black, abyssal, earthquake 

It's like the deep sea 

It's like the strength of a cliff. 



Silence is seriously quiet, I call 
of honey-nmiresmat 
Spilling 

as a clear amphora in the evening 
With depths reverberating in the water 
clear and round 

From the calm self, where the nature 
Red 

it overflowed. 


Underneath the hot magnolias in smoke 

and under the smell of a woman 

pure and clean, green nymph 

in pink waters 

of an immaculate white 

I rub his forehead in his thoughts. 


green in nature, glowing white in the sun 

under the kiss of the rays 

hot 

or the radiance of the lunar rays 
it wobbles, worn by the thought 
mythical. 


a smile of contentment is Life 
eternal 

like a stream of water 

of which you drink, enchanted by her granddaughter 
the smile of death combined 
with life. 

charmed by the slow dawn 
of the sun on the vault 

lost in the mythical thought, as in the amphorae 

for price, you poured your body 

haughtily 

on the rocks surrounded by water. 


the sweet dream caught your soul 
released from the harshness 
agonies of the ascetic 
no silent realms of contemplation 
sublime. 


silent, magnolia flowers 

they were slowly falling into the grass 

and they were digging through the fat grass 

ants' turns through the snow 

White. 


The smile stopped in Clipa 
that of forever 

what unites in agony with the infinite 









and in which the beginning, among cold spaces 

hug with soft wings 

end. 


oh, you don't see that in the clip 

the eternal one 

all the deity was gathered 

and every moment he dies, he snorts 

with a supreme thought Love 

which is full of Life, Nature? ... 


silent, magnolia flowers 

they were slowly falling into the grass 

and they were digging through the fat grass 

ants' turns through the snow 

White. 


The smile stopped in Clipa 
that of forever 

what unites in agony with the infinite 

and in which the beginning, among cold spaces 

hug with soft wings 

end. 

Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 
Te iubesc, dulcele meu Victor, puiul meu. 

Te iiubesc, Puiul meu Vicor, Carl, Tudor, Alin, Andrei, Mihai, Victior. 
Brain damage 


Eu de fapt 

Te iubesc pe tine, te iubesc atat de mult 
Incat mi-am iesit din fire... 

si desi ale tale vise toate 
numai eu stiu sa le-ascult 

mi-am iesit din fire atat de mult 

te rog, pe mine tie 

reda-ma. 


.te iubesc, puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 

Victor, te doresc si te iubesc... 

Brain damage 








I am actually 

Loving you... I love you so much 

That I came out of my heart... and though all your dreamings 
only myself know how to listen to... 

I came out of my heart so much. 

Please, give myself back 
to you... 

Dulcele meu, te doresc, Alin, Te iubesc, dulceata mea, nespus, nespus... 
Your arms... 

Chipul tau, putin ingenuu, putin nevinovat 
Vag ironic, dar totusi 
Atat de benign 

mi-a atras atentia. 

Cu torsul putin aplecat spre fata 
Cautand pare a ceva in multime 
...o concentare in fapt 
Putin glumeata, de nu s-ar fi citit 
In ea sentimente mai adanci 

Abil mascate. 

Dar totusi accesibile prin interpretare... 


Buzele tale pe care le-as fi sarutat de o mie de ori 
Asa cum se vad, din profil... 

Nasul, putin aevilin, ochii, parul 
Coama matasoasa si blonda de tanar intr-o 





Adolescenta perpetua... 


Dar mai ales bratele 

Suflecate pana la cot, lasand sa se vada 

Un fragment din corpul atat de dorit 

Albe, fragede, masculine si feminine in acelasi timp... 

Precum intregul tau chip... 

Pe care le-as fi sarutat, dulce si pasionat 

Ca un indragostit 

Subit.... 

0 dimeniune curata, plina,benigna a realitatii 
Pe care mi-o ofera bratele tale 
Cucerite in zbor 
De soaptele cuvantilui ’’Amor” 


Dragul meu, Iasi o bucata dezvelita din tine 
Ca Eros sa nu se converteasca in Thanatos 
si cirezile agreste 
sa nu nasca un joc secund mai pur 

ci sa ramana cirezi agreste... 

Bhakti-yoga nu mi-a folosit la nimic, privindu-ti bratele 
Pe care constient le-ai dezvelit 

Pentru ca privirea sa se faca agentul dorintei 
Din care se naste iubirea. 


Iubitul meu dulce, tu mereu intineresti, din ce in ce 
Pe cand eu mereu imbatranesc 
Din ce in ce... 

Din amaraciunea acestei constatari 
Privesc in urma cu privirii suferitoare 
Vazand-ma intr-o clipa 
Cu anii inapoi 

Pe cand a mea pereche nainte s-a tot dus 
c-un stol de pasari pierzandu-se-n apus. 

Din ce in ce mai singur 

Mna-ntunec si inghet - camd tu te pierzi in zarea 
Eternei dimineti. 

Dragostea mea, Auiul meu, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulcele meu drag. 
Te iubesc, Tudor, Animusul meu dulce. 

Buze rosii 



Tacute, cadentate, monotone 
Orele se lasa 

Peste pervazul toamnei, imbatranit 
Inainte vreme 

Cu soapte prelungi cade peste fire 
A iernii alba amagire... 


In brate te cuprind cand vine ora de culcare 
si ne soptim - 
o nebunie 

toate cate-au fost si cate-au sa mai fie 

si buze rosii sarut cu nepasare 
cu ardoare... 


Ca vinul dulce dulce-i sarutarea 

Ce mi-o dai, la rasarit de soare 

Cu buze dulci, cu buze-amare 

Ca intr-o pictura impresionista, iubitu-mi dulce 

Sarut buze amare 
Buze dulci buze amare 

si buze rosii sarut cu nepasare 
cu ardoare... 


In brate ma cuprinzi cand vine ora de culcare 
si ne soptim - 
o nebunie 

toate cate-au fost si cate-au sa mai fie 

si buze rosii sarut cu nepasare 
cu ardoare... 


Ca vinul dulce dulce-i sarutarea 

Ce mi-o dai, la rasarit de soare 

Cu buze dulci, cu buze-amare 

Ca intr-o pictura impresionista, iubit-am dulce 

Sarut buze amare 
Buze dulci buze amare 

si buze rosii sarut cu nepasare 
cu ardoare... 


Tacute, cadentate, monotone 
Orele se lasa 

Peste pervazul toamnei, imbatranit 
Inainte vreme 

Cu soapte prelungi cade peste fire 
A iernii alba amagire... 






Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

Te doresc, Puiul meeu, Dulceata mea 

Dulcele meu, Dragostea mea, Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dulceata mea. 
Red lips 

Silent, cadence, monotone 
Hours leave 

Over the autumn sill, aged 
Before time 

With long whiskers falls over the yarn 
White winter deception ... 


The arms enclose you when the bedtime comes 
and we whisper - 
a madness 

everything they have been and how many they will be 

and red lips kiss indifferently 
ardently... 


Like sweet sweet wine, kissing 

What do you give me, at sunrise 

Sweetlips with bitter lips 

Like in an impressionist painting, sweetheart 

I kiss bitter lips 
Lips sweet lips bitter 

and red lips kiss indifferently 
ardently... 


You hold me up when the bedtime comes 
and we whisper - 
a madness 

everything they have been and how many they will be 

and red lips kiss indifferently 
ardently... 


Like sweet sweet wine, kissing 

What do you give me, at sunrise 

Sweetlips with bitter lips 

Like in an impressionist painting, I loved sweet 

I kiss bitter lips 
Lips sweet lips bitter 

and red lips kiss indifferently 
ardently... 


Silent, cadence, monotone 
Hours leave 






Over the autumn sill, aged 
Before time 

With long whiskers falls over the yarn 
White winter deception ... 

I love you, Victor, my sweetheart. 


Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulcele meu drag. 
Te iubesc, Tudor, Animusul meu dulce. 

Buze rosii 


Tacute, cadentate, monotone 
Orele se lasa 

Peste pervazul toamnei, imbatranit 
Inainte vreme 

Cu soapte prelungi cade peste fire 
A iernii alba amagire... 


In brate te cuprind cand vine ora de culcare 
si ne soptim - 
o nebunie 

toate cate-au fost si cate-au sa mai fie 

si buze rosii sarut cu nepasare 
cu ardoare... 


Ca vinul dulce dulce-i sarutarea 

Ce mi-o dai, la rasarit de soare 

Cu buze dulci, cu buze-amare 

Ca intr-o pictura impresionista, iubitu-mi dulce 

Sarut buze amare 
Buze dulci buze amare 

si buze rosii sarut cu nepasare 
cu ardoare... 


In brate ma cuprinzi cand vine ora de culcare 
si ne soptim - 
o nebunie 

toate cate-au fost si cate-au sa mai fie 


si buze rosii sarut cu nepasare 
cu ardoare... 





Ca vinul dulce dulce-i sarutarea 

Ce mi-o dai, la rasarit de soare 

Cu buze dulci, cu buze-amare 

Ca intr-o pictura impresionista, iubit-am dulce 

Sarut buze amare 
Buze dulci buze amare 

si buze rosii sarut cu nepasare 
cu ardoare... 


Tacute, cadentate, monotone 
Orele se lasa 

Peste pervazul toamnei, imbatranit 
Inainte vreme 

Cu soapte prelungi cade peste fire 
A iernii alba amagire... 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 


Ca Eol ce zboaraprin vluri sitipa!... 


Naluca zboara pe valuri de aer diamantin, cristaline 
Ca Eol ce zboara prin valuri sisipa 
Cand dimineata cu-a ei rece-aripa 
Sfara si sparg in icuri multi si reci seara 

Cad dimineata isi da binete ci noaptea la margin de lume 
Zboara Umbra-nghitita de genune 
Prin stelele marii, prin cerul de spume 
Zboara, o, umbra, o cruda genune!... 


Mihai isi bate in scara-armasarul in spume 
si zboara prin noapte, o cruda genune 
zboara prin zi, prin namiaza la margini de lume 
ca Eol ce zboara prin valuri sitipa!... 


Dumbra verzi cu lunci de filomele 
Un cer albastru-vanat, lin d stele 
Soare giganticzvarlit in lunci cu flori 
Oe voinicucu pparul blond in spic il prindfiori... 


Ca Eol ce zboara prin valuri si tipa 
Cand bate pescarusul apa cuu alba-i aripa 
Ek rece gand purtat de dor 
Purtat in suflet de soapte de amor. 




La ccastelul negru,el in parta bte 
si o fata cu vitele blonde depar bpgate 
cazandu-ipumeri si pespate 

cu ochii de roua-albastra-a diminetiisarutate, udrate, perlate 

ii cadein brat, c morta, intr-un leesin 
tanprului cu par de ebenin. 

O, Caterina a meaiubita dulce 
Lasa pe brate capu-tisa se culce 

Sub raza ochiuluisenin 
si-opreste din piept al taususinL. 
caci am venit, o, iata 
ceaul bte de muazanoapte 

pana la sosire diminetiimi e un lungceas 
grabeste, sa mergem, nu-i timp de popasL. 
si o ridica lin de subtiori 
trecandu-1 la atingerea-i fiori 


sisarutandu-isanul alb de labastru 
cad din panza nopaiiapare vanatul astru. 

In ceruri carul mare, carul mic - 
si-opana fina ichipuind pepuisori 
closca cu pui cu-a ei feciori 

grabeste,iubita, mai e u ceas pana-n zori!.... 
saltand-o in sea, pleaca in noapte 
cand se imbina geana zilei cu a noptii soapte 
Dumbra verzi cu lunci de filomele 

Un cer albastru-vanat, lin d stele 

Soare giganticzvarlit in lunci cu fiori 

Oe voinicucu pparul blond in spic il prindfiori... 

Ah pentru mine, Cati, potisa mori!... 

si osaruta cu buze aprinsede dor pe ochii eiinchisi 
lasata pesteumarullui stang 

ca lacrimioare ce de dori siamorul lui surad si plang 
cu bratul lui incolacind trupu-i plaoand. 


Mai tae,mai aproape , mai aproape 
Iubitiise strang cu dragoste,dulceata 1-allor piept 
Iar pe-a lor fata cu iuseala gandului tree 
Cel mi aprinse sipure simtaminte!... 

si osaruta cu buze aprinsede dor pe ochii eiinchisi 
lasata pesteumarullui stang 

ca lacrimioare ce de dori siamorul lui surad si plang 
cu bratul lui incolacind trupu-i plaoand. 


Un cer albastru-vanat, lin d stele 
Soare giganticzvarlit in lunci cu fiori 




Oe voinicucu pparul blond in spic il prindfiori... 

Ah pentru mine, Cati, potisa mori!... 

Naluca zboara pe valuri de aer diamantin, cristaline 
Ca Eol ce zboara prin valuri sisipa 
Cand dimineata cu-a ei rece-aripa 
Sfara si sparg in icuri multi si reci seara 

Cad dimineata isi da binete ci noaptea la margin de lume 
Zboara Umbra-nghitita de genune 
Prin stelele marii, prin cerul de spume 
Zboara, o, umbra, o cruda genune!... 


Mihai isi bate in scara-armasarul in spume 
si zboara prin noapte, o cruda genune 
zboara prin zi, prin namiaza la margini de lume 

ca Eol ce zboara prin valuri sitipa!... te iubesc Tudor-Mihai,Dragostea me, Puiul u 
Like Eol that flies by the sails, it screams! 

The Ghost flies on crystalline, crystalline airwaves 
Like Eol that flies through the waves it waves 
When in the morning with her cold wing 
They break and break into many icy and cold evenings 

When morning comes, it benefits, but at night on the edge of the world 

Flying Shadow-swallowed knee 

Through the stars of the sea, through the sky of foam 

Fly, oh, shadow, cruel genius! 


Mihai stomps his stallion in foam 
and fly by night, a cruel genius 

it flies by the day, through the nemesis at the edges of the world 
like Eol that flies through the waves and waves! 


Green mound with meadows of filomores 

A blue-skinned sky, smooth of stars 

Gigantic sun flowing in meadows with flowers 

The sturdy Young, the blond-haired man in the spike, caught him 

Like Eol that flies through the waves and screams 
When the seagull beats the water with its white wing 
He cold thought of longing 
Brought in the whisper of love. 


At the black castle, he partly beats 

and a girl with the blond calves away rich and thick 

falling down and hunched over 

with the dew-blue-eyes, he saw them kiss, wet, pearly 

she falls on his arm, dead, in a faint 
of ebony hair. 



Oh, my sweet sweetheart Catherine 
She lets his head-and-arms sleep 

Under the eye's eye, 

it stops at the chest of the suspire! ... 

for I came, oh, here 

the tea of the nightingale beats 

until the arrival in the morning, there is a lark 
hurry, let's go, no time to stop! ... 
and gently lifted her thighs 
passing it on reaching the creeks 

and kissing with his lit roses lips her closed eyes 
fall with desire on his left shoulder. 

In heaven the big chariot, the small chariot - 
and fine-opaque by spitting up berries 
chicken belly with her children 

hurry up, baby, there's another clock until dawn! 
jumping into the saddle, he leaves in the night 
when combining the day's clear obscure with the night's whisper 
Green mound with meadows of filomores 

A blue-skinned sky, smooth of stars 

Gigantic sun flowing in meadows with flowers 

The sturdy young, the blond-haired man in the spike, caught him 

Ah for me, Cati, you died! 

and frowning with burning lips miss her closed eyes 
leftover the left shoulder 

as tears that his wishbone wanted to smile and cry 
his arm curling his body in tears. 


Harder and harder, closer, closer 
He had loved her with love, sweetness to his chest 
And on their face with the rush of thought, they pass 
He ignited my feelings! 

and frowning with burning lips miss her closed eyes 
leftover the left shoulder 

as tears that his wishbone wanted to smile and cry 
his arm curling his body in tears. 


A blue-skinned sky, smooth of stars 

Gigantic sun flowing in meadows with flowers 

The sturdy young, the blond-haired man in the spike, caught him 

Ah for me, Cati, you died! 

The Ghost flies on crystalline, crystalline airwaves 
Like Eol that flies through the waves it waves 
When in the morning with her cold wing 
They break and break into many icy and cold evenings 



When morning comes, it benefits, but at night on the edge of the world 

Flying Shadow-swallowed knee 

Through the stars of the sea, through the sky of foam 

Fly, oh, shadow, cruel genius! 


Mihai stomps his stallion in foam 
and fly by night, a cruel genius 

it flies by the day, through the nemesis at the edges of the world 
like Eol that flies through the waves and waves! 

Te iubesc, Mihai, Dulcele meu. 

I love you, Victor. I love you, Mihai. I desire you. 

te doresc, Mihai, Dulcele meu. 

Te iubesv, Victor, Dragostea mea. 

Calatorie in timp 

Strazi alb-negre. 

Decor de sfarsit de lume. 

Oare de ce orasele mari 
Sunt atat de anonime?... 


Ma pierdeam in anonimat 
Ma cufundam in masa 
Intunecata a inconstientului. 


frunze. Cadeau frunzele 

copacii erau alb-negri 

ca niste umbrele uriase deschise in ploaie 

in vant 

mergeam repede 

pe strazile umplute de frunze 


Creierul meu prinsese 4 dimensiuni 
Ma miscam pe axa 
Trecut - prezent - viitor 
intr-un singur continuum 
si flux al constiintei. 


o strada. 

Decupata dintr-o amintire din viitor 
Dintr-un vis 

Sentimentul cosmic 
Al calatoriei prin spatiu si timp 


strada plina de frunze 
devenise o punte spre infinit 






galben si verde 

pictate intr-un alb-negru nesfarsit. 

te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

White roses 

te iubesc, dragostea mea. 

The desolating painting of the fall 

With rains which spread out gold and rust stains 

On the delicate white roses 

Which raises up their pale, tired little body 

Broken by the cold, wet wind of the morning... 


In the layover of the existence 

Between a love set down in the silence of firing night 
and the cruel future, full of unknown, pale 
sweet odours 

my soul remained in silence, without pain 
looking up with nostalgy at the perishing moment 
to anchor itself, shy, unknown 
in past 

in times of pleasure and of pain 
Today the field is lightful 

and the white roses squeeze twisted of unpainful melancholy 
lost in dream... 

Cars are passing by on the wet road 

To the unknown destinations, and it's cold 

A sweet cold which urges me to drink a cup of hot absinthe 

In the milky steam of the valley 

In a calm, pale, familiar, old tavern 

Wishing to take as company shreds from the past 
Unburdened by that bizarre kiss 
of the glass lip in dense ivory darkness 


But smooth, calm, benign, familiar 

Likewise some writers which have drawn their calvary 

In the pages which weren't printed 


the serene calm of rain which stoppped 
is an open smile over everything is written 
unwritten 

in strange arabesques are moving away the clouds... 

and the white roses cry 

mellowly 

with the perfumed depth of the flower 
withered by the hot beatings of the wind. 

Trandafiri albi 






Tabloul dezolant al toamnei 
Cu ploi ce risipesc pete de aur si rugina 
Pe trandafirii albi si delicati 
Ce-si strang trupsorul palid, obosit 

Sfarmati de vantul rece, ud 
al diminetii... 


in statia-existentei 

intre-o iubire ce-i apusa n-tacerea 

noptilor de jar 

si viitorul crud, plin de miresme 
necunoscute, pale 

ramase sufletul, tacut, fara durere 
privind nostalgic clipa 

care piere, pentru-a se ancora, timid, necunoscut 
n-trecut 


in vremuri de placere si durere 


azi, luminoasa e campia 
si trandafirii albi ofteaza-ncorsetati 
de melancolii nedureroase 
pierduti in somn 


masini tree pe drumul ud 
spre destinatii necunoscute 


si e frig.... 

Un frig dulce care ma-ndeamna 
La o ceasca de grog fierbinte 
In aburul laptos al vaii 

Intr-o bodega calma, palida, familiara 


Dorind sa-mi iau companioni farame 
Din trecut 

Ne-mpovarati de-acel bizar sarut 
Al buzei de pahar in intuneric dens 


Ci netezi calmi benigni familiari 
Ca niste scriitori ce-au inecat al lor calvar 
In paginile ce nu s-au tiparit 


calmul senin al ploii ce s-a oprit 
si un suras deschis peste tot ce-i scris 


nesens 










in arabescuri ciudate se indeparteaza 
norii.... 


si trandafirii plang 
cuminti 

cu adancimea parfumata-a florii 
uscata de-adierile fierbinti 


te iubesc. 

Travel in time 

White and black streets, decor of the end 
of the world. 

I wonder why the big cities are so anonymous?.. 

I was loosing myself in anonymity 
I was diving in the darkened mass of the unconscious. 

Leaves. There were falling the leaves 

The trees were black and white 

Likewise some huge umbrellas opened in the rain 

And in the wind. 

I was walking fast 

On the streets filled by leaves. 

My brain had caught four dimensions 
I was moving on the axis past-present-future 
In a single continuum and stream 
of consciousness. 

A street. 

Detached from a future memory 
From a dream. 

The cosmic feeling of the travelling through 
space and time. 

the street full of leaves had become a bridge to the infinity. 

Yellow and green 

Painted in endless white and black. 

Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Te dorse, Dragostea mea. 

Translation: Natalia Galatan 


Te iubesc, dulcele meu Victor, dulceata mea... 
Caldura mare 


Iff) hot out here, mon cheri... 
Well, Caragiale is great, isn't it?... 





Termometrul spune la umbra 33° Celsius... Subt arsita soarelui, se opreste o birje, in strada Pacientei, la 
numarul 11 bis, catre orele trei dupa-amiaz'. Un domn se da jos din trasura si cu pas molesit se apropie de usa 
marchizei, unde pune degetul pe butonul soneriei. Suna o data... nimic; de doua, de trei... iar nimic; se razima 
in buton cu degetul, pe care nu-1 mai ridica... In sfarsit, un fecior vine sa deschida. 

In tot ce urmeaza persoanele toate pastreaza un calm imperturbabil, egal si plin de dignitate. 

Domnul: Domnu-i acasa? 

Feciorul: Da; dar mi-a poruncit sa spui, daca l-o cauta cineva, c-a plecat la tara. 

D.: Dumneata spune-i c-am venit eu. 

F.: Nu pot, domnule. 

D.: De ce? 

F.: E incuiata odaia. 

D.: Bate-i, sa deschida. 

F.: Apoi, a luat cheia la dumnealui cand a plecat. 

D.: Care va sa zica, a plecat? 

F.: Nu, domnule, n-a plecat. 

D.: Amice, esti... idiot! 

F.: Ba nu, domnule. 

D.: Zici ca nu-i acasa. 

F.: Ba-i acasa, domnule. 

D.: Apoi, nu zisesi c-a plecat? 

F.: Nu, domnule, n-a plecat. 

D.: Atunci e acasa. 

F.: Ba nu, da' n-a plecat la tara, a iesit asa. 

D.: Unde? 

F.: In oras. 

D.: Unde!? 

F.: In Bucuresti. 

D.: Atunci sa-i spui c-am venit eu. 

F.: Cum va cheama pe dv.? 

D.: Ce-ti pasa? 

F.: Ca sa-i spui. 

D.: Ce sa-i spui? de unde stii ce sa-i spui, daca nu ti-am spus ce sa-i spui? Stai, intai sa-ti spui; nu te repezi... 
Sa-i spui cand s-o-ntoarce ca 1-a cautat... 

F.: Cine? 

D.: Eu. 

F.: Numele dv.? 

D.: Destul atata! ma cunoaste dumnealui... suntem prieteni... 

F.: Bine, domnule. 

D.: Ai inteles? 

F.: Am inteles. 

D.: A!... Spune-i ca sa ne-ntalnim negresit. 

F.: Unde? 

D.: Stie dumnealui... Da' sa vie neaparat. 

F.: Cand? 

D.: Cand o putea. 

F.: Prea bine. 

D.: Ai inteles? 

F.: Am inteles. 

D.: A!... si daca vede pe amicul nostra... 

F.: Care amic? 

D.: Stie dumnealui!... sa-i spuie ca nu s-a putut reusi cu afacerea stiuta nimic, fiinca am vorbit cu persoana... 
Nu uita! 

F.: Se poate sa uit? 



D.: ...si zice ca acuma e prea tarziu, daca n-a venit la vreme; caci daca venea macar cu cateva zile inainte, alta 
vorba!... poate ca s-ar fi putut... Tine minte! 

F.: Tiu, domnule... 

D.: ... deoarece nu plecase inca matusa persoanei care s-a dus pentru ca sa dea arvuna tutorelui minorilor, si el 
nu aflase inca, deoarece nu-i spusese nepotul cocoanei, cu care era afacerea ca si terminata, daca mai avea 
rabdare pana luni seara, cand trebuie neaparat sa se-ntoarca avocatul, fiinca s-a dus cu o hotarnicie; dar acuma, 
cu regret, este imposibil din mai multe punte de vedere, care le stie dumnealui... Asa sa-i spui. 

F.: Bine, domnule. 

Domnul pleaca... Feciorul da sa-nchiza... Domnul se-ntoarce. 

D.: A!... stii ce? nu-i spune nimic, fiinca poate nu tii minte exact persoanele. Tree eu mai bine deseara sa-i 
spui... La cate vine d. Costica seara la masa? 

F.: Care d. Costica? 

D.: Stapanu-tau. 

F.: Care stapan, domnule? 

D.: A1 tau... d. Costica. 

F.: Pe stapanu-meu nu-1 cheama d. Costica; e propitar... 

D.: Ei! si daca-i propitar? 

F.: II cheama d. Popescu. 

D.: Si mai cum? 

F.: Cum, mai cum ? 

D.: Fireste... Popescu, propitar... bine... si mai cum? 

F.: Nu pot sa stiu. 

D.: Nu-1 cheama Costica Popescu? 

F.: Nu. 

D.: Nu se poate. 

F.: Ba da, domnule. 

D.: Apoi vezi? 

F.: Ce sa vaz? 

D.: II cheama Costica? 

F.: Ba, Mitica. 

D.: Mitica?... peste poate!... Ce strada e aici? 

F.: Numarul 11 bis... 

D.: Nu e vorba de 11 bis. 

F.: A zis domnul ca nu vrea sa puie 13, ca e fatal. 

D.: N-are-a face 13... Eu te-ntreb de strada. Ce strada e asta? 

F.: Strada Pacientii... 

D.: Strada Pacientii?... imposibil! 

F.: Nu, domnule, e strada Pacientii. 

D.: Atunci, nu e asta. 

F.: Ba-i asta. 

D.: Nu. 

F.: Ba da. 

D.: Eu caut din contra strada Sapientii, 11 bis, strada Sapientii, d. Costica Popescu. 

F.: Asa? 

D.: Asa. 

F.: Atunci, nu e aici. 

D.: Foarte bine. 

Domnul pleaca si merge la birje. Birjarul doarme pe capra. Caii dorm la oiste. 

Domnul: Haide, birjar! 

Birjarul: Nu slobod... este mustiriu, mo roc... 

D.: Care mustiriu? 

B.: Nu stii la mine, mo roc... 

D.: De unde 1-ai luat? 



B.: Ghe acolo, mo roc. 

D.: Apoi, nu sunt eu? 

B.: Ie! la domnu este, mo roc. 

Domnul suie... Birjarul trage bice... Caii se desteapta si pornesc. Domnul se ridica-n picioare, la ceafa 
birjarului. 

D.: Asculta-ma; stii dumneata unde e strada Pacientii? 

B.: Ala nu stii, mo roc. 

O baba trece. Domnul opreste birja. 

Domnul: Ma rog, jupaneasa, stii dumneata unde e strada Pacientii? 

Baba: Asta e, maiculita. 

D.: Ei, as!... Teribil de ramolita!... Mana-nainte, biijar ! 

Birja porneste. Domnul face semn sa opreasca la o bacanioara in colt, unde pe prag motaie la umbra un baiat 
cu sortul verde. 

Domnul: Tanarule, ce strada e asta? 

Baiatul: Strada Pacientii... 

D.: Esti un prost!... inainte, birjar! 

Birja merge inca o bucata buna... Un sergent de strada sta pe o banca la poarta unei curti mari. S-a descaltat de 
cizme, sa-si mai racoreasca picioarele. Domnul face semn; birja opreste. 

Domnul: Sergent! 

Sergentul: Ordonati! 

D.: Ma rog, nu stii dumneata unde e strada Pacientii? 

S.: Chiar asta e. 

D.: Imposibil. 

S.: Da, domnule, asta e. 

D.: ...la d. Popescu, numarul 11 bis... 

S.: Ei, da, mai in sus, pe mana stanga, niste case galbene-n curte, cu marchiza... 

D.: A !... Atunci feciorul e un stupid!... MersiL. Intoarce, birjar! 

The thermometer says 33 ° Celsius in the shade ... Under the heat of the sun, a stove stops in the Patience 
Street at 11 bis to the third afternoon. A gentleman pulls himself out of the carriage and slashes to the door of 
the marquis, where he puts his finger on the bell button. It sounds ... nothing; two, three ... and nothing; he's 
tossed in the button with his finger, which he does not lift... Finally, a sister comes to open. 

In everything that follows people keep a calm, imperceptible, equal and full of dignity. 

Lord: Lord at home? 

Virgo: Yes; but he told me to say if someone was looking for him, he went to the country. 

D: Tell her I came. 

F: I can not, sir. 

D .: Why? 

F: It's locked. 

D .: Beat them, open them. 

F: Then he took the key to him when he left. 

D: What does it mean, did she go? 

F: No, sir, he did not leave. 

D: Friend, you are ... idiot! 

F.: No, sir. 

D .: You say he's not home. 

F .: Be at home, sir. 

D: Then did not you say he left? 

F: No, sir, he did not leave. 

D: Then she's home. 

F .: No, he did not go to the country, so he went out. 

D .: Where? 

F.: In town. 

D .: Where !? 



FIn Bucharest. 

D Then tell her I came. 

F: Flow does your name call you? 

D .: What do you care about? 

F: To tell her. 

D: What do you say? how do you know what to tell him, if I did not tell you what to tell him? Stay, first tell 
yourself; do not rush ... Tell him when he's back looking for him ... 

F: Who? 

D: I. 

F: Your name? 

D: That's it! he knows me ... we are friends ... 

F.: Okay, sir. 

D .: Do you understand? 

F .: I get it. 

D: A! ... Tell her to meet us. 

F: Where? 

D .: Fie knows ... Let's live it. 

F.: When? 

D .: When she could. 

F: Too good. 

D .: Do you understand? 

F .: I get it. 

D: A! ... and if he sees our friend ... 

F.: What amateur? 

D .: Fie knows him! ... to tell him he could not do anything with the known business, because I talked to the 
person ... Do not forget! 

F .: Can I forget? 

D: ... and says it's too late, if it's not for the time; for if it came a few days before, another word! ... maybe it 
could have ... Remember! 

F .: You, sir ... 

D .: ... because the aunt of the person who went to give the bride's guard did not leave yet, and he had not yet 
learned, because he had not told the nephew of the cocoon, with whom the business was finished, if he had 
more patience on Monday night, when the lawyer must turn back, he has gone with a determination; but now, 
with regret, it's impossible from several bridges that he knows ... So tell him. 

F.: Okay, sir. 

The Lord is leaving ... The virgin gives up ... The Lord is back. 

D: A! ... you know what? do not tell him anything, you can not remember exactly the people. I'm better off 
tonight to tell her ... What's next up there? Costic tonight at the table? 

F .: What d. Costic? 

D .: Your master. 

F .: What master, sir? 

D: Yours ... d. Costic. 

F: My master does not call him. Costica; it's prop ... 

D: Well! and if it is propitious? 

F: His name is Mr. Popescu. 

D .: And how? 

F.: How, how? 

D: Of course ... Popescu, prop ... well... and how? 

F: I can not know. 

D: Does Costica Popescu not call him? 

F: No. 

D: I can not. 

F: Yes, sir. 



D: Then you see? 

F: What should I see? 

D: Does Costica call him? 

FBa, Mitica. 

D Mitica? ... over can! ... What street is here? 

F .: Number 11 bis ... 

D: It's not 11 bis. 

F .: The gentleman said he did not want to have 13, that he was fatal. 

D: It does not do 13 ... I ask you about the street. What a street this is? 

F: Street Patients ... 

D: Patients' Street? ... impossible! 

F: No, sir, it's Patients Street. 

D: Well, that's not it. 

F: That's it. 

D .: No. 

F: Yes. 

D: I am looking for opposite street Sapientii, 11 bis, Sapientii street, d. Costica Popescu. 

F: So? 

D .: That's right. 

F .: Then he's not here. 

D: Very good. 

The Lord goes away and goes to the harps. Birjar sleeps on the goat. The horses are sleeping at the sheepskin. 
Lord: Come on, birjar! 

Birjarul: Not free ... is moustriu, mo roc ... 

D: What mushroom? 

B: You do not know about me, I'm ... 

D .: How did you get it? 

B .: Ghe there, I'm rocking. 

D: Then is not I? 

B .: Ie! to the lady is, I swear. 

The Lord Sighs ... Birjar Shoots Whispering ... The horses are waking up and going. The Lord stood up at the 
barber's neck. 

D .: Listen to me; Do you know where the Patients' street is? 

B: You do not know. I'm rocking. 

A baby passes. The Lord stops the log. 

Lord: Pray, ma'am, do you know where the Patients' street is? 

Baba: That's it, baby. 

D: Well, I'm.Terrible to be ramped! ... Hands-on, birjar! 

Birja starts. The Lord makes a sign to stop at a grocery store in the corner where a boy with a green apron 
drifts in the shade. 

Lord: The young man, what street is that? 

The Boy: Street Patients ... 

D .: You're a fool! ... before, birjar! 

Birja is still doing a good job ... A street sergeant sits on a bench at the gate of a large courtyard. He got rid of 
boots, cool his legs. The Lord signs; birja stops. 

Lord: Sergeant! 

Sergeant: Order! 

D: Well, do not you know where the Patients' street is? 

S .: That's right. 

D: Impossible. 

S .: Yes, sir, that's it. 

D .: ... to Mr. Popescu, number 11 bis ... 

S .: Well, yes, up, in the left hand, some yellow houses in the yard, with a marquis ... 



D: A! ... Then the son is stupid! ... Thanks! ... Turn around, birjar! 

Termometrul spune la umbra 33° Celsius... Subt arsita soarelui, se opreste o birje, in strada Pacientei, la 
numarul 11 bis, catre orele trei dupa-amiaz'. Un domn se da jos din trasura si cu pas molesit se apropie de usa 
marchizei, unde pune degetul pe butonul soneriei. Suna o data... nimic; de doua, de trei... iar nimic; se razima 
in buton cu degetul, pe care nu-1 mai ridica... In sfarsit, un fecior vine sa deschida. 

Dulcele si iubitul meu puisor, lia te iubeslte nespus. 

Caldura mare 

Te iubesc, Carl, Dulcele meu Puisor. 

Termometrul spune la umbra 33° Celsius... Subt arsita soarelui, se opreste o birje, in strada Pacientei, la 
numarul 11 bis, catre orele trei dupa-amiaz'. Un domn se da jos din trasura si cu pas molesit se apropie de usa 
marchizei, unde pune degetul pe butonul soneriei. Suna o data... nimic; de doua, de trei... iar nimic; se razima 
in buton cu degetul, pe care nu-1 mai ridica... In sfarsit, un fecior vine sa deschida. 

In tot ce urmeaza persoanele toate pastreaza un calm imperturbabil, egal si plin de dignitate. 

Domnul: Domnu-i acasa? 

Feciorul: Da; dar mi-a poruncit sa spui, daca l-o cauta cineva, c-a plecat la tara. 

D.: Dumneata spune-i c-am venit eu. 

F.: Nu pot, domnule. 

D.: De ce? 

F.: E incuiata odaia. 

D.: Bate-i, sa deschida. 

F.: Apoi, a luat cheia la dumnealui cand a plecat. 

D.: Care va sa zica, a plecat? 

F.: Nu, domnule, n-a plecat. 

D.: Amice, esti... idiot! 

F.: Ba nu, domnule. 

D.: Zici ca nu-i acasa. 

F.: Ba-i acasa, domnule. 

D.: Apoi, nu zisesi c-a plecat? 

F.: Nu, domnule, n-a plecat. 

D.: Atunci e acasa. 

F.: Ba nu, da' n-a plecat la tara, a iesit asa. 

D.: Unde? 

F.: In oras. 

D.: Unde!? 

F.: In Bucuresti. 

D.: Atunci sa-i spui c-am venit eu. 

F.: Cum va cheama pe dv.? 

D.: Ce-ti pasa? 

F.: Ca sa-i spui. 

D.: Ce sa-i spui? de unde stii ce sa-i spui, daca nu ti-am spus ce sa-i spui? Stai, intai sa-ti spui; nu te repezi... 
Sa-i spui cand s-o-ntoarce ca 1-a cautat... 

F.: Cine? 

D.: Eu. 

F.: Numele dv.? 

D.: Destul atata! ma cunoaste dumnealui... suntem prieteni... 

F.: Bine, domnule. 

D.: Ai in teles? 

F.: Am in teles. 

D.: A!... Spune-i ca sa ne-ntalnim negresit. 

F.: Unde? 

D.: Stie dumnealui... Da' sa vie neaparat. 



F.: Cand? 

D.: Cand o putea. 

F.: Prea bine. 

D.: Ai inteles? 

F.: Am inteles. 

D.: A!... si daca vede pe amicul nostra... 

F.: Care amic? 

D.: Stie dumnealui!... sa-i spuie ca nu s-a putut reusi cu afacerea stiuta nimic, fiinca am vorbit cu persoana... 
Nu uita! 

F.: Se poate sa uit? 

D.: ...si zice ca acuma e prea tarziu, daca n-a venit la vreme; caci daca venea macar cu cateva zile inainte, alta 
vorba!... poate ca s-ar fi putut... Tine minte! 

F.: Tiu, domnule... 

D.: ... deoarece nu plecase inca matusa persoanei care s-a dus pentra ca sa dea arvuna tutorelui minorilor, si el 
nu aflase inca, deoarece nu-i spusese nepotul cocoanei, cu care era afacerea ca si terminata, daca mai avea 
rabdare pana luni seara, cand trebuie neaparat sa se-ntoarca avocatul, fiinca s-a dus cu o hotarnicie; dar acuma, 
cu regret, este imposibil din mai multe punte de vedere, care le stie dumnealui... Asa sa-i spui. 

F.: Bine, domnule. 

Domnul pleaca... Feciorul da sa-nchiza... Domnul se-ntoarce. 

D.: A!... stii ce? nu-i spune nimic, fiinca poate nu tii minte exact persoanele. Tree eu mai bine deseara sa-i 
spui... La cate vine d. Costica seara la masa? 

F.: Care d. Costica? 

D.: Stapanu-tau. 

F.: Care stapan, domnule? 

D.: Al tau... d. Costica. 

F.: Pe stapanu-meu nu-1 cheama d. Costica; e propitar... 

D.: Ei! si daca-i propitar? 

F.: II cheama d. Popescu. 

D.: Si mai cum? 

F.: Cum, mai cum ? 

D.: Fireste... Popescu, propitar... bine... si mai cum? 

F.: Nu pot sa stiu. 

D.: Nu-1 cheama Costica Popescu? 

F.: Nu. 

D.: Nu se poate. 

F.: Ba da, domnule. 

D.: Apoi vezi? 

F.: Ce sa vaz? 

D.: II cheama Costica? 

F.: Ba, Mitica. 

D.: Mitica?... peste poate!... Ce strada e aici? 

F.: Numarul 11 bis... 

D.: Nu e vorba de 11 bis. 

F.: A zis domnul ca nu vrea sa puie 13, ca e fatal. 

D.: N-are-a face 13... Eu te-ntreb de strada. Ce strada e asta? 

F.: Strada Pacientii... 

D.: Strada Pacientii?... imposibil! 

F.: Nu, domnule, e strada Pacientii. 

D.: Atunci, nu e asta. 

F.: Ba-i asta. 

D.: Nu. 

F.: Ba da. 

D.: Eu caut din contra strada Sapientii, 11 bis, strada Sapientii, d. Costica Popescu. 



F.: Asa? 

D.: Asa. 

F.: Atunci, nu e aid. 

D.: Foarte bine. 

Domnul pleaca si merge la birje. Birjarul doarme pe capra. Caii dorm la oiste. 

Domnul: Flaide, birjar! 

Birjarul: Nu slobod... este mustiriu, mo roc... 

D.: Care mustiriu? 

B.: Nu stii la mine, mo roc... 

D.: De unde 1-ai luat? 

B.: Ghe acolo, mo roc. 

D.: Apoi, nu sunt eu? 

B.: Ie! la domnu este, mo roc. 

Domnul suie... Birjarul trage bice... Caii se desteapta si pornesc. Domnul se ridica-n picioare, la ceafa 
birjarului. 

D.: Asculta-ma; stii dumneata unde e strada Pacientii? 

B.: Ala nu stii, mo roc. 

O baba trece. Domnul opreste birja. 

Domnul: Ma rog, jupaneasa, stii dumneata unde e strada Pacientii? 

Baba: Asta e, maiculita. 

D.: Ei, as!... Teribil de ramolita!... Mana-nainte, birjar ! 

Birja porneste. Domnul face semn sa opreasca la o bacanioara in colt, unde pe prag motaie la umbra un baiat 
cu sortul verde. 

Domnul: Tanarule, ce strada e asta? 

Baiatul: Strada Pacientii... 

D.: Esti un prost!... inainte, birjar! 

Birja merge inca o bucata buna... Un sergent de strada sta pe o banca la poarta unei curti mari. S-a descaltat de 
cizme, sa-si mai racoreasca picioarele. Domnul face semn; birja opreste. 

Domnul: Sergent! 

Sergentul: Ordonati! 

D.: Ma rog, nu stii dumneata unde e strada Pacientii? 

S.: Chiar asta e. 

D.: Imposibil. 

S.: Da, domnule, asta e. 

D.: ...la d. Popescu, numarul 11 bis... 

S.: Ei, da, mai in sus, pe mana stanga, niste case galbene-n curte, cu marchiza... 

D.: A !... Atunci feciorul e un stupid!... MersiL. Intoarce, birjar! 

The thermometer says 33 ° Celsius in the shade ... Under the heat of the sun, a stove stops in the Patience 
Street at 11 bis to the third afternoon. A gentleman pulls himself out of the carriage and slashes to the door of 
the marquis, where he puts his finger on the bell button. It sounds ... nothing; two, three ... and nothing; he's 
tossed in the button with his finger, which he does not lift... Finally, a sister comes to open. 

In everything that follows people keep a calm, imperceptible, equal and full of dignity. 

Lord: Lord at home? 

Virgo: Yes; but he told me to say if someone was looking for him, he went to the country. 

D: Tell her I came. 

F: I can not, sir. 

D .: Why? 

F: It's locked. 

D .: Beat them, open them. 

F: Then he took the key to him when he left. 

D: What does it mean, did she go? 

F: No, sir, he did not leave. 

D: Friend, you are ... idiot! 



FNo, sir. 

D You say he's not home. 

F .: Be at home, sir. 

D: Then did not you say he left? 

F: No, sir, he did not leave. 

D: Then she's home. 

F .: No, he did not go to the country, so he went out. 

D .: Where? 

F.: In town. 

D .: Where !? 

F.: In Bucharest. 

D .: Then tell her I came. 

F: How does your name call you? 

D .: What do you care about? 

F: To tell her. 

D: What do you say? how do you know what to tell him, if I did not tell you what to tell him? Stay, first tell 
yourself; do not rush ... Tell him when he's back looking for him ... 

F: Who? 

D: I. 

F: Your name? 

D: That's it! he knows me ... we are friends ... 

F.: Okay, sir. 

D .: Do you understand? 

F .: I get it. 

D: A! ... Tell her to meet us. 

F: Where? 

D .: He knows ... Let's live it. 

F.: When? 

D .: When she could. 

F: Too good. 

D .: Do you understand? 

F .: I get it. 

D: A! ... and if he sees our friend ... 

F.: What amateur? 

D .: He knows him! ... to tell him he could not do anything with the known business, because I talked to the 
person ... Do not forget! 

F .: Can I forget? 

D: ... and says it's too late, if it's not for the time; for if it came a few days before, another word! ... maybe it 
could have ... Remember! 

F .: You, sir ... 

D .: ... because the aunt of the person who went to give the bride's guard did not leave yet, and he had not yet 
learned, because he had not told the nephew of the cocoon, with whom the business was finished, if he had 
more patience on Monday night, when the lawyer must turn back, he has gone with a determination; but now, 
with regret, it's impossible from several bridges that he knows ... So tell him. 

F.: Okay, sir. 

The Lord is leaving ... The virgin gives up ... The Lord is back. 

D: A! ... you know what? do not tell him anything, you can not remember exactly the people. I'm better off 
tonight to tell her ... What's next up there? Costic tonight at the table? 

F .: What d. Costic? 

D .: Your master. 

F .: What master, sir? 

D: Yours ... d. Costic. 

F: My master does not call him. Costica; it's prop ... 



D: Well! and if it is propitious? 

F: His name is Mr. Popescu. 

D And how? 

FFlow, how? 

D: Of course ... Popescu, prop ... well... and how? 

F: I can not know. 

D: Does Costica Popescu not call him? 

F: No. 

D: I can not. 

F: Yes, sir. 

D: Then you see? 

F: What should I see? 

D: Does Costica call him? 

F.: Ba, Mitica. 

D .: Mitica? ... over can! ... What street is here? 

F .: Number 11 bis ... 

D: It's not 11 bis. 

F .: The gentleman said he did not want to have 13, that he was fatal. 

D: It does not do 13 ... I ask you about the street. What a street this is? 

F: Street Patients ... 

D: Patients' Street? ... impossible! 

F: No, sir, it's Patients Street. 

D: Well, that's not it. 

F: That's it. 

D .: No. 

F: Yes. 

D: I am looking for opposite street Sapientii, 11 bis, Sapientii street, d. Costica Popescu. 

F: So? 

D .: That's right. 

F .: Then he's not here. 

D: Very good. 

The Lord goes away and goes to the harps. Birjar sleeps on the goat. The horses are sleeping at the sheepskin. 
Lord: Come on, birjar! 

Birjarul: Not free ... is moustriu, mo roc ... 

D: What mushroom? 

B: You do not know about me, I'm ... 

D .: How did you get it? 

B .: Ghe there, I'm rocking. 

D: Then is not I? 

B .: Ie! to the lady is, I swear. 

The Lord Sighs ... Birjar Shoots Whispering ... The horses are waking up and going. The Lord stood up at the 
barber's neck. 

D .: Listen to me; Do you know where the Patients' street is? 

B: You do not know. I'm rocking. 

A baby passes. The Lord stops the log. 

Lord: Pray, ma'am, do you know where the Patients' street is? 

Baba: That's it, baby. 

D: Well, I'm.Terrible to be ramped! ... Hands-on, birjar! 

Birja starts. The Lord makes a sign to stop at a grocery store in the corner where a boy with a green apron 
drifts in the shade. 

Lord: The young man, what street is that? 

The Boy: Street Patients ... 

D .: You're a fool! ... before, birjar! 



Birja is still doing a good job ... A street sergeant sits on a bench at the gate of a large courtyard. He got rid of 
boots, cool his legs. The Lord signs; birja stops. 

Lord: Sergeant! 

Sergeant: Order! 

D: Well, do not you know where the Patients' street is? 

S .: That's right. 

D: Impossible. 

S .: Yes, sir, that's it. 

D .: ... to Mr. Popescu, number 11 bis ... 

S .: Well, yes, up, in the left hand, some yellow houses in the yard, with a marquis ... 

D: A! ... Then the son is stupid! ... Thanks! ... Turn around, birjar! 

Termometrul spune la umbra 33° Celsius... Subt arsita soarelui, se opreste o birje, in strada Pacientei, la 
numarul 11 bis, catre orele trei dupa-amiaz'. Un domn se da jos din trasura si cu pas molesit se apropie de usa 
marchizei, unde pune degetul pe butonul soneriei. Suna o data... nimic; de doua, de trei... iar nimic; se razima 
in buton cu degetul, pe care nu-1 mai ridica... In sfarsit, un fecior vine sa deschida. 

Dulcele si iubitul meu puisor, lia te iubeslte nespus. 

Calin (file din poveste) 


O femeie inconstienta, malefica, la nivel psihic 
Deci nu fizic... 

Nu are cum sa faca rau unor domni lucizi, constienti si suficienti. 
Cel mult el poate sa-si traga un glonte in cap... 

Cel mult poate sa vina cu incarcatura sa 
de morala si de poezie 

Care se lasa peste potirul florii, intocmai precum fluturii 
Ii sorb pelinul dulce si la lasarea serii 
Intreaga vale 

Este cuprinsa de cantece murmuritoare.... 

lata craiul, socru-mare, rezemat in jilt cu spata, 

El pe capu-i porta mitra si-i cu barba pieptanata; 

Tapan, drept, cu schiptru-n mana, sede-n perine de puf 
Si cu crengi il apar pagii de muscute si zaduf... 


cuvintele se adanceau in foile veline 
ca flori de bronz sapate-n cerul de lapis-lazuli 
luau forma trupului tau a mainilor 
tale de lut 

intr-o dezbratisare a trupului posedat 
de ingeri dar mai ales 
de demoni... 

si-a buzelor - trandafiri raniti de stransoarea 

buzelor mele 

ce-si pierd salbaticia 

prin mine... 



De treci codrii de arama, de departe vezi albind 
S-auzi mandra glasuire a padurii de argint. 

Acolo, langa isvoara, iarba pare de omat, 

Flori albastre tremur ude in vazduhul tamaiet; 
Pare-ca si trunchii vecinici poarta suflete sub coaja, 
Ce suspina printre ramuri cu a glasului lor vraja. 

Iar prin mandrul intuneric al padurii de argint 
Vezi isvoare zdrumicate peste pietre licurind; 

Ele tree cu hamici unde si suspina-n flori molatic, 
Cand coboara-n ropot dulce din tapsanul pravalatic, 
Ele sar in bulgari fluizi peste prundul din rastoace, 
In cuibar rotind de ape, peste care luna zace. 

Mii de fluturi mici albastri, mii de roiuri de albine 
Curg in rauri sclipitoare peste flori de miere pline, 
Implu aerul varatic de mireasma si racoare 
A popoarelor de muste sarbatori murmuritoare. 


Trandafirii cad din cer peste trupul tau ca o amfora 

petalele sangerii din sanii tai 

gem de dorinte si fagaduinte 

aud, iubito, ca mortii au impanzit orasul 

cad de holera secerati, femei si barbati... 

o perdea groasa de muselina 

ascunde ochilor mei trupul tau de cadana 

peste care curg petale de dureri si de jale 

visine-n pocale 

dorintele mele si ale tale... 

Dar ce zgomot se aude? Bazait ca de albine? 

Toti se uita cu mirare si nu stiu de unde vine, 

Pana vad painjenisul intre tufe ca un pod, 

Peste care trece-n zgomot o multime de norod. 

Tree furnici ducand in gura de faina marii saci, 

Ca sa coaca pentru nunta si placinte si colaci; 

Si albinele-aduc miere, aduc colb marunt de aur, 

Ca cercei din el sa faca cariul, care-i mester faur. 
lata vine nunta-ntreaga - vornicel e-un grierel, 

Ii sar purici inainte cu potcoave de otel; 

In vesmant de catifele, un bondar rotund in pantec 
Somnoros pe nas ca popii glasuieste-ncet un cantec; 

O cojita de aluna trag locuste, podu-1 scutur, 

Cu musteata rasucita sede-n ea un mire flutur; 

Fluturi multi, de multe neamuri, vin in urma lui un lant, 
Toti cu inime usoare, toti sagalnici si berbanti. 

Vin tantarii lautarii, gandaceii, carabusii, 

Iar mireasa viorica i-astepta-ndaratul usii. 

Si pe masa-mparateasca sare-un greier, crainic sprinten, 
Ridicat in doua labe, s-a-nchinat batand din pinten; 

El tuseste, isi incheie haina plina de sireturi: 

- „Sa iertati, boieri, ca nunta s-o pornim si noi alaturi.” 



Sunt un monstru. stiu ca sunt un monstru. 

Am transformat totul in literature, 
tipatul, agonia, durerea, decesul. 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea, puiul meu 
Te iubesc si te doresc Victor , puiul meu. 

Calin (story lines) 

An evil unconscious woman on the psychic level (so not physically) 

It has no way of hurting lucid, conscientious and sufficient gentlemen. 
At most he can shoot a bullet in the head ... 

At most it can come with its cargo 
of morals and poetry 

Which is left over the flower cup, just like the butterfly 
I suck on the sweet hair and leave it at night 
And the whole valley 
It is comprised of murmuring songs. 

Here is the chalk, great-grandfather, leaning against the back, 

He wears a miter beard and combs his beard; 

Stubborn, straight, with a scepter in his hand, he sits in fluffy pillows 
And with twigs it protects the page of moss and moss ... 


the words were deep in the vein sheets 
like bronze flowers dug in the lapis-lauli sky 
they took the shape of your body of your hands 
your clay 

in a stripping of the possessed body 
of angels but especially 
to demonize ... 

and lips - roses hurt by the squeeze 
my lips 

what they lose their wildness 
through the ruins ... 

From passing the copper cords, from afar you see bleach 
You heard the proud rustle of the silver forest. 

There, near the spring, the grass seems to be man-made, 

Blue flowers quiver wet in the incense vase; 

It seems that the old trunks also carry souls under the shell, 
What sighs among the branches with their voice spell. 

And through the dark pride of the silver forest 
See fountains sprinkled over stones, liquefying; 

They pass with harnesses where they sigh in molatic flowers, 
When they descend into the sweet moss from the prairie top, 
They leap into fluid bulges over the pebbles in the rafters, 

In the nest rotating water, over which the moon lies. 
Thousands of small blue butterflies, thousands of bee swarms 
They flow in sparkling rivers over full honey flowers, 

The summer air of fragrance and coolness filled me 
Of the murmuring holiday peoples of the fly. 



The roses fall from the sky over your body like an amphora 
the blood petals in your breasts 
jam of wishes and promises 
I hear, baby, that the dead have crowded the city 
Cholera falls sick, women and men ... 

a thick muslin curtain 

hide your body of hemp from my eyes 

over which petals of pain and sorrow flow 

cherry tomatoes 

my wishes and yours ... 

But what is the noise? Buzzing like bees? 

Everyone looks in wonder and I don't know where it comes from. 
Until I see the spider among the bushes like a bridge, 

A lot of people go through the noise. 

Ants pass carrying large sacks in their mouths of flour, 

To bake for the wedding and pies and cakes; 

And the bees bring honey, bring the little golden dove, 

That the earrings of him make the decay, which he made faur. 
Here comes the whole wedding - the vornicel is a jug. 

Fleas leap forward with steel horseshoes; 

In velvet clothing, a round bum in the womb 
Sleepy on the nose as the people slowly sing a song; 

A shell of peanuts pulls locusts, shakes it, 

With the twisted mustache sits a butterfly groom; 

Many butterflies, from many nations, follow a chain, 

Everyone with a light heart, all a rascal and a rogue. 

The mosquitoes of the lizards, the cockroaches, the beetles come, 
And the bridal bride was waiting for the door behind her. 

And on the emperor's table is a cricketer, a squeaky sprint, 

Raised in two paws, he worshiped beating his spine; 

He coughs, closes his coat full of laces: 

- "Forgive us, boyars, for us to start the wedding together." 


I'm a monster. I know I'm a monster. 

I turned everything into literature. 

the scream, the agony, the pain, the death. 

I love you, Victor, my sweetness, my baby 
I love you and I wish you Victor, my baby. 


Tudor, Mihai, Victor... Te iubesc, dulecele meu, puisorul meu. 
Camasa albastra flutura-n vant.... 

After an old poetry 


E tarziu in cimtir... 

Seara se-mbina cu ziua, e clarobscur... 

E liniste si pace, nici tipenie de om, nici zumzet de glas 
Imprejur... 



Am iesut visatoare printre castranii infloriti 
si trandafirii curgatori 

ce marginesc orasul, la marginea cimitirului 
in numele trandafirului... 


Pasesc visatoare printre morminte, inantuite de trandafiri 

Rosii si roz curgatori 

La ora cand se-aprind luminile orasului 

si departe se-aude suierand ca o sirena 

sunetul nelinistit al vasului... 


Privesc chipuri de tineri, cu zambete nostalgice, visatoare pe chip 
Chipuri de batrani cuminti 
Impreunati intr-oimbratisare peste timp 
Pentru eternitate... 

Chipul tau suav cu bucle blonde 

Imi zambeste de pe un frontispiciu, cu ingeri inaripati 

Camasa descheiata la gat 

Surasul trist... 

Ma fac sa uit pentru-o clipa, ca inca mai exist... 


Deodata te vad langa mine 

Imi intinzi bratele si ma strangi la piept 

Clipesc orbita, de surasu-ti drept 

Imi iei mainile...si ma strangi la piept... 


Camasa albastra flutura-nvant 
Nascuta din stanci si pamant... 

Imi intinzi bratele si ma strangi la piept 
Clipesc orbita, de surasu-ti drept 
Imi iei mainile...sima strangi la piept... 

E tarziu in cimtir... 

Seara se-mbina cu ziua, e clarobscur... 

E liniste si pace, nici tipenie de om, nici zumzet de glas 
Imprejur... 


Am iesit visatoare printre castanii infloriti 
si trandafirii curgatori 

ce marginesc orasul, la marginea cimitirului 
in numele trandafirului... 



Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din niilioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea. 

Blue shirt waving in the wind. 

After an old poetry 


It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of voice 
Around ... 


I was dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 

which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 


I dream of dreaming among the tombs, strung with roses 

Flowing reds and pinks 

At the hour when the city lights come on 

and away you hear the sound of a siren 

the restless sound of the vessel... 


They look at faces of young people, with nostalgic, dreamy smiles on their faces 
Faces of good old men 



Get together in a hug over time 
For eternity... 


Your face soft with blond curls 

Fie smiles at me from a frontispiece, with winged angels 
Slit shirt at the neck 
The sad smile ... 

They make me forget for a moment, that it still exists ... 


Suddenly, I see you near me 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 

Blink orbit, smile straight 

You take my hands ... and tighten my chest... 


Blue shirt butterfly-wind 
Born of rocks and earth ... 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 

Blink orbit, smile straight 

You take my hands ... you tighten your chest... 

It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of voice 
Around ... 


I went out dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 

which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 



I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, Victor, my love, my sweet. 


Campuri de coral 


Campii de coral... 

Visele mele in apa ploii 
ingalbenesc 

Purtate de valuri stravezi la suprafata 
In creste violet palesc... 

Unduindu-se, spargandu-se de rod 
Valuri purtand foci, alge si crabi 
Inclestati si gravi. 


m-am nascut in mare, acum milioane de ani 
due dorul undelor, maruntelor 
ca niste dantele fine 
unduindu-se si nascand lumine 
din sfestile fine. 


Revarsandu-se de-o parte si de alta 
A Caii Lactee 
Mari de curcubeie!... 


Fields of coral 






te iubesc, puiul meu dulce. 

Fields of coral... 

My dreams in the water of the rain 
are yellowing 

Carried out by lucent waves to the surface 
In purple ridges are fading away... 

Rippling, breaking down by the rocks 
Waves carrying seals 
Algae and crabs 
Clenched and grave. 

I was born in the sea 
Millions years ago 

I miss the little waves, the tiny waves 
Likewise fine dentelery 
Rippling and giving birth to the lights 
from fine candlesticks. 


Pouring out on the both sides 
of the Milky Way 
Brilliant seas of rainbows!... 


Te iubesc nespus, dulcele meu Victo.te doresc 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Dulce Victor, Puiul meu. 
Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The first Book 













Painting four 


Te doresc si Te iubesc, Miuihai, Dragostea mea, Tudor, Puisor mic, dulce si Dorit. 
Te doresc si Te iubec, Dulceata mea, Victor. 

Ce voce dau ascunselor himere... 


Ochii lui ca doua safire negre, adanci, puternici, de mistere 
Luminau cu lumina lor calda, timida 
Greaua noapte 

Cadoi licari de mistuita patimaprinsoapte 
Ce voce dau ascunselor himere. 


Ochi ngri ca doi taciuni, lumina blanda 
Le cboradin ochi, plapandasi flamanda 
De taine ascunse nepatrunsului ascuns 
De noapte si e moarte crud patruns... 


Cathi rosti el cu vocea domoala 
Ca un tremolo adanc si dulce de mistere 
Cu buele lui dulci muitae-n miere 
Privind-o cu ochilui negrica de smoala... 


O vino, mai aproape tot mai aproape 

Sa-mi cazi pe piept 

Sa te sarut pe crestet sipe piept 

Atunci cand Luna se mistuie in noapte printre soapte 


0, Mighai, dulcele meu bland cu vocea ta duioasa 
Privirea ta ma-ngheata, ochul tau m-apasa 
Venit esti din taramurittcute, reci, ubpamantene 
si ma-ncalzesti in vatrra cu caldele-ti poeme... 

o, dulce, dulce e numeletau mireasa 
o Cathy vino 1-al meu san 
si lasa crudul tautaram 
se mistuie departe prin bucati de noapte 

o dulce dulcee numele-ti Mihai 
ca parul tau cel negru, ca parul tau balai 
ssuvite matasoase negre de calda ebonita 
se lase peste fruntea-m, cu ochii-ti e iubita 
as vrea pe vecii ma mistui in parul taubalai!... 

cu buze ce soptec divin cu-a lor placere 
lasand-o intr-ale mele calde 
acolo unde luna scalde 
tacute sentimente simistere!.... 




O vino, mai aproape tot mai aproape 

Sa-mi cazi pe piept 

Sa te sarut pe umeri sipe piept 

Atunci cand Luna se mistuie in noapte printre soapte 


Plutind amantii se stransera aproape 

mai aproape 1-al lor piept 

si dulce isi soptiracuvinte nsfarsite de amor 

privindu-se cu ochi cu infinit de dulce dor 

pe cand pieri in departare, intr-o corabie, numai Poetul... 

purtat pe nesfarsit de cald covor 
al bneuitatei, stins in emotii Toamne... 


Ochii lui ca doua safire negre, adanci, puternici, de mistere 
Luminau cu lumina lor calda, timida 
Greaua noapte 

Cadoi licari de mistuita patimaprinsoapte 
Ce voce dau ascunselor himere. 


o, dulce, dulce e numeletau mireasa 
o Cathy vino 1-al meu san 
si lasa crudul tautaram 
se mistuie departe prin bucati de noapte 

o dulce dulcee numele-ti Mihai 
ca parul tau cel negru, ca parul tau balai 
ssuvite matasoase negre de calda ebonita 
se lase peste fruntea-mi, pe ochii-mi de ubita 

cu buze ce soptec divin cu-a lor placere 
lasand-o intr-ale mele calde 
acolo unde luna scalde 
tacute sentimente simistere!.... 

What voice do I give to the hidden chimeras ... 

His eyes like two black sapphires, deep, powerful, mysterious 
They shone with their warm, shy light 
Heavy night 

Giving glimpses of consumed passion for the night 
What a voice I give to the hidden chimeras. 


Eyes black as two silent, soft light 
They fly their eyes, feeble and starving 
Of mysteries hidden from the hidden unseen 
At night and it is cruel death penetrated ... 


Cathy said softly 

Like a deep, sweet tremolo of mysteries 
With his sweet thin lips soaked in azure sky 
Looking at her with coal black eyes. 




Come on, closer and closer 
Fall on my chest 

Let me kiss you on shoulders, on your chest 

When the moon is consumed in the night among the whispers 


Oh, Mighai, my gentle sweet with your sweet voice 
Your look freezes me, your eye presses me 
You come from the realms of the land, cold, and earthly 
and you warm me in your arms with your warm poems ... 

Oh, sweet, sweet, it's called the bride 

o Cathy came my breast 

and let the cruel cuddle 

it is consumed far away by night pieces 

a sweet sweet name Mihai 

as your black hair, as your hair you waved 

black ebony warm silk towels 

it was left over my forehead, your eyes are beloved 

I would like forever to consume me in the hair of the table! ... 

with lips that whisper divine with their pleasure 
leaving it in my warm 
where the moon is warm 
silent feelings of shame! 


Come on, closer and closer 
Fall on my chest 

Let me kiss you on shoulders, on your chest 

When the moon is consumed in the night among the whispers 


The lovers floated close together 

closer to their chest 

and sweet whispered endless love 

staring into the eyes with endless sweet longing 

while you perish in the distance, in a ship, only the Poet... 

worn endlessly by warm carpet 

of tender, extinguished in autumn emotions ... 


FTis eyes like two black sapphires, deep, powerful, mysterious 
They shone with their warm, shy light 
Fleavy night 

Giving glimpses of consumed passion for the night 
What a voice I give to the hidden chimeras. 

Oh, sweet, sweet, it's called the bride 

o Cathy came my breast 

and let the cruel cuddle 

it is consumed far away by night pieces 

a sweet sweet name Mihai 

as your black hair, as your hair you waved 



black ebony warm silk towels 

it was left over my forehead, your eyes are beloved 

with lips that whisper divine with their pleasure 
leaving it in my warm 
where the moon is warm 
silent feelings of shame! 

Te iubesc, Carl, Puiul meu dulce, Mihai, dulcele si doritul meu puisor. 
Te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu dulce Victor si Te doresc Dulcele meu. 


Cei trei purcelusi 


In ziua acee de vara urcasem cu masina, toata familia 
Pe drumul care duce la Lunca Florii 
Departe in munti.... 

Urcsem pe muntele Bou, drept in varfu lui cel mai inalt 

De unde sedeschidea o imagine panoramica 

Asupra muntilor din apropiere, a celor doua varfuri apropiate 

A dealurilor ce se ondulau indepartare 

Purand pe marginile lor valurite case, mici punctulete albe 

Vazute in depatare 

Pe pajistea de-n verde inchis, degrade interminabil de verde 

si de galben, sub sarutarea soarelui mitic 

care aducea la viata atatea creaturi, atatea fiinte vii 

atatea sate si catune pierdute in departare 

care parca zumzaiau, slipoteau, frematau cu glasul lor aspru 

de unde se ridica biruitoare 
imaginea atator pamanturi, Doamne!... 


Vezi imi spune tata, acolo sunt muntsii Sibinului, ai Sibiului 

Imi spunea tata, aratand in departare 

Pe-acolo am fost la Magdi, la Dieter si la Feri in Sibiu... 


Fara sa vreau m-am gandit la cartea ilustrata cu cei trei purcelusi 
Vazand dealurile verzi, galbene 
In diferite nunate ale verelui, care parca se ingemanau 
Intr-un curcubeu stralucitor 
Pe muntii dimprejur. 


Fara sa vreau m-am gandit la oamenii care traiau pe acesti munti 
In aceste catune, in aceste sate pierdute in zre 
Care toti traiau, dormeau, se trezeau, mancau 



Isi aduceau mancare de te miri unde,si traiau acolo, 
in varful muntelui. 


Cei trei purcelusi traiau aievea in muntii dimprejur, 
Pe dealurile stropite cu verde, cu galben 
Pe iarba care stralucea alba in bataia vantului 
Sticlindu-i frunzele lunguiete in soare 

Miscata cu repeziciune de adierile aprige de vant 
In varf de munte. 


Traiam intreg isticismul si poezia acelei zile de vara, in munte 
si m-am aplecat, cu fata orbita de lumina 

sa ridic o piatra, alcatuita din mai multe straturi concentrice de roca 

ntrepatrunse cu mica, cu minereu 

care-si avea vechimea ei frumusetea si duritatea ei. 


De pe vatrful de munte din stanga, doi ciobani cu oile le carmeau pe saua 
Ce lega cele doua varfuri, cu traistele in spinare 
si cu cainii ciobanesti dupa ei 

si tata s-a oprit cu ei de vorba, si sa inchine un pahar 
de tuica 


Pe pajistea de-n verde inchis, degrade interminabil de verde 

si de galben, sub sarutarea soarelui mitic 

care aducea la viata atatea creaturi, atatea fiinte vii 

atatea sate si catune pierdute in departare 

care parca zumzaiau, slipoteau, frematau cu glasul lor aspru 

de unde se ridica biruitoare 
imaginea atator pamanturi, DoamneL. 


Three Little Pigs 

On that summer day I was riding the car, the whole family 
On the road that leads to the Flori Lunca 
Far in the mountains .... 

Climb up Mount Bou, right at its highest peak 
From where the panoramic image sits 
Over the nearby mountains, the two nearby peaks 
The hills that were rolling away 

Carrying on the edges of their flimsy houses, small white dots 
Seen in the distance 



On the meadow of dark green, endless gradation of green 
and yellow, under the kiss of the mythical sun 
that brought so many creatures to life, so many living beings 
so many villages and hamlets lost in the distance 

who sounded like they were humming, whipping, shivering in their harsh voice 

from where he rises victorious 
the image of so many lands, Lord! 


See my dad tells me, there are the mountains of Sibiu, of Sibiu 
My father was telling me, looking away 
I went to Magdi, Dieter and Ferries in Sibiu ... 


Without wishing I thought of the illustrated book with the three pigs 
Seeing the green, yellow hills 

Different weddings of the summer, which seem to be twinning 
In a bright rainbow 
On the mountains around. 


Without wishing I thought of the people who lived in these mountains 
In these hamlets, in these villages lost in the creek 
That everyone lived, slept, woke up, ate 

They would bring their food to marvel at where, and they lived there, 
at the top of the mountain. 


The three pigs lived in the mountains around, 
On the hills sprinkled with green, with yellow 
On the grass that gleamed white in the wind 
Blowing its leaves long into the sun 

Quickly moved by the windy expressions 
At the top of the mountain. 


I lived the whole historicism and poetry of that summer day, in the mountains 

and I bent down, face blinded by light 

to lift a stone, consisting of several concentric layers of rock 

it was interspersed with small ore 

who had her beauty, beauty and toughness. 


From the mountain peak on the left, two shepherds with sheep rode them on the saddle 
What connected the two peaks, with the sadness in the back 



and with the shepherd dogs after them 

and my father stopped talking to them and worshiped a glass 

of pumice 


On the meadow of dark green, endless gradation of green 
and yellow, under the kiss of the mythical sun 
that brought so many creatures to life, so many living beings 
so many villages and hamlets lost in the distance 

who sounded like they were humming, whipping, shivering in their harsh voice 

from where he rises victorious 
the image of so many lands, Lord! 


Vant celest... 


Cerul se-ndoaie, piere... 

Se valuresc in alt taram ii de stele 
Ca o fotografie ingalbenita de vreme 
Ca ochii albastri ai dragei mele... 

Cerul se sprijina pe-o mana de lut - 
Moleciulele imbibate ci apa gem - 
Pe un straveziu, inefabil sarut - 
Atunci cand pe noapte eu te chem... 


Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 



Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

In iuresulmeu am intanit pe toti profetii celeilalte lumi 
Pe tosti sfintii, arhanghelii si serafmii 
Cu parul nins insetand dupa adevar. 


m-am cufundat in constiinta lumii 
ca intr-o mare tulburata talazuindu-si valurile 
in oceanul ei de foe, de sange su erzuime 
de razboi. 

Trupul meu fu devorat pe data de salbaticiuni 
si sufletul se inalta in calda lumina a eternitatii. 

Intr-o geografie celesta pluti ca valuri de neguri peste pamant 
Adapand pamantul 
Cu lumina lui tremuratoare. 

Valtorit intr- arte si alta, cunoscu extazul 
Extazul mortii pe cruce. 

Isi dadu duhul in bratele multimii infricosate 
Printre siruri de morti si de vii 
Inte cei trecuti, cei prezenti si cei transcendenti 
Intre saxru si profan. 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Heavenly wind ... 

The sky bends, it dies ... 

They are seen in another realm of stars 
Like a yellowed photo of the weather 
Like the blue eyes of my darling ... 

The sky rests on a clay hand - 
Molecules soaked but jam water - 
On an ancestral, ineffable kiss - 
When at night I call you ... 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
Lrom the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 



Surrounded by snow. 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

In Iuresulmeu I met all the prophets of the other world 
To all the saints, the archangels and the seraphim 
With the hair dry, thirsting for the truth 


I plunged into the consciousness of the world 
as in a great turmoil flooding its waves 
in her ocean of fire, blood and cruelty 
of war. 

My body was devoured by the feasts 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 

In a celestial geography you float like waves of clouds over the earth 
Watering the earth 
With his trembling light. 

Traveled in art and other, he knew the ecstasy 
The ecstasy of death on the cross. 

He gave his spirit into the arms of the frightened crowd 
Among the strings of the dead and the living 
They are the past, the present and the transcendent 
Between sax and profane. 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 



With the star attached to the temple 
.Te iubesc, tudor, dragostea mea. 


Tudor, Dragut si dulce Puisor, dulceata iubita, Te iubesc, Dragostea mea dulce, Puimic, Te iubesc si Te doresc, 
Dulcisorul mu, Dulceata mea, dulce, Sotul meu iubit, dulcele meu, dulcisorul meu, Te iubesc si Te doresc, 
Victor, Puiul meu, dragostea mea 

Te iubnesc, Victor, dragostea mea 
Ceruri albastre 

De eparte se vedeau tufelee inalte de trandafiri clatinanu-se 
Lovite de furtuna... 

Dorian se grabi, trebuia sa ajunga la 7 la Cathy acasa 
Erau o ploaie si un vant turbate 
Parca cum nu mai vazuse niciodata.... 

Un fulger despica cerul sise scurse in departare 
Acolo unde muntii se bateau 
In capete 

Dorian zambi, gandindu-se la basmele copilariei 
Trecuse atat de mult de atunci... 

Dar Dorian parca vedea peste tot imprejurul lui munti 
Batandu-se in capete.... 

Cand deodata un trasnet cazu in pamant, 
la departare de cativa pasi 
Langa un fag mare ce strajuia singur 
In partea lui staanga. 

Deodta hainele lui se albira de fulger 
si ramasera asa albe 
cu apa siroinduu-i pe piept, pe maini 
zbicindu-se sub ochii lui neinchipuit de repede... 

Dorian se sterse la ochi tulburat 

Nevenindu-i sa-isi creada ochilor 

Dar mainile lui abia dacaerau putin umede 

si bratele jilave de ploaie 

noroo amenintatori, treceau spre Apus 

ingramadindu-se ca fuioare de vant si furtuna albastre-violet 

ca niste copii amenintatori 

pusi pe plans. 


Cerul era o cabalccada de nori 

Albastre ca cearceafurile de atlazz ale miresei lui 

Grabinu-se sa se infasoare unul intr-altul 

La mijloc 

Cand deodta se facu umbra de-a binelea. 

Soarele, semet se ivea feciorelnic pintre noirii negri 
Lumanand pamantul cu umbra lor 
Muiata in fir de diamante. 

Era o racoare placuta, o briza calda trecea tremurand printre 
Tufele de trandafiri rosii si roz 
El se apropia si se tot apropia 
Se apropia din ce in ce.... din ce in ce... 



Hainele lui ramasera albe, zbicite dupaploaie 
Luminand ca un soare tremurator, sclipitor 
Asa cum trecea pe strada 
Ca un manunchi de raze izvorand din el... 

Ajunse la poart. 

Cathy se ivi tremurand de dupa tufelede trandafiri rosii 
si i se arunca in brate. 

Dragostea mea... sopti ea... ai venit la timp 
Pe o ploaie ca asta n-as fi crezut 
Pe un vant ca asta 

Aicila tine e bine, surase el 

Cuprinzand-o cu bratele si tragand-o spre sine 

La pieptul sau 

Simtindu-iumezeala hainlor 

Racoarea lor catifelata placuta... 

si aici a plouat, ingaima ea 
cuprinztnduOu-i gatul si privindu-lin ochi 
apoi ascunzandu-si fata la ppieptul lui. 

Deodata Dorian se apleca 

si o saruta gingas pe buzele ei de lotus imbobocite 
in vreme ce un trandafir roz se rupse deasupra lor, cazandu-i 
si alunecandu-i lui Dorian pe umar. 

Dragostea mea 

sopti ea, sarutandu-i umarul. 

Apoi buzele lor se lipira spasmodic intr-un sarut lung 

Care-i strabatu pana in talpi 

Ca si cum un fulger s-arfiscurs in pamant. 

Cathy ii simti buzele lui parfumate dulci 
Ca doua petale gingase 
De trandafir 

Ca un serbet parfumat si inmiresmat de trandafiri. 


Cathy sopti tanarul tulburat 
Te iubesc dragostea mea... stii... 

Oh, Dorian si eu 

Te iubesc nespus de mult....dulcele meu, dragostea mea... 


Cand deodta se facu umbra de-a binelea. 

Soarele, semet se ivea feciorelnic pintre noirii negri 
Lumanand pamantul cu umbra lor 
Muiata in fir de diamante. 

Era o racoare placuta, o briza calda trecea tremurand printre 
Tufele de trandafiri rosii si roz 
El se apropia si se tot apropia 
Se apropia din ce in ce.... din ce in ce... 

Hainele lui ramasera albe, zbicite dupaploaie 
Luminand ca un soare tremurator, sclipitor 



Asa cum trecea pe strada 

Ca un manunchi de raze izvorand din el... 

Dorian se sterse la ochi tulburat 

Nevenindu-i sa-isi creada ochilor 

Dar mainile lui abia dacaerau putin umede 

si bratele jilave de ploaie 

noroo amenintatori, treceau spre Apus 

ingramadindu-se ca fuioare de vant si furtuna albastre-violet 

ca niste copii amenintatori 

pusi pe plans. 

Blue skies 

From the side we saw tall roses of roses swaying 
Hit by the storm ... 

Dorian was in a hurry, she was supposed to be 7 at Cathy's home 
It was a rain and wind blown 
As if he had never seen it before. 

A lightning bolt split the sky and it flew in the distance 
Where the mountains fought 
In the heads 

Dorian smiled, thinking of his childhood fairy tales 
It had been so long since then ... 

But Dorian seemed to see all over his mountains 
Fighting on their heads. 

When suddenly a lightning bolt fell to the ground, a few steps away 
Next to a large beech tree that was watching alone 
On his left side. 

Suddenly his clothes became lightning-white 
and they remained so white 
with water running down his chest, his hands 
crying beneath his unbelievably quick eyes ... 

Dorian wiped his troubled eyes 
Not having them believe their eyes 
But his hands were barely wet 
and the rainy arms 

threatening clouds, they were passing towards the West 
piling up like blue-violet windstorms and thunderstorms 
like threatening children 
cried. 


The sky was a cloud of clouds 
Blue as his bride's atlazz sheets 
Hurry to wrap one another 
In the middle 

When suddenly there was a good shadow. 

The sun, the seed, appeared virginly to the new blacks 
Lightening the earth with their shadow 
Soaked in diamond thread. 

It was a pleasant chill, a warm breeze fluttering through 
Red and pink rose bushes 




He was getting closer and closer 

It was getting closer and closer ... more and more ... 

His clothes remained white, and he smiled after the rain 

Glowing like a shimmering, shining sun 

As it passed through the street 

Like a bunch of rays springing from it... 

He reached the gate. 

Cathy was shaking from the red roses 
and is thrown into his arms. 

My love ... she whispered ... you came in time 
On a rain like this I would not have believed 
On a wind like this 

This is fine, he smiled 

Grabbing her with her arms and pulling her to herself 
At his chest 

Feeling the humming of the clothes 
Their pleasant velvety coolness ... 

and it rained here, she sighed 

covering his neck and looking him in the eye 

then hiding his face at his chest. 

Suddenly Dorian bent down 

and a kiss kissing her embellished lotus lips 
While a pink rose broke over them, falling to them 
and sliding Dorian over his shoulder. 

My love 

she whispered, kissing his shoulder. 

Then their lips spasmodically stuck in a long kiss 

Which went through his soles 

As if a lightning bolt burst into the ground. 

Cathy felt his sweet scented lips 
Like two luscious petals 
Of rose 

Like a scented serpent and admired with roses. 


Cathy whispered the troubled young man 
I love you my love ... you know ... 

Oh, Dorian and I 

I love you very much ... my sweet, my love ... 


When suddenly there was a good shadow. 

The sun, the seed, appeared virginly to the new blacks 
Lightening the earth with their shadow 
Soaked in diamond thread. 

It was a pleasant chill, a warm breeze fluttering through 

Red and pink rose bushes 

He was getting closer and closer 

It was getting closer and closer ... more and more ... 



His clothes remained white, and he smiled after the rain 

Glowing like a shimmering, shining sun 

As it passed through the street 

Like a bunch of rays springing from it... 

Dorian wiped his troubled eyes 
Not having them believe their eyes 
But his hands were barely wet 
and the rainy arms 

threatening clouds, they were passing towards the West 
piling up like blue-violet windstorms and thunderstorms 
like threatening children 
crying. 

te iubesc, Tudor, dragostea me. 

Te doresv, Puisorulmeu. 

Te iubesc si Te dorec Carl Puisorul meu. 

Te iunesc, Victor, dragostea mea 
Ceruri albastre 


De eparte se vedeau tufelee inalte de trandafiri clatinanu-se 
Lovite de furtuna... 

Dorian se grabi, trebuia sa ajunga la 7 la Cathy acasa 
Erau o ploaie si un vant turbate 
Parca cum nu mai vazuse niciodata.... 

Un fulger despica cerul sise scurse in departare 
Acolo unde muntii se bateau 
In capete 

Dorian zambi, gandindu-se la basmele copilariei 
Trecuse atat de mult de atunci... 

Dar Dorian parca vedea peste tot imprejurul lui munti 
Batandu-se in capete.... 

Cand deodata un trasnet cazu in pamant, la departare de cativa pasi 
Langa un fag mare ce strajuia singur 
In partea lui staanga. 

Deodta hainele lui se albira de fulger 
si ramasera asa albe 
cu apa siroinduu-i pe piept, pe maini 
zbicindu-se sub ochii lui neinchipuit de repede... 

Dorian se sterse la ochi tulburat 

Nevenindu-i sa-isi creada ochilor 

Dar mainile lui abia dacaerau putin umede 

si bra tele jilave de ploaie 

noroo amenintatori, treceau spre Apus 

ingramadindu-se ca fuioare de vant si furtuna albastre-violet 

ca niste copii amenintatori 

pusi pe plans. 




Cerul era o cabalccada de nori 

Albastre ca cearceafurile de atlazz ale miresei lui 

Grabinu-se sa se infasoare unul intr-altul 

La mijloc 


Cand deodta se facu umbra de-a binelea. 

Soarele, semet se ivea feciorelnic pintre noirii negri 
Lumanand pamantul cu umbra lor 
Muiata in fir de diamante. 

Era o racoare placuta, o briza calda trecea tremurand printre 
Tufele de trandafiri rosii si roz 
El se apropia si se tot apropia 
Se apropia din ce in ce.... din ce in ce... 

Hainele lui ramasera albe, zbicite dupaploaie 
Luminand ca un soare tremurator, sclipitor 
Asa cum trecea pe strada 
Ca un manunchi de raze izvorand din el... 

Ajunse la poart. 

Cathy se ivi tremurand de dupa tufelede trandafiri rosii 
si i se arunca in brate. 

Dragostea mea... sopti ea... ai venit la timp 
Pe o ploaie ca asta n-as fi crezut 
Pe un vant ca asta 


Aicila tine e bine, surase el 

Cuprinzand-o cu bratele si tragand-o spre sine 

La pieptul sau 

Simtindu-iumezeala hainlor 

Racoarea lor catifelata placuta... 

si aici a plouat, ingaima ea 
cuprinztnduOu-i gatul si privindu-lin ochi 
apoi ascunzandu-si fata la ppieptul lui. 

Deodata Dorian se apleca 

si o saruta gingas pe buzele ei de lotus imbobocite 
in vreme ce un trandafir roz se rupse deasupra lor, cazandu-i 
si alunecandu-i lui Dorian pe umar. 

Dragostea mea 

sopti ea, sarutandu-i umarul. 

Apoi buzele lor se lipira spasmodic intr-un sarut lung 

Care-i strabatu pana in talpi 

Ca si cum un fulger s-arfiscurs in pamant. 



Cathy ii simti buzele lui parfumate dulci 
Ca doua petale gingase 
De trandafir 

Ca un serbet parfumat si inmiresmat de trandafiri. 


Cathy sopti tanarul tulburat 
Te iubesc dragostea mea... stii... 

Oh, Dorian si eu 

Te iubesc nespus de mult....dulcele meu, dragostea mea... 


Cand deodta se facu umbra de-a binelea. 

Soarele, semet se ivea feciorelnic pintre noirii negri 
Lumanand pamantul cu umbra lor 
Muiata in fir de diamante. 

Era o racoare placuta, o briza calda trecea tremurand printre 
Tufele de trandafiri rosii si roz 
El se apropia si se tot apropia 
Se apropia din ce in ce.... din ce in ce... 

Hainele lui ramasera albe, zbicite dupaploaie 
Luminand ca un soare tremurator, sclipitor 
Asa cum trecea pe strada 
Ca un manunchi de raze izvorand din el... 


Dorian se sterse la ochi tulburat 

Nevenindu-i sa-isi creada ochilor 

Dar mainile lui abia dacaerau putin umede 

si bratele jilave de ploaie 

noroo amenintatori, treceau spre Apus 

ingramadindu-se ca fuioare de vant si furtuna albastre-violet 

ca niste copii amenintatori 

pusi pe plans. 


Blue skies 


From the side we saw tall roses of roses swaying 
Hit by the storm ... 

Dorian was in a hurry, she was supposed to be 7 at Cathy's home 
It was a rain and wind blown 
As if he had never seen it before. 




A lightning bolt split the sky and it flew in the distance 
Where the mountains fought 
In the heads 

Dorian smiled, thinking of his childhood fairy tales 
It had been so long since then ... 

But Dorian seemed to see ah over his mountains 
Fighting on their heads. 

When suddenly a lightning bolt fell to the ground, a few steps away 
Next to a large beech tree that was watching alone 
On his left side. 

Suddenly his clothes became lightning-white 
and they remained so white 
with water running down his chest, his hands 
crying beneath his unbelievably quick eyes ... 

Dorian wiped his troubled eyes 
Not having them believe their eyes 
But his hands were barely wet 
and the rainy arms 

threatening noroo, they were passing towards the West 
piling up like blue-violet windstorms and thunderstorms 
like threatening children 
cried. 


The sky was a cloud of clouds 
Blue as his bride's atlazz sheets 
Hurry to wrap one another 
In the middle 


When suddenly there was a good shadow. 

The sun, the seed, appeared virginly to the new blacks 
Lightening the earth with their shadow 
Soaked in diamond thread. 

It was a pleasant chill, a warm breeze fluttering through 

Red and pink rose bushes 

He was getting closer and closer 

It was getting closer and closer ... more and more ... 

His clothes remained white, and he smiled after the rain 

Glowing like a shimmering, shining sun 

As it passed through the street 

Like a bunch of rays springing from it... 


He reached the gate. 

Cathy was shaking from the red roses 



and is thrown into his arms. 

My love ... she whispered ... you came in time 
On a rain like this I would not have believed 
On a wind like this 


This is fine, he smiled 

Grabbing her with her arms and pulling her to herself 
At his chest 

Feeling the humming of the clothes 
Their pleasant velvety coolness ... 

and it rained here, she sighed 

covering his neck and looking him in the eye 

then hiding his face at his chest. 

Suddenly Dorian bent down 

and a kiss kissing her embellished lotus lips 
While a pink rose broke over them, falling to them 
and sliding Dorian over his shoulder. 

My love 

she whispered, kissing his shoulder. 

Then their lips spasmodically stuck in a long kiss 

Which went through his soles 

As if a lightning bolt burst into the ground. 

Cathy felt his sweet scented lips 
Like two luscious petals 
Of rose 

Like a scented serpent and admired with roses. 


Cathy whispered the troubled young man 
I love you my love ... you know ... 

Oh, Dorian and I 

I love you very much ... my sweet, my love ... 


When suddenly there was a good shadow. 

The sun, the seed, appeared virginly to the new blacks 
Lightening the earth with their shadow 
Soaked in diamond thread. 

It was a pleasant chill, a warm breeze fluttering through 

Red and pink rose bushes 

He was getting closer and closer 

It was getting closer and closer ... more and more ... 



His clothes remained white, and he smiled after the rain 

Glowing like a shimmering, shining sun 

As it passed through the street 

Like a bunch of rays springing from it... 


Dorian wiped his troubled eyes 
Not having them believe their eyes 
But his hands were barely wet 
and the rainy arms 

threatening noroo, they were passing towards the West 
piling up like blue-violet windstorms and thunderstorms 
like threatening children 
crying. 

te iubesc, Tudor, dragostea me. 

Chaos si himera. 


Ordine imobila, calma, protectoare, linistitoare 
O ordine inscrisa in chaos, dragii mei 
Singura realitate adevarata 
Ultima 

Cea dintai si cea de pe urma 
Pneuma. 

Adanca, neagra, nesfarsita, blanda blajina 
Fara gust, fara miros 

Catalepsie 

Intuneric 

O lume care-si inchidea aripile 
Ca ochii mei obositi, impacati 
Care vazusera moartea. 


te iubesc, Puiul meu. 
Chaos and chimera 





on with 


Chaos is inherent 


Buddha 


Tv, Brainy Quote 


Immobile, calm, protective, soothing order 
An order encrypted in Chaos, my dears 
The only true reality 
Ultimate 

The first and the last 
Pneuma. 

Deep, black, endless, gentle, mild 
Without tase, without smell 

Catalepsy 

Darkness 

A world which was closing itself the wings 
Likewise my tired, sad eyes 
Which had been seeing the death. 

Te iubesc Victor 

Clopotul de fier (Breathe) 


Cand vin acasa trist si obosit 

Imi place sa-mi odihnesc oasele langa foe.... 

Departe... dincolo de dealuri 
Clopotul de fier bate 
Cu vocea-i grava si melodioasa... 

Cheama credinciosii 
Sa cada in genunchi... 

si sa asculte din nou murmurate vechile magice soapte.... 
(dupa Breathe, Pink Floyd) 


The iron bell (Breathe) 






When I come home sad and tired 
I like to rest my bones by the fire. 

Far ... beyond the hills 
The iron bell rings 

With his serious and melodious voice ... 

Call the believers 

Get down on one knee ... 

and listen to the old whispering magic again. 

(after Breathe, Pink Floyye iubesc, dulceata mea, Victor, puiul meu. 


te iubesc, dulcele meu puisor. 

La multi ani de 8 Martie, dulcea mea Anima! 
Coincidentia oppositorum 


un soare cald, timid imi intra-n spatii 
rarefiate 

...nevinovate si auguste gratii... 
raze sageata cu a lor putere 
a mea indicibila, calma 
durere. 


e totul bland... 

desi sunt pe pamant 

tacerea mea e grea ca vidul absolut 

in fata fortelor dezlantuite 

ale lumii 

ridic inima mea ca un necunoscut 
si rece scut. 


un soare cald, timid imi intra-n spatii 
rarefiate 

...nevinovate si auguste gratii... 
raze sageata cu a lor putere 
a mea indicibila, calma 
durere. 


e totul bland... 

desi sunt pe pamant 

tacerea mea e grea ca vidul absolut 

in fata fortelor dezlantuite 

ale lumii 


ridic inima mea ca un necunoscut 




si rece scut. 


Coincidentia oppositorum 


a warm, shy sun enters my spaces 
rarified 

... innocent and august of grace ... 
Arrow beams with their power 
my unspeakable, calm 
pain. 


it's all gentle ... 
although I am on earth 

my silence is as heavy as the absolute emptiness 
in the face of unleashed forces 
of the world 

I raise my heart like a stranger 
and cold shield. 


a warm, shy sun enters my spaces 
rarified 

... innocent and august of grace ... 
Arrow beams with their power 
my unspeakable, calm 
pain. 


it's all gentle ... 
although I am on earth 

my silence is as heavy as the absolute emptiness 
in the face of unleashed forces 
of the world 

I raise my heart like a stranger 
and cold shield. 

Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 


Te iubsc, Tudor. Te doresc. 
Come as you are .... 


Come as you are - as holy as a whore 
Like a friend, like a friend ... 



I want you to be ... 

Your hand holds mine 
Your kiss sucks my lips - 

She sucks my arteries, ready to break - like her rawer, sweeter 
More voluptuous chorus ... 

and no, I don't have a weapon, no, I don't have a gun. 
the body of poetry is untied 

of the eagles that come down steal them high, breaking 

from meat to piece by piece ... 

heavy words speak of love and death 

and shatters the body by staring at the stars 

the black, torn banner 

to wear it 

barely spoken, full of words ... hardly dead, full 
to die ... 


the dumb angel cried, fallen, in his mourning 

warm over clay 

just beginning, full of 

the end 

Clear the stars to light up in the sky a thousand 

and in kisses 

we forget what it will be 

careless at Time, at crossings 

to words 

looking into our eyes 
remembering ... 


slip on your bare feet 

in my warm dream of love and pleasure 

as you close your eyes in pain 

when I give my lips tender 

-obol... 


the subtle light faded from your eyes 

like two mysterious headlights 

in the distance 

traveling tenderly at sea 

as in a ship 

only the poet? 


Come as you know ... 

Come on, you are, like a saint, like a whore 
Now I want you to be ... 

and I swear I don't have a weapon 
I don't have a weapon 
just an old toy gun for kids 
so come as you are 






as I want you to come ... 

Come here you are, as anointed as a whore 
Like I want you to be ... 

I will hang the hall with stories 

Unrealistic to the intruders - so come as you are 


Come with the man-temple, and one at the back 
Like the boy in the story 
Sad singers 

That before much more ... 

I'm not like him 
I'm not dumb 
Come on try me love 
How good-natured he is 

So come on as you are... 

I take the gun and shoot myself 
I fall through a dark labyrinth 
Until I touch the bush 
Which I stumbled upon 

So come as you are ... 

Come with the man-temple, and one at the back 
Like the boy in the story 
Sad singers 

That before much more ... 

Come here you are, as anointed as a whore 
Like I want you to be ... 

I will hang the hall with stories 

Unrealistic to the intruders - so come as you are 

I love you I want you. 

I dream of the heavy sleep with terror 
Like Kali-yuga family 

From an unfathomable, incomparable slowness 
I wrap my hand around his neck 
and one at the temple 

and I don't know very well what this story is about 
what happens to me 

and I swear I don't have a weapon 
I don't have a weapon 
just an old toy gun for kids 
so come as you are 
as I want you to come ... 

Come on, you are, like a saint, like a whore 



I want you to be now 

Te iubesc, Te doresc Tudor, Dragostea mea 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

The fish have no feelings, they are just fish 

Passing to the bride, cold poem, in the heart hid the story 

The fish have no feelings 

They are just fish ... 

I love you and I desire you, Victor my sweetness. 

Translation: Natalia Galatan, Google Translate, Google dictionary 

Where is not precised the Author of translation, it is realized by Google Translate and Carl Gustav Jung 
Te iubesc, Tudor, dulceata mea, dragostea mea. Te doresc. 

Te iubesc, Mihai, Puiul meu. 

Te doresc, Dulcisorul meu. 

Te oiiuebsc, Tudioor, Puiul meu. 

Come as you are.... 

Vino as cum esti - ca un sfant ca o curva 
Ca un prieten, ca un prieten... 

Asa cum vreau eu sa fii... 


Mainil tale le-mbartiseaza pe ale mele 
Sarutul tau imi suge buzele - 

Imi suge arterele, gata sa se sparga - ca de ea mai cruda, mai dulce 
Mai voluptoasa corvoada... 



si nu,n-am o arma, nu, n-am 1 pusca.... 


e descamat trupul poeziei 

de vulturii ce se abat asupra-i din inalt, rupand 

din carnea-i bucata cu bucata... 

cuvinte grele vorbesc de dragoste si moarte 
si surpa trupul cutezand in stele 
stindardul negru, sfasiat 
sa-1 poarte 

abia rostite, pline de rostiri... abia murite, pline 
de muriri... 


ingerul mut a strigat, cazut, in moliciunea-i 
calda peste lut 
abia-ncepute, pline de 
sfarsit 


Senine stelele se-aprind pe cer o mie 

si-n sarutari 

uitam ce-o sa mai fie 

nepasatori la Timp, la treceri 

la cuvinte 

privindu-ne in ochi 
cu luare-aminte... 


alunec pe picioru-ti gol 
in visu-mi cald de-amor si de placere 
pe cand tu inchizi ochii cu durere 
cand buzelor le dau tandru 
-obol... 


subtil lumina stinsa din ochii-ti se revarsa 
ca doua faruri tainice 
in departare 

calatorind tandru pe mare 
ca intr-o corabie 
numai poetul?.... 


Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 







Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te doresc si te iubesc, Victor dulceta mea. 

Come as you are .... 

Come as you are - as holy as a whore 
Like a friend, like a friend ... 

As I want you to be ... 


Your hand holds mine 
Your kiss sucks my lips - 

She sucks my arteries, ready to break - like her rawer, sweeter 
More voluptuous chorus ... 


and no, I don't have a weapon, no, I don't have a gun. 


the body of poetry is untied 

of the eagles that come down steal them high, breaking 
from meat to piece by piece ... 

heavy words speak of love and death 
and shatters the body by staring at the stars 
the black, torn banner 
to wear it 

barely spoken, full of words ... hardly dead, full 
to die ... 



the dumb angel cried, fallen, in his mourning 

warm over clay 

just beginning, full of 

the end 


Clear the stars light up in the sky a thousand 

and in kisses 

we forget what it will be 

careless at Time, at crossings 

to words 

looking into our eyes 
remembering ... 


slip on your bare feet 

in my warm dream of love and pleasure 

as you close your eyes in pain 

when I give my lips tender 

-obol... 


the subtle light faded from your eyes 

like two mysterious headlights 

in the distance 

traveling tenderly at sea 

as in a ship 

only the poet? 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 






From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you and I love you, Victor my sweetness. 

Come as you know ... 


Come on, you are, like a saint, like a whore 
Now I want you to be ... 


and I swear I don't have a weapon 
I don't have a weapon 
just an old toy gun for kids 
so come as you are 
as I want you to come ... 


Come here you are, as anointed as a whore 
Like I want you to be ... 

I will hang the hall with stories 

Unrealistic to the intruders - so come as you are 


Come with the man-temple, and one at the back 
Like the boy in the story 
Sad singers 

That before much more ... 


I'm not like him 
I'm not dumb 
Come on try me love 
How good-natured he is 


So come on as you are... 


I take the gun and shoot myself 
I fall through a dark labyrinth 
Until I touch the bush 
Which I stumbled upon 


So come as you are ... 



Come with the man-temple, and one at the back 
Like the boy in the story 
Sad singers 

That before much more ... 


Come here you are, as anointed as a whore 
Like I want you to be ... 

I will hang the hall with stories 

Unrealistic to the intruders - so come as you are 

I love you I want you. 


I dream of the heavy sleep with terror 
Like Kali-yuga family 

From an unfathomable, incomparable slowness 
I wrap my hand around his neck 
and one at the temple 

and I don't know very well what this story is about 
what happens to me 


and I swear I don't have a weapon 
I don't have a weapon 
just an old toy gun for kids 
so come as you are 
as I want you to come ... 


Come on, you are, like a saint, like a whore 
I want you to be now 

Te iubesc, Te doresc Tudor, Dragostea mea 

te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu dulce. 
Complexio oppositorum 
Cerul se oglindeste in Mare 
si Marea in Cer 

copacii miniaturali plutesc intre ele 
cu frunzele lor verzi ca 
niste margele. 

Buddha c-un suras bland 

priveste Faptura, nevinovata Creatura 

este acolo? sau poate dincoace 

Timpul in fasii largi se desface 

In Zeul cu-o mie de fete si cu-o infinitate de brate 

in spatiu-n care domnea 

eterna pace. 

era dragoste era iubire era ura?... 
n-o puteai masura cu omeneasca masura 
misteral iubirii era nesfarsit 



si le cuprindea in Sine pe toate 

precum Zeul cuprindea in inemi infinitatea sa 

de brate. 

Zeul era iubire 

ce continea in sine toate atributele 
toate vazutele 
si nevazutele. 

pe cand nu era moarte, nici viata, 
nici dragoste, nici ura 
era Ceva mai presus de fire 
in care nu-ncape cuvantul Iubire. 

timpu-n fasii largi nemarginirea si-o desface 
n-vazduhu-n care zacea eterna 
necreata pace. 

totu-i vis in adormire 
a pleoapei ce clipeste greu 
si-n luciul ei de-oglinda 
isi oglindea privirea fiorosul Zeu. 

intors in sine-mi 

ma intreb cu mila, cu nesfarsita mila 
”Au cine-i zeul carui 
plecam a noastre inemi?” 

El din noian de ape puteri au dat scanteii 
cea mai inainte de toti zeii 
care salasluieste in inema: 
si i-a spus: ”sa fie Lumina!” 

Buddha c-un suras bland 

priveste Faptura, nevinovata Creatura 

este acolo? sau poate dincoace 

Timpul in fasii largi se desface 

In Zeul cu-o mie de fete si cu-o infinitate de brate 

in spatiu-n care domnea 

eterna pace. 

te iubesc, Victor 

Zburand la mare inaltime 

Sufletul meu dintr-o data se inalta in vazduh, temator, speriat 
Cautand in marea de lumina care se revarsa printre nori. 

Fiare salbatice scurmau pamantul 
Feroce, iesie din minti. 

Lumea nu e decat o impresiune de culori delicate 
puse pe panza unui pictor 
o iudata strabatere si ingemanare de realitati 
dintre imanent si transcendemt. 



Varfurile brazilor se unduiau in zare 
Ca o maree, ca o mare 
Cu coroana in trupul de foe al pamantului 
si cu trunchiul infipt in lumina 

in uriasa, misterioasa,ciudata, labirintica a Domnului gradina. 

In iuresulmeu am intanit pe toti profetii celeilalte lumi 
Pe tosti sfintii, arhanghelii si serafmii 
Cu parul nins insetand dupa adevar. 

m-am cufundat in constiinta lumii 
ca intr-o mare tulburata talazuindu-si valurile 
in oceanul ei de foe, de sange su erzuime 
de razboi. 

Trupul meu fu devorat pe data de salbaticiuni 
si sufletul se inalta in calda lumina a eternitatii. 

Intr-o geografie celesta pluti ca valuri de neguri peste pamant 
Adapand pamantul 
Cu lumina lui tremuratoare. 

Valtorit intr- arte si alta, cunoscu extazul 
Extazul mortii pe cruce. 

Isi dadu duhul in bratele multimii infricosate 
Printre siruri de morti si de vii 
Inte cei trecuti, cei prezenti si cei transcendenti 
Intre saxru si profan. 

Valuri de erzime agita multimea 
Am ielst devorata din bratele lor 
Trupul meu fu devorat pe data de salbaticiuni 
si sufletul se inalta in calda lumina a eternitatii. 

Adorm cu mana la atampla, in scurte vise 
In care alunec cu teama, cu frica, cu durere... 

Caci zeitatea intunecata, ce-mi suusura aspru n-fereastra 
Cu nesfarsita dragoste sufletul imi cere.. 

O noapte aspra, grea, intunecata de aspre, grele premonitii 
In care-am ormit cu geamul deschis 
Lasand zeitatea cu suflet de zeu si glas de fiara 
Sa exercite asupra-mi divine-i exercitii... 

E nopate tarziu, galbena si atemnporala 

Adorm cu mana la tampla 

Clanta usii se msca incet ca in vis 

Eu iarasi, intr-o teribila spaima, imi las sufletul 

Eternitatii vide, totusi temporale 

In tacerea noptii, aspre, guturale 

Ucis, renascut, neantului emis.... 

Arhetpul tau ia forme colosale 



El imbraca realitatea in cruda-i infatisare 
Dadu Absolutui o noua, neastteptata, realizare 
...inspaimantaatoare zare 

Clanta usii se msca incet ca in vis 

Eu iarasi, intr-o teribila spaima, imi las sufletul 

Eternitatii vide, totusi temporale 

In tacerea notuu, aspre, guturale 

Ucis, renascut, neantului emis.... 

E noapte tarziu, galbena si atemporala 
Adorm cu mana la tampla 
Totul se petrece ca-ntr-un vis real, aievea 
Se intampla si nu se intmpla... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 
Te iubesc, dulcele meu. 

Te doresc, dragostea mea. 

Complexion od opposites 

The Sky is mirrored in the Sea 
And the Sea in the Sky 

The miniature trees are floating between them 
With their green leaves like 
some beads. 

Buddha with a gentle smile 

Looks at the Being, the Innocent Creature 

Is it there?... Or maybe beyond 



The Time in large strips unfolds itself 

In the God with a thousand of faces and an infinity of arms 

In space where it was reigning 

The eternal peace. 

It was love it was fondness it was hate ?... 

You could not measure it with human measure 

The mystery of love was endless 

And embossomed in itself all of them 

Likewise the God was comprising in hearts His infinity 

of arms. 


The God was love 

who embraced in Himself all the attributes 
all the seen ones 
and the unseen. 


Whilst it wasn't death, nor life, 

Nor love or hate 

It was Something beyond the nature 
In which the word Love doesn't fit. 

All things are dream in sleep of the eyelid 

which is blinking weighty 

and in its mirror gloss 

the fiercy God was mirroring His glance. 

Turned to myself 

I wonder with compassion, with endless mercy 
’’Who is the God to whom we leave 
our hearts?” 

He from the abyss of waters gave powers to the spark 
The one before all Gods 
Which is dwelling in the heart 
And told it: ’’Let it be there Light!” 

Buddha with a gentle smile 

Looks at the Being, the Innocent Creature 

Is it there?... Or maybe beyond 

The Time in large strips unfolds itself 

In the God with a thousand of faces and an infinity of arms 

In space where it was reigning 

The eternal peace. 

Flying at high heights 

My soul suddenly rises in the air, fearing, scared 
Seeking in the sea of light that flows through the clouds. 

Wild beasts scurried the ground 
Fake, get out of your mind. 

The world is nothing more than an impression of delicate colors 
put on the canvas of a painter 





an irrational crossing and blending of realities 
from immanent to transcendemt. 

The peaks of the fir trees swirled 
Like a tide, like a sea 
With the crown in the body of the earth 
and with the trunk in the light 

in the giant, mysterious, strange, labyrinth of the Lord's garden. 

In jury we have met all the prophets of the other world 
All saints, archangels and seraphim 
With her hair hunted for truth. 

I plunged into the consciousness of the world 
as in a great disturbance, waving his waves 
in her ocean of fire, blood and crunch 
of war. 

My body was devoured by wildlife 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 

In a celestial geography, floats like waves of waves over the earth 
Watering the earth 
With his trembling light. 

Shattered in arts and another, he knew ecstasy 
The ecstasy of death on the cross. 

He gave his spirit in the arms of the terrified crowd 
Among the rows of dead and living 
Those past, present and transcendent 
Between sax and profan. 

Heavy waves shake the crowd 

I have been devoured in their arms 

My body was devoured by wildlife 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 

I fall asleep with my hand at random, in short dreams 
In which I slip with fear, with fear, with pain ... 

Because the dark deity, which whispers hard to me in the window 
With endless love the soul asks me. 

A rough, heavy night, dark with harsh, heavy premonitions 
In which I fell asleep with the window open 
Leaving the deity with the soul of god and the voice of the beast 
To exercise my divine exercises on me ... 

It's late night, yellow and short 

I fall asleep with my hand to the temple 

The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 

Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 

Eternity is empty, yet temporary 

In the silence of the night, harsh, guttural 

Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 



Your archetype has colossal forms 
He dresses up the reality in his crude appearance 
He gave Absolute a new, unexpected, realization 
... scary looking 

The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 
Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 
Eternity is empty, yet temporary 
In our silence, harsh, guttural 
Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 

It's late night, yellow and timeless 
I fall asleep with my hand to the temple 
Everything happens as if in a real dream, he had 
It's happening and it's not happening ... 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, my sweet. 

I love you, my love. 

te doresc, Animusul meu Victor, dulce. 

Complexio oppositorum 


Cerul se oglindeste in Mare 
si Marea in Cer 

copacii miniaturali plutesc intre ele 



cu frunzele lor verzi ca 
niste margele. 


Buddha c-un suras bland 

priveste Faptura, nevinovata Creatura 

este acolo? sau poate dincoace 

Timpul in fasii largi se desface 

In Zeul cu-o mie de fete si cu-o infinitate de brate 

in spatiu-n care domnea 

eterna pace. 


era dragoste era iubire era ura?... 

n-o puteai masura cu omeneasca masura 

misterul iubirii era nesfarsit 

si le cuprindea in Sine pe toate 

precum Zeul cuprindea in inemi infinitatea sa 

de brate. 


Zeul era iubire 

ce continea in sine toate atributele 
toate vazutele 
si nevazutele. 


pe cand nu era moarte, nici viata, 
nici dragoste, nici ura 
era Ceva mai presus de fire 
in care nu-ncape cuvantul Iubire. 


timpu-n fasii largi nemarginirea si-o desface 
n-vazduhu-n care zacea eterna 
necreata pace. 


totu-i vis in adormire 
a pleoapei ce clipeste greu 
si-n luciul ei de-oglinda 
isi oglindea privirea fiorosul Zeu. 

intors in sine-mi 

ma intreb cu mila, cu nesfarsita mila 
”Au cine-i zeul carui 
plecam a noastre inemi?” 


El din noian de ape puteri au dat scanteii 
cea mai inainte de toti zeii 
care salasluieste in inema: 
si i-a spus: ”sa fie Lumina!” 



Buddha c-un suras bland 

priveste Faptura, nevinovata Creatura 

este acolo? sau poate dincoace 

Timpul in fasii largi se desface 

In Zeul cu-o mie de fete si cu-o infinitate de brate 

in spatiu-n care domnea 

eterna pace. 


Complexio oppositorum 


The sky is reflected in the Sea 
and the Sea in Heaven 
miniature trees float among them 
with their green leaves as 
some beads. 


Buddha c a gentle smile 

regards the Fact, the innocent Creature 

is there? or maybe ever since 

The time in the wide strips looms 

In the God with a thousand faces and an infinity of arms 

in the space in which he ruled 

eternal peace. 


was love was love was hate? 

you couldn't measure it with human measure 

the mystery of love was endless 

and it included all in itself 

as the God contained in his infinity his infinity 

of arms. 


The god was love 

which contained all the attributes in itself 
all seen 

and the unseen. 


while there was no death, no life, 
neither love nor hate 
It was something above the wires 
in which the word Love does not fit. 


for a long time, in the broad strips, the boundary unravels 



I did not see who lay eternal 
unreached peace. 


I still dream in his sleep 

of the eyelid that is blinking hard 

and in her mirror gloss 

He was looking at the fierce God. 

returned to me 

I ask with pity, with endless pity 
"Who has the god to whom 
are we leaving our enemies? " 


He from the bucket of water powers gave the sparks 

most of all the gods 

which dwells in the heart: 

and he said to her, "let it be Light!" 


Buddha c a gentle smile 

regards the Fact, the innocent Creature 

is there? or maybe ever since 

The time in the wide strips looms 

In the God with a thousand faces and an infinity of arms 

in the space in which he ruled 

eternal peace. 


Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

T eiubesc, puiul meu, dulcele meu drag. 
Copii eram noi amandoi.... 


Era o seara frumoasa acea zi de vara pe muntele Preluca 
si eu su Bujor ne dusesem dupa vacute 
vacile se miscau pe cararile paralele orizontale 
unele ramaneau pe munte, inca sa pasca 

altele cobrau curmaturile din partea dreapta a muntelui 
spre Fantana din lemn de sub stana lui Tariu 
si porneau sa se adape, mai ciorsaindu-se 
oprindu-se la nstimpuri si ridicand botul umed 

apoi band apa din nou, cu inghitituri mici regulate. 

Eu eram aproape de varful muntelui 
si admiram apusul, cerul scaldat intr-o mare 
de flacari rosietice, portocalii, rosii 

un degrade interminabil... cine stie cate ganduri imi treceau 
prin cap atunci, admirand fuioare stravezii 



pe cer, zdrente albe ale Reginei Zapezii!.... 
sufletul ma durea de frumusetea cerului, a naturii 

de linistea de la liziera padurii!... 
eram noi doi, Bujor si cu mine, din coji batrane 
car cu boi, faceam, de le trageau clabeci batrani 
cu coameL. 


Bujor pornise dupa vaci, mai strigandu-ma la rastimpuri 
si invatandu-ma ce sa fac... 
eu eram cu Muntele atunci, cu Arhetipul lui urcat 
din strafunduri, care ma coplesea.... 

si cred ca si el, Bujor, eera coplesit de cest arhetip 
ca tare-i mai placea sa umble pe munti!.... 
cine stie cate ganduri imi treceau 
prin cap atunci, admirand fuioare stravezii 

pe cer, zdrente albe ale Refinei Zapezii!.... 
sufletul ma durea de frumusetea cerului, a naturii 

de linistea de la liziera padurii!... 
eram noi doi, Bujor si cu mine, din coji batrane 
car cu boi, faceam, de le trageau clabeci batrani 
cu coameL. 


Invartejindu-se in fata ocjilor mei. Norii albi, fuiosre albe 
Guro albe de taifun, inchipuiau fel de fel d e aratari 
Flori, fluturi, ingeri, zei 

Insusi Dumneze tatal, cu chipu-i aspru trona peste norii cerului 

Ramasesem gatuita de emotie a admir apusul 

Durerile lumii acesteia 

Inca nnu ma cotropisera pe-atunci!.... 

si haulind la soare, am iesit in camp razand!.... 


Copii eram noi amandoi, 
Frate-meu si cu mine. 

Din coji de nuca car cu boi 
Faceam si inhamam la el 
Culbeci batrani cu coarne. 

Si el citea pe Robinson, 

Mi-1 povestea si mie; 

Eu zideam Turnul Vavilon 
Din carti de joc si mai spuneam 
Si eu cate-o prostie. 

Adesea la scaldat mergeam 
In ochiul de padure, 

La balta mare ajungeam 
Si 1-al ei mijloc inotam 
La insula cea verde. 

Din lut acolo am zidit, 

Din stuful des si mare, 









Cetate mandra la privit, 

Cu turnuri mari de tinichea, 

Cu zid impresurata. 

Si frate-meu ca imparat 
Mi-a dat mie solie, 

Sa merg la broaste neaparat, 

Sa-i chem la batalie 
Sa vedem cine-i mai tare. 

Si imparatul broastelor, 

C-un oacaca de fala, 

Primi porunce ostilor. 

Ca balta s-o rascoale. 

Si am pornit razboi. 

Vai! multe broaste noi am prins 
Imi pare chiar pe rege 
Si-n turnul negru le-am inchis, 
Din insula cea verde. 

Spre sar-am facut pace 

Si drumul broastelor le-am dat, 
Saltau cu bucurie, 

In balt-adanc s-au cufundat 
Ca sa nu mai revie. 

Noi am pornit spre casa. 

Atunci rasplata am cerut 
Pentru a mele fapte 
Si frate-meu m-a desemnat 
De rege-n miazanoapte 
Peste popoare-ndiane. 

Motanul alb era vistier, 

Marzac cel chior ministru 
Cand de la el eu leafa-mi cer, 

El miauna sinistra. 

Cordial i-am strans eu laba. 

Si imparatul milostiv 
Mi-a dat si de sotie 
Pe fiica lui cu ras lasciv 
Si tapana, nurlie, 

Pe Tlantaqu-caputli. 

Am multamit cu-n umil semn, 
Drept mantie o-prostire 
M-am dus 1-amanta mea de lemn, 
In sfanta manastire, 

Intr-un cotlon de soba. 

Si ah! si draga-mi mai era! 
Vorbeam bland cu dansa, 

Dara ea nu-mi raspundea 
Si de ciuda eu atunci 
Am aruncat-o-n foe. 



Si pe sura ne primblam 

Peste stuf si paie 

Si pe munti ne-nchipuiam. 

Cu fiece bataie 
Marsileam alaturi. 

Si pe cap mi se imfla 
Casca de hartie. 

O batista intr-un bat, 

Steag de batalie. 

Cantam: Trararah! 

Ah! v-ati dus visuri, v-ati dus! 
Mort e al meu frate. 

Nimeni ochii-i n-a inchis 
In strainatate 

Poate-s deschisi si-n groapa! 

Dar ades intr-al meu vis 
Ochii mari albastri 
Lumineaza un suras 
Din doi vineti astri 
Sufletu-mi trezeste. 

Eu? Mai este inima-mi 
Din copilarie? 


Ah! imi imbla ades prin gand 
O cantare veche. 

Parca-mi tiuie-aiurind 
Dulce in ureche: 

Lume, lume si iar lume!... 

Luandu-si fratele drept tovaras, Greuceanu porneste la drum. Un sfat de trei zile si trei nopti cu Faurul- 
Pamantului, fratele lui de cruce, il pregateste pentru vicleniile zmeilor. La o rascruce de drumuri fratii se 
despart. Un cutit infipt in pamant si cate o basma purtata de fiecare vor avea menirea de a da de stire unuia 
despre soarta celuilalt. Intors mai devreme la locul despartirii, fratele Greuceanului gaseste <cutitul curat >, 
semn ca fratele sau e sanatos, iar Luna si Soarele, aflate la locul lor pe cer, ii umplu inima de bucurie. Dar 
acesta e un moment de anticipate. In acest timp, Greuceanu, metamorfozat, pe rand, in porumbel si musca, 
afla de la zmeoaice cand se intorc zmeii de la vanatoare din Codrul Verde (cadru nelipsit din literatura 
populara). Urmeaza lupta voinicului cu cei trei zmei, fiecare mai puternic decat celalalt. Autorul popular a 
dovedit talent atat in manuirea dialogului dintre adversari, care abunda in imprecatii (<Ah, manc-o-ar lupii 
carnea calului!>) si alte expresii consacrate (<in sabii sa ne taiem sau in lupta sa ne luptam>), cat si in 
descrierea plina de dinamism a luptei dramatice cu tartorul zmeilor. Abunda repetarea verbelor si 
circumstantialelor consecutive de mare plasticitate: <Sosi zmeul si se luara la bataie: in sabii se batura ce se 
batura si se rupsera sabiile; in suliti se lovira ce se lovira si se rupsera sulitele; apoi se luara la lupta: se 
zguduiau unul pe altul de se cutremura pamantul; si stranze zmeul pe Greuceanu... apoi si Greuceanu stranse o 
data pe zmeu, tocmai cand el nu se astepta de-I paraiau oasele. Asa lupta nici ca s-a mai vazut.> Cu ajutorul 
miraculos al corbului (motiv al comuniunii om - vietuitoare), Greuceanu il rapune pe zmeu si cu degetul mic 
de la mana dreapta a zmeului - drept cheie - deschide <cula>, eliberand Soarele si Luna. Gestul eroului capata 
dimesiuni titanice: <Lua in mana dreapta soarele si in cea stanga luna, le arunca pe cer si se bucura cu bucurie 
mare.> 

Puterea de sugetie a povestitorului este surprinzatoare. Ne imaginam un adevarat Prometeu tinand in mana 
astrii vitali, ca pe niste jucarii, si daruindu-i cu imensa bucurie omenirii. Maretia si nobletea faptei lui 
Greuceanu gasesc ecou puternic in colectivitate: <Oamenii, cand vazura iarasi soarele si luna pe cer, se 
veselira si laudara pe Dumnezeu ca a dat atata tarie lui Greuceanu de a izbandi impotriva impielitatilor 




vrajmasi ai omenirii.> Exemplu de modestie, eroul traieste sentimentul simplu al datoriei implinite: <Iara el, 
multumit ca a scos la bun capat slujba, o lua la drum.. .> 

The children were both of us .... 

It was a beautiful evening that summer day on Mount Preluca 

I and Bujor and I had gone for cakes 

cows were moving along horizontal parallel paths 

some remained on the mountain, still to graze 

others charged the right-hand side of the mountain 
to the wooden fountain under the sheepfold of Tariu 
and they started to adjust, sipping on each other 
stopping at pines and raising the wet muzzle 

then drink water again, with regular small swallows. 

I was near the top of the mountain 

and I admired the sunset, the sky bathed in the sea 

of red, orange, red flames 

endless degradation ... who knows how many thoughts I have 
through his head then, admiring the fires of the ancestors 
in the sky, white rags of the Snow Queen! 
my soul ached for the beauty of heaven, of nature 

of the silence from the edge of the forest! 

it was the two of us, Bujor and I, from old shells 

because with oxen, we were doing, old darts were drawn from them 

with horns! 


Peony had started after the cows, shouting at me for a while 
and teaching me what to do ... 

I was with the Mount then, with his Archetype ascended 
from the holes, which overwhelmed me .... 

and I think he, Bujor, was also overwhelmed by this archetype 
that he liked to ride the mountains! 
who knows how many thoughts I went through 
through his head then, admiring the fires of the ancestors 

in the sky, white rags of the Snow Refine! 
my soul ached for the beauty of heaven, of nature 

of the silence from the edge of the forest! 

it was the two of us, Bujor and I, from old shells 

because with oxen, we were doing, old darts were drawn from them 

with horns! 


Swirling before my eyes. White clouds, white clouds 
White typhoon mouths, they imagined different kinds of looks 
Flowers, butterflies, angels, gods 

God himself the father, with his harsh face thundered above the clouds of heaven! 

I was thrilled to admire the sunset 

The pains of her world 

I hadn't been pissed off yet! 

and gasping for the sun, I went out laughing! 




te iubesc dulcele meu Victpr, puiul meu. 

The children were both of us, 

My brother and me. 

From walnut shells cart with ox 
I was doing and starving at him 
Old men with horns. 

And he was reading Robinson, 

Fie told it to me; 

I was building the Vavilon Tower 
From playing cards I used to say 
And I'm a little silly. 

I often went to bathe 
In the forest eye, 

At the big pond I was coming 
And her middle was swimming 
On the green island. 

From clay there I built, 

Of the thick and large reed, 

Proud fortress looked at it, 

With large tin towers. 

With hasty wall. 

And my brother as emperor 
He gave me my message, 

To go to the frogs, 

Let's call them to battle 
Let's see who's stronger. 

And the frog king, 

Like a fake oak tree, 

You receive the commandment of the people. 
The pond is a riot. 

And we started war. 

Oh my! we caught a lot of frogs 
It seems to me the king himself 
I locked them in the black tower, 

From the green island. 

I made peace 

And I gave them the way of the frogs. 

They jumped with joy. 

In the deep, they sank 
Not to see him again. 

We headed home. 

Then I asked for the reward 
To my deeds 

And my brother appointed me 
By the king in the north 
Over the Indian people. 

The white swan was a dresser, 

Marches the worst minister 
When I ask him to ask me, 



He is a sinister millionaire. 

I cordially gathered my paw. 

And the merciful emperor 
He also gave me his wife 
His daughter with a laughing laugh 
And the stew, brood, 

On Tlantaqu-caputli. 

I thanked you with a humble sign, 

As an o-cloak 

I went to my wooden mistress, 

In the holy monastery, 

In a stove. 

And ah! and darling it was! 

I spoke softly with her, 

But she didn't answer me 
And strange then 
I threw it in the fire. 

And on the block we were getting drunk 

Over reed and straw 

And we were in the mountains. 

With each beat 
I marched side by side. 

And my head was swollen 
Paper helmet. 

A handkerchief in a stick, 

Battle flag. 

I sang: Trararah! 

Ah! you went your dreams, you went! 
Dead is my brother. 

No one closed his eyes 
Abroad 

Maybe they can open it in the pit! 

But often in my dream 
Big blue eyes 
It lights up a smile 
From two you come here 
My soul awakens. 

I? There's still my heart 
From childhood? 


Ah! it often clutches my mind 
An old song. 

It sounds like it's whining to me 
Sweet in the ear: 

World, world and world again! 

. Taking his brother as a comrade, Greuceanu sets off. A three-day, three-night tip with Faurul-Earth, his cross 
brother, prepares him for the cunning of the kite. At a crossroads the brothers split up. A knife stuck in the 
ground and a fairy tale carried by each will have the purpose of telling one about the fate of the other. 




Returning earlier to the place of separation, Greucean's brother finds the "clean knife", a sign that his brother is 
healthy, and the Moon and the Sun, in their place in the sky, fill his heart with joy. But this is a moment of 
anticipation. During this time, Greuceanu, metamorphosed, in turn, into pigeon and fly, is from the kites when 
they return to the kites from the hunting of the Green Cod (unpopular framework in the popular literature). 
There follows the battle of the valiant with the three kites, each stronger than the other. The popular author has 
proven talent both in handling the dialogue between adversaries, which abounds in imprecations (<Ah, I would 
eat the wolves the horse's flesh!>) And other consecrated expressions (<in swords to cut or in battle to fight>), 
as well as in the dynamic description of the dramatic fight with the tartar of the kite. There is an abundance of 
repetition of consecutive verbs and circumstances of great plasticity: <The kite arrived and they were beaten: 
in the swords they beat what they beat and the swords broke; in the spears the spikes hit and the spears broke; 
then they fought: they shook one another, the earth shook; and tighten the kite on Greuceanu ... and then 
Greuceanu once tightened on the kite, just when he did not expect his bones to run. This fight is not even 
seen.> With the miraculous help of the crow (reason for the human-living communion), Greuceanu answers 
the kite and with his little finger from the right hand of the kite - as a key - opens <cul>, releasing the Sun and 
Month. The hero's gesture gains titanic dimensions: <Take the sun in his right hand and the left in the moon, 
throw them in the sky and rejoice with great joy.> 

The storytelling power of the narrator is surprising. We imagine a true Prometheus holding in hand these vital 
beings, like toys, and giving them immense joy to mankind. The greatness and nobility of Greuceanu's act find 
a strong echo in the community: <The people, when they saw the sun and the moon again in the sky, rejoiced 
and praised God that he gave so much power to Greuceanu to succeed against the foes of humble humanityx , 
the hero lives the simple feeling of duty fulfilled: <And he, satisfied that he finished the job, took it on his way 
...> te iubesc, puiul meu, dulcisorul meu dulce, Victor. 

That night I had been with Bujor on the mountain, on Preluca 
After the cows. When we got up 
The sun was setting 

In a wreath of pink, yellow, orange flames 
Reddish. 

It was a vault of bright colors 
From yellow and orange 
Up to red, to purple. 

Broken clouds, like little streams of old 

Colored by dusk and white 

They spread all over the sky, like sifted by a rare sieve. 

I went and watered the cattle at the well 
wooden 

From under Tari's lathe 


And then we got ready to steer them to the hut. 

I stayed on the mountain 
Near the peak 

Admire the sunset. Who knows how many thoughts 

They were in my mind then, contemplating 
Clouds, like snowshoes 
With shapes of devil flower angels 
Of butterflies, even God-Father 

Throne on the clouds of heaven. 

No doubt I was thinking that God is 
Nature, as Baruch Spinoza had said 
Centuries before, and rightly so. 




I didn't know much about God 
Than what my experience told me 
And this was saying a lot... 

And grandma's psalms, and sister Ellen G. White's books 

And the Bible from the time of Carol I 
I had read with Kings and the History of Maccabees 
However, that is from the bark 
Till the crust.... 


I stared at the sky 

Getting lost on the horizon, beyond the stallion stud 
In a land of fairy tales and stories 
Which, strange, the being had .... 

Te iubesc. 

Copilul meu 


Te iubesc Alin, Puiul meu iubit. 


Imaginea Lui din profil 

Se pierdu in negura timpului, invartindu-se, albastra 
Ca Marea Mediterana la iesirea din glastra 
Ca o imagine veche, valurita 
Ca chipul dulce-al unei iubite... 


Buzele copilaresti deschise intr-un murmur 
Peste marea de-azur 

Parul blond in suvite bloond-castani copilaresti 
Acolo unde incetezi sa mai existi 
si numai esti... 


Ochii-aplecati peste-un mister 
Pesterpsufletul de ger din zapezile trandafirii 
Acolo unde incetezi saexistesti 
si-ncepi sa fii... 


Un chip de copil-adolescent-barbat 

Deschis peste nuferii roz si albastri in tablouri cu canat 

Peste suluri subtiri, ca inchipuite tigari 

Unde zace tot viforu-ascuns 

A1 tacutelor mari 


Un trap de-androgin inchipuind naiv Dorinta 
Cand din sufletul Lui raasare 
Roz-albastra numai Fiinta 




Copilul meu privea in mari decurcubeie 
Cu surazul lui tacut pe buze copilaresti 
Ca flori de lotus, ca petale rozde azalee 
Ca plansul peo scara in livezileceresti 


Cu mainile lui roz pline, cu gropite 
Cu bratele rotunde de floare si de lapte 
Cerea tazutelor mele soapte 
Sa se astearna inviforate pe hartie 

De unde sa le-aducain mantuirea de azur pur 
La cunostinta cerescului azur 
A1 lumii, al genunii si al sortii 
A1 vietii imbinate cu suraasul Mortii 

Spinarea-i arcuita ca livezle de sare 
De pe fundul incrancenat si alb de mare 
E plansul si ganguritul de copil 
E floarea roz si alba de cires 
Stransa in parfimatul ei pistil... 


Privindu-1, am uitat de dor si suferinti 
De-amaraciuni, tristeti si umilinti 
Am dat un lujer nou corpului mu greoi 
De unde se inalta tineri vlastari noi 


Am dat unsens, directie miscare, peste-a meanebatuta vrere 

De unde se inalta cu putere 

Prfumul greu si asru al florii de-orhidee 

Cascate peste goluri aspre si flori de azalee 

Peste ce-a fost este si v mai fii 

Peste ochii lui blanzi cu soapte de copii 

Peste uitarea care se asterne grea 

Peste intunecata noapte si bland-albastra stea. 

Imaginea Lui din profil 

Se pierdu in negura timpului, invartindu-se, albastra 
Ca Marea Mediterana la iesirea din glastra 
Ca o imagine veche, valurita 
Ca chipul dulce-al unei iubite... 


Buzele copilaresti deschise intr-un murmur 
Peste marea de-azur 

Parul blond in suvite bloond-castani copilaresti 
Acolo unde incetezi sa mai existi 
si numai esti... 


Ochii-aplecati peste-un mister 
Pesterpsufletul de ger din zapezile trandafirii 





Acolo unde incetezi saexistesti 
si-ncepi sa fii... 

sa fii... 

My baby 

His profile picture 

They lost themselves in the darkness of time, turning blue 

Like the Mediterranean at the exit 

Like an old, blurry image 

Like the sweet face of a girlfriend ... 


The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 
Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 
Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 


A boy-teen-boy face 

Open over the pink and blue water lilies in paintings with a leaf 
Over thin rolls, like imagined cigarettes 
Where lies still alive and hidden 
Of the silent seas 


An androgynous body naively imagining the Will 
When from His soul a rising 
Blue-pink only the Being 

My child was watching in the sea 
His smile was silent on the baby's lips 
Like lotus flowers, like rose petals azaleas 
Like crying on a scale in the heavenly cornfields.... 


With his pink hands full, with pits 
With round arms of flower and milk 
Ask for my whisper noodles 
Let them hang undisturbed on paper 

Where to bring them to salvation of pure azure 
At the knowledge of the azure heaven 
Of the world, of genius and fate 
Of life combined with the smile of Death 

Spin it arched like salt orchards 

From the crunchy, white bottom of the sea 

It's the crying and whining of the child 




It's the pink and white cherry blossom 
Tucked into her fragrant pistil... 


Looking at him, I forgot the longing and suffering 
Bitter, sad and humiliating 
I gave a new look to the heavy body 
From where new young shoots rise 


I gave a sense of direction, a moving direction, an overabundance of meaning 

From where it rises with power 

The heavy, harsh scent of the orchid flower 

Scattered over rough hollows and azalea flowers 

Whatever it was is and will be 

Over his gentle eyes with whispers of children 

Over forgetting the hard stuff 

Over the dark night and the gentle-blue star. 

FTis profile picture 

They lost themselves in the darkness of time, turning blue 

Like the Mediterranean at the exit 

Like an old, blurry image 

Like the sweet face of a girlfriend ... 


The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 
Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 
Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 

to be... 


Dulcele meu, Te iubesc siTe doreesc nespus, Victor, puiul mu, dulcisorul meu. 
Copilul meu 


Imaginea Lui din profil 

Se pierdu in negura timpului, invartindu-se, albastra 
Ca Marea Mediterana la iesirea din glastra 
Ca o imagine veche, valurita 
Ca chipul dulce-al unei iubite... 





Buzele copilaresti deschise intr-un murmur 
Peste marea de-azur 

Parul blond in suvite bloond-castani copilaresti 
Acolo unde incetezi sa mai existi 
si numai esti... 


Ochii-aplecati peste-un mister 
Pesterpsufletul de ger din zapezile trandafirii 
Acolo unde incetezi saexistesti 
si-ncepi sa fii... 


Un chip de copil-adolescent-barbat 

Deschis peste nuferii roz si albastri in tablouri cu canat 

Peste suluri subtiri, ca inchipuite tigari 

Unde zace tot viforu-ascuns 

A1 tacutelor mari 


Un trup de-androgin inchipuind naiv Dorinta 
Cand din sufletul Lui raasare 
Roz-albastra numai Fiinta 

Copilul meu privea in mari decurcubeie 
Cu surazul lui tacut pe buze copilaresti 
Ca flori de lotus, ca petale rozde azalee 
Ca plansul peo scara in livezileceresti 


Cu mainile lui roz pline, cu gropite 
Cu bratele rotunde de floare si de lapte 
Cerea tazutelor mele soapte 
Sa se astearna inviforate pe hartie 

De unde sa le-aducain mantuirea de azur pur 
La cunostinta cerescului azur 
A1 lumii, al genunii si al sortii 
A1 vietii imbinate cu suraasul Mortii 

Spinarea-i arcuita ca livezle de sare 
De pe fundul incrancenat si alb de mare 
E plansul si ganguritul de copil 
E floarea roz si alba de cires 
Stransa in parfimatul ei pistil... 


Privindu-1, am uitat de dor si suferinti 



De-amaraciuni, tristeti si umilinti 
Am dat un lujer nou corpului mu greoi 
De unde se inalta tineri vlastari noi 


Am dat unsens, directie miscare, peste-a meanebatuta vrere 

De unde se inalta cu putere 

Prfumul greu si asru al florii de-orhidee 

Cascate peste goluri aspre si flori de azalee 

Peste ce-a fost este si v mai fii 

Peste ochii lui blanzi cu soapte de copii 

Peste uitarea care se asterne grea 

Peste intunecata noapte si bland-albastra stea. 


Imaginea Lui din profil 

Se pierdu in negura timpului, invartindu-se, albastra 
Ca Marea Mediterana la iesirea din glastra 
Ca o imagine veche, valurita 
Ca chipul dulce-al unei iubite... 


Buzele copilaresti deschise intr-un murmur 
Peste marea de-azur 

Parul blond in suvite bloond-castani copilaresti 
Acolo unde incetezi sa mai existi 
si numai esti... 


Ochii-aplecati peste-un mister 
Pesterpsufletul de ger din zapezile trandafirii 
Acolo unde incetezi saexistesti 
si-ncepi sa fii... 

sa fii... 

My baby 

His profile picture 

They lost themselves in the darkness of time, turning blue 

Like the Mediterranean at the exit 

Like an old, blurry image 

Like the sweet face of a girlfriend ... 


The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 






Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 
Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 
Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 


A boy-teen-boy face 

Open over the pink and blue water lilies in paintings with a leaf 
Over thin rolls, like imagined cigarettes 
Where lies still alive and hidden 
Of the silent seas 


An androgynous body naively imagining the Will 
When from His soul a rising 
Blue-pink only the Being 

My child was watching in the sea 
His smile was silent on the baby's lips 
Like lotus flowers, like rose petals azaleas 
Like crying on a scale in the heavenly cornfields.... 


With his pink hands full, with pits 
With round arms of flower and milk 
Ask for my whisper noodles 
Let them hang undisturbed on paper 

Where to bring them to salvation of pure azure 
At the knowledge of the azure heaven 
Of the world, of genius and fate 
Of life combined with the smile of Death 

Spin it arched like salt orchards 
From the crunchy, white bottom of the sea 
It's the crying and whining of the child 
It's the pink and white cherry blossom 
Tucked into her fragrant pistil... 


Looking at him, I forgot the longing and suffering 
Bitter, sad and humiliating 
I gave a new look to the heavy body 
From where new young shoots rise 



I gave a sense of direction, a moving direction, an overabundance of meaning 

From where it rises with power 

The heavy, harsh scent of the orchid flower 

Scattered over rough hollows and azalea flowers 

Whatever it was is and will be 

Over his gentle eyes with whispers of children 

Over forgetting the hard stuff 

Over the dark night and the gentle-blue star. 


His profile picture 

They lost themselves in the darkness of time, turning blue 

Like the Mediterranean at the exit 

Like an old, blurry image 

Like the sweet face of a girlfriend ... 


The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 
Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 
Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 

to be... 

Te iubesc, Alin 

Andrieu, Te doresc si Te iubesc, puisor dulce. 


Creation and Dissolution of the Universe 


“Believe nothing just because a so-called wise person said it. Believe nothing just because a belief is generally 
held. Believe nothing just because it is said in ancient books. Believe nothing just because it is said to be of 
divine origin. Believe nothing just because someone else believes it. Believe only what you yourself test and 
judge to be true.” 

-Gautama Buddha 


To a visitor who asked to become his disciple the Master said, "You may live with me, but don't become my 




follower." "Whom, then, shall I follow?" "No one. The day you follow someone you cease to follow Truth. 
-Anthony de Mello 


“Say not, 'I have found the truth,' but rather, 'I have found a truth.'” 

-Khalil Gibran 

“Truth is by nature self-evident. As soon as you remove the cobwebs of ignorance that surround it, it shines 
clear.” 

-Mahatma Gandhi 

“All truth passes through three stages. First, it is ridiculed. Second, it is violently opposed. Third, it is accepted 
as being self-evident.” 

-Arthur Schopenhauer 

“The Divine Truth is greater than any religion or creed or scripture or idea or philosophy.” 

-Sri Aurobindo 

“Follow your heart but take your brain with you.” 

-Alfred Adler 

“We know truth, not only by the reason, but also by the heart.” 

-Blaise Pascal 

Art: Mihai Criste 


0, as infinity, cannot be raised to power, because they are not concrete numbers, they are abstract numbers, 
represent all or nothing. Therefore these ecuations are nonsense. The balance and equilibrium is represented by 
the Newton binomial, when n is equal with 19 and the result of ecuation is 1. 


Sn = SI + (S2-1) + (S4-S3) + (S6-S5) + (S8-S7) + ... + S(S(n-8) - S(n-7)) + S(S(n-6) - S(n-5)) + S(S(n-4) - 
S(n-3)) + S(S(n-2)-S(n-l)) + S(S(n-l) - S(n-2)) = 1; n= 19 


And the imbalance and disequilibrium is represented by the Newton binomial, when the same ecuation from 
above is valuable, Sn = S(n-2) + S (n-1), and n is 1. 



The result of the ecuation is 0. Thus, in the first case we have to do with the Creation of the Universe, and in 
the second case with the Dissolution of the Universe, or its Extinction. 


Crucea de lemn din cele patru vanturi 


In dimineata aceea devreme,am mers la Poiana Muierii 
Eu mama Bujor si tata 

Eram tineri, adolescenti, si mergeam pentru prima oara 
La strandul casului si la urda acolo 

La bacii si bacitele din stana mare boltita 
Unde ne-au pregatit 
Mamaliguta cu cas de oaie si urda 
si o friptura de miel, cu mamaliguta. 


Amintirile sunt incetosate, nu-mi aminteam decat baciul sfatos 
Rosu in obraji si primitor 

Iarba grasa de pe munte,ce fosnea in bataia vantului 
Unduindu-se ca sclipiri de soare si lumina 

s troita, crucea de lemn, putin povarnita 
din lemn spalat de ploi si ars de soare 
unde-am medita la soarta lumii schimbatoare 
la nastere, moarte, botez si nunta 


La simbolismul ciudat al riturilor de trecere la momarlani 
Atat de simplu si complicat in acelasi timp 
Conservand ceva din paganismul locurilor 
Din vechea, ancestrala poveste 

A ciobanului cu mioara sa si cu Moartea 

Care deveneea o poveste umva salbatica, simbolica, initiatica 

Pentru tineri prosti ca mine 

Aflati la stransul casului in munte, in Poiana Muierii 


si unde Muierea era o sperietoare 

atarnata a rascruce de drumuri, in calea lupilor si ursilor 

o paputa de carpe in varf de bat 

o momaie si o Mama ancestrala 


care veghea parca ca-n taramul Soarelui-Rasare 
savina toate anotimpurilela intalnire 
si Baciul cu mioara si cu mielul de jertfit 
si bacita de iubit, si moartea de murit. 



O Cruce. Unire a indivizibilului cu Divizbilul, a lui Unu cu celalalt 
A taramului necunoscut, cu taramul lumesc 
A verticalului cu orizontalul 
sia lumii de apoi cu lumea de aici 

prefigurare unitatii ultime si absolute 
dintre ceea ce este si eea ec nu este 
dintre ceea ce a fost si cee ce poate fi 
dintre Parinti si Copii 

dintre Divin si dracesc. 


Amintirile sunt incetosate, nu-mi aminteam decat baciul sfatos 
Rosu in obraji si primitor 

Iarba grasa de pe munte,ce fosnea in bataia vantului 
Unduindu-se ca sclipiri de soare si lumina 

s troita, crucea de lemn, putin povarnita 
din lemn spalat de ploi si ars de soare 
unde-am medita la soarta lumii schimbatoare 
la nastere, moarte, botez si nunta 

The wooden cross from the four winds 

Early that morning, we went to Poiana Muierii 
My mother Bujor and my father 

We were young, teenagers, and we were going for the first time 
At the curb and the warp there 

At the bumps and sticks in the large arched sheep 
Where they prepared us 
Sheepskin with sheepskin and warp 
and a lamb steak, with muffins. 


The memories are blurred, I could only remember the advice kiss 

Red in cheeks and recipient 

Fat grass on the mountain, which was in the wind 

Waving like glimmers of sun and light 

and the trout, the wooden cross, a little steep 

made of rain washed wood and sunburned 

where we would meditate on the fate of the changing world 

at birth, death, baptism and wedding 


At the strange symbolism of the rites of passage to the meadows 
So simple and complicated at the same time 
Preserving something of the paganism of places 
From the old, ancestral story 

The shepherd with his sheep and Death 
What became a wild, symbolic, initiatory story 
For young fools like me 

You are at the helm of the mountain in Poiana Muierii 



and where the Wharf was a scarecrow 

hanging from the crossroads, in the way of wolves and bears 

a rag doll at the top of a stick 

a mummy and an ancestral Mother 


who watched as if in the realm of the rising sun 
all the time of the season he was meeting 
and the Kiss with the lamb and the lamb 
and the little boy to love, and the death to die. 


The Cross. The union of the indivisible with the Divisible, of the One with the other 

Of the unknown realm, with the worldly realm 

The vertical with the horizontal 

and the world afterwards with the world here 

prefiguration of the ultimate and absolute unity 
between what is and that is not 
between what was and what can be 
between Parents and Children 

between the Divine and the devil. 


The memories are blurred, I could only remember the advice kiss 

Red in cheeks and recipient 

Fat grass on the mountain, which was in the wind 

Waving like glimmers of sun and light 

and the trout, the wooden cross, a little steep 

made of rain washed wood and sunburned 

where we would meditate on the fate of the changing world 

at birth, death, baptism and wedding 


Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 


Crucea de lemn din cele patru vanturi 


In dimineata aceea devreme,am mers la Poiana Muierii 
Eu mama Bujor si tata 

Eram tineri, adolescenti, si mergeam pentru prima oara 
La strandul casului si la urda acolo 

La bacii si bacitele din stana mare boltita 
Unde ne-au pregatit 
Mamaliguta cu cas de oaie si urda 
si o friptura de miel, cu mamaliguta. 



Amintirile sunt incetosate, nu-mi aminteam decat baciul sfatos 
Rosu in obraji si primitor 

Iarba grasa de pe munte,ce fosnea in bataia vantului 
Unduindu-se ca sclipiri de soare si lumina 

s troita, crucea de lemn, putin povarnita 
din lemn spalat de ploi si ars de soare 
unde-am medita la soarta lumii schimbatoare 
la nastere, moarte, botez si nunta 


La simbolismul ciudat al riturilor de trecere la momarlani 
Atat de simplu si complicat in acelasi timp 
Conservand ceva din paganismul locurilor 
Din vechea, ancestrala poveste 

A ciobanului cu mioara sa si cu Moartea 

Care deveneea o poveste umva salbatica, simbolica, initiatica 

Pentru tineri prosti ca mine 

Aflati la stransul casului in munte, in Poiana Muierii 


si unde Muierea era o sperietoare 

atarnata a rascruce de drumuri, in calea lupilor si ursilor 

o paputa de carpe in varf de bat 

o momaie si o Mama ancestrala 


care veghea parca ca-n taramul Soarelui-Rasare 
savina toate anotimpurilela intalnire 
si Baciul cu mioara si cu mielul de jertfit 
si bacita de iubit, si moartea de murit. 


O Cruce. Unire a indivizibilului cu Divizbilul, a lui Unu cu celalalt 
A taramului necunoscut, cu taramul lumesc 
A verticalului cu orizontalul 
sia lumii de apoi cu lumea de aici 

prefigurare unitatii ultime si absolute 
dintre ceea ce este si eea ec nu este 
dintre ceea ce a fost si cee ce poate fi 
dintre Parinti si Copii 


dintre Divin si dracesc. 



Amintirile sunt incetosate, nu-mi aminteam decat baciul sfatos 
Rosu in obraji si primitor 

Iarba grasa de pe munte,ce fosnea in bataia vantului 
Unduindu-se ca sclipiri de soare si lumina 

s troita, crucea de lemn, putin povarnita 
din lemn spalat de ploi si ars de soare 
unde-am medita la soarta lumii schimbatoare 
la nastere, moarte, botez si nunta 


The wooden cross from the four winds 

Early that morning, we went to Poiana Muierii 
My mother Bujor and my father 

We were young, teenagers, and we were going for the first time 
At the curb and the warp there 

At the bumps and sticks in the large arched sheep 
Where they prepared us 
Sheepskin with sheepskin and warp 
and a lamb steak, with muffins. 


The memories are blurred, I could only remember the advice kiss 

Red in cheeks and recipient 

Fat grass on the mountain, which was in the wind 

Waving like glimmers of sun and light 

and the trout, the wooden cross, a little steep 

made of rain washed wood and sunburned 

where we would meditate on the fate of the changing world 

at birth, death, baptism and wedding 


At the strange symbolism of the rites of passage to the meadows 
So simple and complicated at the same time 
Preserving something of the paganism of places 
From the old, ancestral story 

The shepherd with his sheep and Death 
What became a wild, symbolic, initiatory story 
For young fools like me 

You are at the helm of the mountain in Poiana Muierii 


and where the Wharf was a scarecrow 

hanging from the crossroads, in the way of wolves and bears 

a rag doll at the top of a stick 

a mummy and an ancestral Mother 



who watched as if in the realm of the rising sun 
all the time of the season he was meeting 
and the Kiss with the lamb and the lamb 
and the little boy to love, and the death to die. 


The Cross. The union of the indivisible with the Divisible, of the One with the other 

Of the unknown realm, with the worldly realm 

The vertical with the horizontal 

and the world afterwards with the world here 

prefiguration of the ultimate and absolute unity 
between what is and that is not 
between what was and what can be 
between Parents and Children 

between the Divine and the devil. 


The memories are blurred, I could only remember the advice kiss 

Red in cheeks and recipient 

Fat grass on the mountain, which was in the wind 

Waving like glimmers of sun and light 

and the trout, the wooden cross, a little steep 

made of rain washed wood and sunburned 

where we would meditate on the fate of the changing world 

at birth, death, baptism and wedding 

Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Dulce Victor, Puiul meu. 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The first Book 
Painting five 


Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor,Dulcelemeu, Dulceata me. 
With silver undines ... 

He left the evening, with thick, voluptuous wings, in foam 
Of the sea coming in with silver 
In the room of visions displacement 
In the room of agony and direction ... 



I watched where I swam like a swim 
When heavy golden hair lets it fall 
On my shoulders, on bare arms, sideways 
Nude nymph, with pearl silver. 


We met in dreams of pleasure 

We met in sweet dreams 

Your kisses soft, and smooth, clean 

My butterfly comes in, with silver powder. 


Your penis, like a snake from deep, groaning 
I get my soft butterflies, gnarled moaning 
It is allowed to fall into uninterrupted waters 
Over lustful wishes, standing ... 


He craves a new life 

Maybe a new morning when Aurora slammed her fingers into the window 
and the birds in the morning sing with gossip 
on a branch. 

We met in dreams of pleasure 
We met in sweet dreams 
Your kisses soft, and smooth, clean 
My butterfly come in, with silver powder. 


Sweet lips come down on her breasts 

As are the long hinges, sprung from a rock chest 

Mix with the mouth water 

The ghost enters deep, deeper and deeper 
In butterflies flaking and obsolete 
Passionate wishes for moaning calf 
When the water is pounding, it gets louder. 


Blanca is in the swing 
Lord is your Mire 
It flashes like a child's dream 
Yours love of love 

Leave your face sweet 
Over sweet German foodstuffs 
Under the serene ray 
Your arms to sleep on 

Leave your sweet face 

sweet and blackened by sweets ... 


Sweet lips come down on her breasts 

As are the long hinges, sprung from a rock chest 



Mix with the mouth water 


I watched where I swam like a swim 
When heavy golden hair lets it fall 
On my shoulders, on bare arms, sideways 
Nude nymph, with pearl silver. 

I 


With silver undines ... 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor,Dulcelemeu, Dulceata me. 

He left the evening, with thick, voluptuous wings, in foam 
Of the sea coming in with silver 
In the room of visions displacement 
In the room of agony and direction ... 


Te iubesc, Dulceata mea, Pyuiul meu.. 

I watched where I swam like a swim 
When heavy golden hair lets it fall 
On my shoulders, on bare arms, sideways 
Nude nymph, with pearl silver. 

Te doresc, Victor, Dragostea mea. ... 


We met in dreams of pleasure 
We met in sweet dreams 
Your kisses soft, and smooth, clean 
My butterfly come in, with silver powder. 


Your penis, like a snake from deep, groaning 
I get my soft butterflies, gnarled moaning 
It is allowed to fall into uninterrupted waters 
Over lustful wishes, standing ... 


He craves a new life 

Maybe a new morning when Aurora slammed her fingers into the window 
and the birds in the morning sing with gossip 
on a branch. 

We met in dreams of pleasure 

We met in sweet dreams 

Your kisses soft, and smooth, clean 

My butterfly comes in, with silver powder. 

Sweet lips come down on her breasts 

As are the long hinges, sprung from a rock chest 

Mix with the mouth water 



The ghost enters deep, deeper and deeper 
In butterflies flaking and obsolete 
Passionate wishes for moaning calf 
When the water is pounding, it gets louder. 


Blanca is in the swing 
Lord is your Mire 
It flashes like a child's dream 
Yours love of love 

Leave your face sweet 
Over sweet German foodstuffs 
Under the serene ray 
Your arms to sleep on 

Leave your sweet face 

sweet and blackened by sweets ... 


Sweet lips come down on her breasts 

As are the long hinges, sprung from a rock chest 

Mix with the mouth water 

I love you, my sweetness, my baby. 

I watched where I swam like a swim 
When heavy golden hair lets it fall 
On my shoulders, on bare arms, sideways 
Nude nymph, with pearl silver. 

Te doresc, Victor, Dragostea mea. . 


With silver undines ... 

He left the evening, with thick, voluptuous wings, in foam 
Of the sea coming in with silver 
In the room of visions displacement 
In the room of agony and direction ... 


I watched where I swam like a swim 
When heavy golden hair lets it fall 
On my shoulders, on bare arms, sideways 
Nude nymph, with pearl silver. 


We met in dreams of pleasure 

We met in sweet dreams 

Your kisses soft, and smooth, clean 

My butterfly comes in, with silver powder. 



Your penis, like a snake from deep, groaning 
I get my soft butterflies, gnarled moaning 
It is allowed to fall into uninterrupted waters 
Over lustful wishes, standing ... 


He craves a new life 

Maybe a new morning when Aurora slammed her fingers into the window 
and the birds in the morning sing with gossip 
on a branch. 


We met in dreams of pleasure 
We met in sweet dreams 
Your kisses soft, and smooth, clean 
My butterfly come in, with silver powder. 


Sweet lips come down on her breasts 

As are the long hinges, sprung from a rock chest 

Mix with the mouth water 


The ghost enters deep, deeper and deeper 
In butterflies flaking and obsolete 
Passionate wishes for milking calf 
When the water is pounding, it gets louder. 


Blanca is in the swing 
Lord is your Mire 
It flashes like a child's dream 
Yours love of love 

Leave your face sweet 
Over sweet German foodstuffs 
Under the serene ray 
Your arms to sleep on 

Leave your sweet face 

sweet and blackened by sweets ... 


Sweet lips come down on her breasts 

As are the long hinges, sprung from a rock chest 

Mix with the mouth water 

I love you, my sweetness, my baby. 



I watched where I swam like a swim 
When heavy golden hair lets it fall 
On my shoulders, on bare arms, sideways 
Nude nymph, with pearl silver. 

With thin fingers, with long fingers ... 

I was about 16 at the time, in the 10th grade 
From high school... 

I was thin, brown, with curly hair 

and marked waist, small foot, oval face and small hand 

who will say... 

a girl with many dreams in her head ... 


Starter with the Dacia 1 FID 1875 
at Voineasa, at the cottage 
As I often went, in those times, in the mountains, 
and at weddings ... 

and the wind was wiping his goosebumps 
the slivers of blacks over their foreheads ... 

with thin fingers, with long fingers ... 


It was a cottage surrounded by all parts of the mountains, 
and forestry workers worked hard 
from the husk 

wiping his sweat with his apron 
of black and white rocks 

they spit in their hands and worked on their cheeks 
oppressing it from the hinges ... 
wiping his sweat with his apron 
of black and white rocks 


Trolls as tall as the trees, the bushes painted blue 
Sweat was flowing from his forehead 
They were wiped off by the wind. 


There, on the porch, the 19-year-old took my hands in his 
and asked me if 
I do not want to get married... 

he was beautiful and he was blond, modest-proud, a little jumpy. 



and his right hand, with his hands he loved me ... 


His hands were long and warm, wide 
Full of bumps .... 

...I felt the fire running through me 
Until the wrists ... 


His hands were long and warm, wide 
Full of bumps .... 

Eyes full and full of mouths .... 

I could feel the beam going through me 

Up to the wrists. 


I was too young to get married - this is known 

and my dad smiled, a little squeaky, with the straw-like flora of his dandelion 

the young man smiled 

and they worshiped another witch. 

I was too young of course - this is known .... 


Ye doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu dulce.Tudor, dulceata mea. 


It was a cottage surrounded by all parts of the mountains, 
and forestry workers worked hard 
from the husk 

wiping his sweat with his apron 
of black and white rocks 

they spit in their hands and worked on their cheeks 
oppressing it from the hinges ... 
wiping his sweat with his apron 
of black and white rocks 


Trolls as tall as the trees, the bushes painted blue 
Sweat was flowing from his forehead 
They were wiped off by the wind. 

.I love you and I wish you my sweet love, Victor, my baby. 




The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every is an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the forehead of soot 

With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every atmosphere between black and green 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 


With fluid tears ... 

I just feel happy that you exist - that it exists 
We are both, sweetheart 
Two Cristi 

We tremble in the wagons in the hot night 
Moving to unknown destinations ... 


Your hair falls into my mouth 
I lie on my cheek 



Your sex is turquoise - 

It has the color of the crying sky 


With fluid tears 

weird, full, empty and round. 


In the snowy sky, she cries 
I closed my eyes nostalgically. 


Your hands are warm and tremble with pleasure - 
To orgasm pain 

Among the confetti and heavy metals 
They flow into me, warm stars ... 


your body is endless 

out of the wake of the light of dawn ... with a weary soul 
search of the city 

lights. The red lanterns understand the city 
the ship is floating on the ship 


the clock stopped at zero, looking east 
toward the zenith 

how is it... language without language 

in Samuel Beckett's 

Slipstream 


breasts are without bodice, eggs without formwork 
your body is endless 
out of the eye socket 
risen 

endless endless ... 

Te iubesc Alin, Mihai, Dragul meu Fiu. 

Dragostea mea dulce, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 

Cu maini de floare si de lapte.... 

Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator si totusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 
Care intra,nepazit de nimic, vulnerabil si vonic 

Pe usa plina de promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 





II astepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 
si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea? 


El, tanar inocent 
Cu maini de floare si de lapte 
Asculta ascunsele, infioratele ei soapte 
Gata sa treaca in foe si sabie pentru ea 
Gata sa treaca in Nemurire pentru ea 
Pentru Dragostea Sa?... 


Cu mainile albe ca floarea alba de cires 
Acest tanar ales 

Pe obrazul pe care mijeau primele tuleie ale Barbatiei 
Acest Fecior 

E din Gradina Raiului cules?... 


Cu sanii gei de Viata si de lapte 
Lumea il astepta, la deschisele ei canate 
Sa-i dea sa bea potirul 
Neprihanitelor pacate 

Sa alapteze dorintele celui Ales. 

Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator si totusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 
Care intra.nepazit de nimic, vulnerabil si voinic 

Pe usa plina de promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 

II satepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 

si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea?.... 


Parul lui blond dat in spic 
Subtire si matasos 

Incadra chipul rotund,alacestui tanar frumos 
Curios... 

Care nu ajunsese inca in Taramul de Jos 
Subtire, plin de lapte si voinic... 


La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 

Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 

O privea... 


Ce poate fi mai tulburator pentru o mama 
Decat clipa cand tanarul sau fecior 





Paseste in lume, in clipa imperturbabila, gratioasa 
Cand devine barbat?... 


Privirea ochilor lui albastri, ca cerul primavara, zbura in dimensiunea 
Rara, ideala, a vietii, cu sentimentul recunoasterii tainice 
Pe chipul lui ingenuu, de tanar fecior 
Pregatit sa intre pe usa tumultuoasa a lumii 
In dimensiunea rara, deala a dragostei 

Adevarate, pure, absolute 

Precum era bataia inimii sale, prin bluza subtire, albastra 
Ca o promisune si un legamant 
La usa dragostei. 


Buzele copilaresti deschise intr-un murmur 
Peste marea de-azur 

Parul blond in suvite blond-castanii copilaresti 
Acolo unde incetezi sa mai existi 
si numai esti... 


Ochii-aplecati peste-un mister 
Peste rasufletul de ger din zapezile trandafirii 
Acolo unde incetezi sa existi 
si-ncepi sa fii... 

Sa Fii... 


Te iubesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

With arms of flower and of milk... 

I wonder who is whatsoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though in his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 


He, innocent youngster 

With arms of flower and of milk 

He was listening her hidden, thrilled whispers 

Ready to pass through fire and sword for it 

Ready to pass into Immortality for it 

For His love?... 


With hands and arms white as the cherry-flower 

This chosen youngster 

On the cheek whereon they were rising up 



The first tule of Manhood 

This beautiful Youngster 

Is from the Garden of heaven picked up?... 


With breasts full of Life and milk 

The World was expecting for him, at her open canats 

To give him drink the cup 

Of the innocent sins 

To nurse the desires of the Chosen one. 

I wonder who is whosoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though i his soul of everything receiver 

With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 

Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 

and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 


Hos blond hair given in ripe, in spice 
Thin and silky 

Was framing his round shape, of this beautiful youngman 
Curious... 

Who hasn’t arrived yet in the Underground world 
Thin, full of milk and sturdy... 


At the Heaven door 

Who whatsoever is knocking?... who get hurried to enter 
His immortal, white, Canats?... 

From the ocean of memories, in the box with photographs 

An innocent youngster, with the eyes in the ideal dimension of the poetry 

He was looking her... 


What can it be more thrilling for a mother 
Than the moment when her young Son 

He is stepping in the world, in the imperturbable grace instant 
When he becomes a man?... 

...the look of his blue eyes, as the sky in the spring, was floating 

In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 

On his innocent shape, of young young man 

Ready to enter the floody door of the world 

In the rare, ideal of Love 

True, pure, absolute 

As it was the beating of His heart, through the thin, blue blouse 
As a promise and a legacy 
At the door of love 



The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 
Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 
Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 

to be... 

te iubesc, Alin, puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu, daca te-am ranit cu ceva, dragostea mea. 

Te iubesc. 

translation: Natalia Galatan 

Without Google dictionary, Google Translate 

Te iubesc Tudor, Dragostea mea. 

With hands of flower and milk .... 

Who is this young Son? 

Dreamer and yet in the soul of all the recipient 

With that naive, curious, advanced, confident start of the Young 

Entering, guarded by nothing, vulnerable and vicious 

On the door full of the promises of Life 
Where, in the crowd, under her heavenly places 
He was waiting for her, hidden by endless Thresholds 
and of unexpected attempts, Love flourished? 


He, an innocent young man 

With hands of flower and milk 

Listen to her hiding places, her flushed whispers 

Ready to go through the fire and sword for her 

Ready to go into Immortality for her 

For His Love? 


With white hands like white cherry blossom 
This young man chosen 

On the cheek on which the first rods of the Manhood were 
This Son 

Is it from the Garden of Heaven picked? ... 


With Breasts of Life and milk 

The world was waiting for her, at her open doors 

Let him drink the cup 

The unrighteous sins 

To breastfeed the wishes of the Chosen One. 



Who is this young Son? 

Dreamer and yet in the soul of all the recipient 

With that naive, curious, advanced, confident start of the Young 

Entering, guarded by nothing, vulnerable and strong 

On the door full of the promises of Life 
Where, in the crowd, under her heavenly places 
He was waiting for her, hidden by endless Thresholds 
and of unexpected attempts, Love flourished? 


His blond hair flared 
Thin and silky 

It was the round face, you were a handsome young man 
Curious... 

Which had not yet reached the Lowland 
Thin, full of milk and strong ... 


At the door of Heaven 

Who's beating? ... who's in a hurry to get in 

On his immortals, white Canates? ... 

Lrom the memory stick, in the photo box 

An innocent young man with eyes in the ideal size of poetry 

He was watching her ... 


What can be more upsetting for a mother 
Than the moment when his young son 

He walks in the world, in the unforgettable, graceful moment 
When does he become a man? 


The look of his blue eyes, like the spring sky, flew in size 

Rare, ideal, of life, with the feeling of secret recognition 

On his naive face, as a young boy 

Ready to enter the tumultuous door of the world 

In the rare dimension, hill of love 

True, pure, absolute 

It was like the beating of his heart, through the thin, blue blouse 
As a promise and a covenant 
At the door of love. 


The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-brown chestnut hair 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 

Over the breath of frost from the snow of roses 



Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 

To be... 


Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 
te iubesc, Alin, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

Te iubesc, Andrei, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

With arms of flower and of milk... 

I wonder who is whatsoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though i his soul of everything receiver 

With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 

Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 

and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected tryings, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 


He, innocent youngster 

With arms of flower and of milk 

He was listening her hidden, thrilled whispers 

Ready to pass through fire and sword for it 

Ready to pass into Immortality for it 

For His love?... 


With hands and arms white as the cherry-flower 

This chosen youngster 

On the cheek whereon they were rising up 

The first signs of Manhood 

This beautiful Youngster 

Is from the Garden of heaven picked up?... 


With breasts full of Life and milk 

The World was expecting for him, at her open canats 

To give him drink the cup 

Of the innocent sins 

To nurse the desires of the Chosen one. 


I wonder who is whosoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though i his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, cuious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 



It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 
And of unsuspected tryings, full of mystery and thrills 
Love?... 


Hos blond hair given in ripe, in spice 
Thin and silky 

Was framing his round shape, of this beautiful youngman 
Curious... 

Who hasn’t arrived yet in the Underground world 
Thin, full of milk and sturdy... 


At the Heaven door 

Who whatsoever is knocking?... who get hurried to enter 
His immortal, white, canats?... 

From the ocean of rememberings, in the box with photographs 
An innocent youngster, with the eyes in the ideal dimension of the poetry 
He was looking her... 


What can it be more thrilling for a mother 
Than the moment when her young Son 

He is stepping in the world, in the imperturbable grace instant 
When he becomes a man?... 

...the look of his blue eyes, as the sky in the spring, was floating 

In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 

On his innocent shape, of young youngman 

Ready to enter the floody door of the world 

In the rare, ideal of Love 

True, pure, absolute 

As it was the beating of His heart, through the thin, blue blouse 
As a promise and a legacy 
At the door of love 


The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 
Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 
Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 

to be... 

te iubesc, Alin, puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu, daca te-am ranit cu ceva, dragostea mea. 
translation: Natalia Galatan 
Without Google dictionary, Google Translate 
Te iubesc, dulceata mea, puiul meu. 



Te iubesc, Mihai, Puiul meu Dulce. 
Cu maini de floare si de lapte.... 


Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator si totusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 
Care intra,nepazit de nimic, vulnerabil si vonic 

Pe usa plina de promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 

II astepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 

si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea?.... 


El, tanar inocent 
Cu maini de floare si de lapte 
Asculta ascunsele, infioratele ei soapte 
Gata sa treaca in foe si sabie pentru ea 
Gata sa treaca in Nemurire pentru ea 
Pentru Dragostea Sa?... 


Cu mainile albe ca floarea alba de cires 
Acest tanar ales 

Pe obrazul pe care mijeau primele tuleie ale Barbatiei 
Acest Fecior 

E din Gradina Raiului cules?... 


Cu sanii gei de Viata si de lapte 
Lumea il astepta, la deschisele ei canate 
Sa-i dea sa bea potirul 
Neprihanitelor pacate 

Sa alapteze dorintele celui Ales. 


Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator si totusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 
Care intra,nepazit de nimic, vulnerabil si voinic 

Pe usa plina de promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 

II satepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 

si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea?.... 


Parul lui blond dat in spic 
Subtire si matasos 

Incadra chipul rotund,alacestui tanar frumos 
Curios... 

Care nu ajunsese inca in Taramul de Jos 
Subtire, plin de lapte si voinic... 





La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 

Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 

O privea... 


Ce poate fi mai tulburator pentru o mama 
Decat clipa cand tanarul sau fecior 
Paseste in lume, in clipa imperturbabila, gratioasa 
Cand devine barbat?... 


Privirea ochilor lui albastri, ca cerul primavara, zbura in dimensiunea 
Rara, ideala, a vietii, cu sentimentul recunoasterii tainice 
Pe chipul lui ingenuu, de tanar fecior 
Pregatit sa intre pe usa tumultuoasa a lumii 
In dimensiunea rara, deala a dragostei 

Adevarate, pure, absolute 

Precum era bataia inimii sale, prin bluza subtire, albastra 
Ca o promisune si un legamant 
La usa dragostei. 


Buzele copilaresti deschise intr-un murmur 
Peste marea de-azur 

Parul blond in suvite blond-castanii copilaresti 
Acolo unde incetezi sa mai existi 
si numai esti... 


Ochii-aplecati peste-un mister 
Peste rasufletul de ger din zapezile trandafirii 
Acolo unde incetezi sa existi 
si-ncepi sa fii... 

Sa Fii... 


Te iubesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

With arms of flower and of milk... 

I wonder who is whatsoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though in his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 



He, innocent youngster 

With arms of flower and of milk 

He was listening her hidden, thrilled whispers 

Ready to pass through fire and sword for it 

Ready to pass into Immortality for it 

For His love?... 


With hands and arms white as the cherry-flower 

This chosen youngster 

On the cheek whereon they were rising up 

The first tule of Manhood 

This beautiful Youngster 

Is from the Garden of heaven picked up?... 


With breasts full of Life and milk 

The World was expecting for him, at her open canats 

To give him drink the cup 

Of the innocent sins 

To nurse the desires of the Chosen one. 

I wonder who is whosoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though i his soul of everything receiver 

With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 

Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 

and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 


Hos blond hair given in ripe, in spice 
Thin and silky 

Was framing his round shape, of this beautiful youngman 
Curious... 

Who hasn’t arrived yet in the Underground world 
Thin, full of milk and sturdy... 


At the Heaven door 

Who whatsoever is knocking?... who get hurried to enter 
His immortal, white, Canats?... 

From the ocean of memories, in the box with photographs 

An innocent youngster, with the eyes in the ideal dimension of the poetry 

He was looking her... 


What can it be more thrilling for a mother 
Than the moment when her young Son 



He is stepping in the world, in the imperturbable grace instant 
When he becomes a man?... 

...the look of his blue eyes, as the sky in the spring, was floating 

In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 

On his innocent shape, of young young man 

Ready to enter the floody door of the world 

In the rare, ideal of Love 

True, pure, absolute 

As it was the beating of His heart, through the thin, blue blouse 
As a promise and a legacy 
At the door of love 

The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 
Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 
Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 

to be... 

te iubesc, Alin, puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu, daca te-am ranit cu ceva, dragostea mea. 
translation: Natalia Galatan 
Without Google dictionary, Google Translate 
Te iubesc, dulceata mea, puiul meu 

Te iubesc, Victor The Sun, Puisorul meu, Dulcisorul meu. 

Dragostea mea dulce, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 

Cu maini de floare si de lapte.... 


Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator sitotusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 
Care intra,nepazit de m=nimic, vulnerabil si vonic 

Peusa plinade promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 

II satepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 

si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea?.... 


El, tanar inocent 
Cu maini de floare si de lapte 
Asculta ascunsele, infioratele ei soapte 
Gata sa teaca in foe si sabie pentru ea 




Gata sa reaca in Nemurite pentru ea 
Pentru Dragostea mea?... 


Cu mainile albe ca floarea e cires 
Acest tanar ales 

Pe obrazul pe care mijeau primele tleie ale Barbatiei 
Acest Fecior 

E din Gradina Raiului cules?... 


Cu sanii gei de Viata si de lapte 
Lumea il astepta, la deschisele ei canate 
Sa-i dea sa bea potirul 
Neprihanitelor pacate 

Sa alapteze dorintele celui Ales. 


Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator sitotusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 
Care intra,nepazit de m=nimic, vulnerabil si vonic 

Peusa plinade promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 

II satepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 

si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea?.... 


Prul lui blond dat in spic 
Subtire si matasos 

Incadra chipulrotund,alacestui tanar frumos 
Curios... 

Care nu ajunsese inca inTaramul de Jos 
Subtire, plin de lapte si voinic... 


La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 


Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 

Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 

O privea... 




Ce poate fi mai tulburator pentru omama 
Decat clipa cand tanarul sau fecior 
Paseste in lume, in clipa imperturbabila, gratioasa 
Cand devne barbat?... 


Privirea ochilor lui albastri, ca cerul primavara, zbura in dimensiunea 
Rara, ideala, a vietii, cu sentimentul recunoasterii tainice 
Pe chipul lui ingenuu, de tanar fecior 
Pregatit sa intre pe usa tumultuoasa a lumii 
In dimensiunea rar, deala a dragostei 

Adevarate, pure, absolute 

Precum era bataa inimii sale, prin bluza subtire, albstra 
Ca o promisune si un legamant 
La usa dragostei. 


Buzele copilaresti deschise intr-un murmur 
Peste marea de-azur 

Parul blond in suvite bloond-castani copilaresti 
Acolo unde incetezi sa mai existi 
si numai esti... 


Ochii-aplecati peste-un mister 
Pesterpsufletul de ger din zapezile trandafirii 
Acolo unde incetezi saexistesti 
si-ncepi sa fii... 

Sa Fii... 


Te iubesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

With arms of flower and of milk... 

I wonder who is whosoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though i his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, cuious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 
There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 
Ot was waiting for Flim, hidden of endless Thresholds 
And of unsuspected tryings, full of mistery and thrills 



Love?... 


He, innocent youngster 

With arms of flower and of milk 

He was listening her hidden, thrilled whispers 

Ready to pass through fire and sword for it 

Ready to pass into Imortality for it 

For His love?... 


With hands and arms white as the cherry-flower 

This chosen youngster 

On the cheek whereon thet were rising up 

The first suigns of Manhood 

This beautiful Youngster 

Is from the Garden of heaven picked up?... 


With breasts full of Life and milk 

The Worls was wspecting for him, at her open canats 

To give him drink the cup 

Of the innocent sins 

To nurse the desires of the Chosen one. 


I wonder who is whosoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though i his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, cuious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

Ot was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected tryings, full of mistery and thrills 

Love?... 


Hos blond hair given in ripe, in spice 
Thin and silky 

Was framing his round shape, of this beautiful ypungman 
Curious... 

Who hasn’t arrived yet in the Underground world 
Thin, full of milk and sturdy... 



At the Heaven door 

Who whatsoever is knocking?... who get hurried to enter 
His immortal, white, canats?... 

From the ocean of rememberings, in the box with photographs 
An innocent youngster, with the eyes in the ideal dimension of the poetry 
He was looking her... 


What can it be more thrilling for a mother 
Than the moment when her young Son 

He is stepping in the world, in the imperturbable grace instant 
When he becomes a man?... 

...the look of his blue eyes, as the sky in the spring, was floating 

In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 

On his innocent shape, of young youngman 

Ready to enter the floody door of the world 

In the rare, ideal of Love 

True, pure, absolute 

As it was the beating of His heart, through the thin, blue blouse 
As a promise and a legacy 
At the door of love 


The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 
Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 
Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 

to be... 

te iubesc, Alin, puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 


Iarta-ma, puiul meu, daca te-am ranit cu ceva, dragostea mea. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu, daca te-am ranit cu ceva, dragostea mea. 

translation: Natalia Galatan 

Without Google dictionary, Google Translate 

Te iubesc, dulceata mea, puiul meu 

The last two strophs are translated by Carl Gustav Jung. 


Dulcele meu, Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dulceata mea. 
Dawn 



Te iubesc, Tiuudor, Puiul meu, nespus, nespus... 


Late in the morning ... 

I wake up with you in your arms, looking at dawn ... 
In the morning, it shines in your eyes 
and in hair 

with a serafic, translucent truth ... 


I searched for you in the body 
the mystery as an unknown innocent spirit 
what comes out of your mouth like a steam 
on soft lips like sweet honey 


Mother's wife loved a stranger 
Strange... 

I only feel in the soul... 

It's my amoral existence 
From which I extract the essence. 


Astute Eros pantyhose walks through the hooks 

White, sweet sweet 

You have gone out in the morning 

Tilt my head in my dream 
Seeking my own smile. 


Sadness? ... madness? ... a drop of apathy? ... 
There is nothing apathetic and sad 
In your smile 

From which I seek my dream killed 
In other kali-iuga what they were 
and they will be .. 


A longing for death has covered me 

By a star under the head 

The universe wanders in his little finger 

Only one opinion is now, a dream in vain 
and bleak 

loved both with your buddy. 





I searched for you in the body 
the mystery as an unknown innocent spirit 
what comes out of your mouth like a steam 
on soft lips like sweet honey 


Te iubc si Te doresc, Tudor, Mihai, Dragostea mea. 
Te iubesc, Tudor, Puisorul emu. 

De e pe lume sens... 


Incet se lumineaza de zi... 

Soarele patrunde in camera cu lumina-i tremuratoare 
Corpusculi galbeni de lumina 
si-mi lumineaza sufletul trist 
impovarat de tristeti, singuratati trecute 
si viitoare. 


De e pe lume sens voi aratati-1 
De e pe lume inteles 
Altfel decat un urias eres 
De e pe lume sens, voi aratati-1... 


Tainicul inteles al inimii voi descifrati-1 
De e pe lume inteles 
Altfel decat un imens eres 
Sensul iubirii aratati-1... 

Din hieroglife si scrieri pagane 
Cercati ca sa creati valul cu spume 
Voi desenati-mi inima 
Cand soarele apune peste cer 

De e pe lume inteles 
Altfel decat un imens eres 
Sensul iubirii aratati-1... 

Strangeti in pumn inima mea 
Ce-i altceva decat o albastra stea 
E ea si poate nu e ea.... 

Ce-i pasa codrului de-o ramurea 

E ea... si poate nu e ea. 

O muzica, o sfera grea 
Sau o albastra peruzea 
Un pui de codru, mic, fricos 




Un pas ce e pictat pe jos 
De ganduri si de spaime ros 


Ce-i altceva decat o-albastra stea 
Ce-i pasa codrului de ea?... 

Daca eu plec sau de raman 
Pe aripe de diafan cuvant 
Daca eu plec sau de raman 

Ce-i pasa codrului de ea?... 


De e pe lume sens voi aratati-1 
De e pe lume inteles 
Altfel decat un urias eres 
De e pe lume sens, voi aratati-1... 

Te iubesc, Andrei, Dragoste a mea. 

De e pe lume sens... 


Incet se lumineaza de zi... 

Soarele patrunde in camera cu lumina-i tremuratoare 
Corpusculi galbeni de lumina 
si-mi lumineaza sufletul trist 
impovarat de tristeti, singuratati trecute 
si viitoare. 


De e pe lume sens voi aratati-1 
De e pe lume inteles 
Altfel decat un urias eres 
De e pe lume sens, voi aratati-1... 


Tainicul inteles al inimii voi descifrati-1 
De e pe lume inteles 
Altfel decat un imens eres 
Sensul iubirii aratati-1... 

Din hieroglife si scrieri pagane 
Cercati ca sa creati valul cu spume 
Voi desenati-mi inima 
Cand soarele apune peste cer 

De e pe lume inteles 
Altfel decat un imens eres 
Sensul iubirii aratati-1... 




Strangeti in pumn inima mea 
Ce-i altceva decat o albastra stea 
E ea si poate nu e ea.... 

Ce-i pasa codrului de-o ramurea 

E ea... si poate nu e ea. 

0 muzica, o sfera grea 
Sau o albastra peruzea 
Un pui de codru, mic, fricos 
Un pas ce e pictat pe jos 
De ganduri si de spaime ros 

Ce-i altceva decat o-albastra stea 
Ce-i pasa codrului de ea?... 

Daca eu plec sau de raman 
Pe aripe de diafan cuvant 
Daca eu plec sau de raman 

Ce-i pasa codrului de ea?... 


De e pe lume sens voi aratati-1 
De e pe lume inteles 
Altfel decat un urias eres 
De e pe lume sens, voi aratati-1... 

De imitatio Christi 


Lumea 

Da in mine ca intr-un sac 

Eu am pogorat de pe cruce 

si traiesc visul verdelui 

visul intiparit in stropi, in pietrele umede 

in bancile jilave, umede 

in frunzele copacilor, un degrade interminabil 

de verde 

un verde etern, perpetuu 
universal. 


Traiesc visul verdelui. 

Visul rastignitului de pe cruce. 


Visul verdelui e aid 

Pe bancuta aceasta umeda 

Printre stropii cazandu-mi fericiti si stingheri 

Pe haine, pe fata, pe par 

Pe poseta 

Fumand o tigara 

Ca o batranica adusa de spate... 





Privind perdeaua molcoma de stropi 
Ploaia ce cade 
Cu un susur bland, neauzit 
Intensificand verdele arborilor 
A1 ierbii 
A1 frunzelor. 


Nu, nu e aici... 

Locul meu. 

Eu am fugit de pe cruce 
si visez visul rastignitului 
nu al verdelui. 

Eu sunt Iisus. 

Te iubesc... 

In aceasta lume virtuala noua 
Ma misc cu gratia unui somnambul... 

...zambind licaririlor de constiinta 
Ce-mi transfigureaza existenta 
Ca niste iluminari bruste 
In clipa de gratie cand constiinta mea 
Atinge constiinta lumii 

si se scufunda in ea, in totala uitare, abandon si regasire. 

Iau pistolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

E tacere pretutindeni... pe munte, pe campie... 

Cerul se sprijina de-o mana de lut 

Totul e o tacuta euforie 

Un echilibru fragil intre vazut, nevazut... 

Lacrima cerului se sprijina pe potativul de sunete al vantului 
si apoi intr-o tacuta frenezie 
se daruieste negrului, pamantului... 

Munti desenati, o schita artistica, in carbune... 

Se pierd in zare... 

Ei par valurile incremenite apuse pe-o fantasmagorica mare... 

Pasesc intre cer si pamant 

Ca si cum sas fi vrut 

Sa-i unesc intr-n indescriptibil sarut 

Cerul peste mine, tacut, cu prevestirea-i de furtuna, a cazut... 





Eu sunt Adam!... dar fara Eva!... 

E sunt si fara ev si fara veac... 

si frunzele copacilor imi mangaie spinarea 

al inimi-mi de planta indescriptibil, inefabil leac... 

E tacerea pretutindeni... pe munte, pe campie... 

Cerul se sprijina de-o mana de lut 

Totul e o tacuta euforie 

Un echilibru fragil intre vazut, nevazut.. 

Vino as cum esti - ca un sfant ca o curva 
Ca un prieten, ca un prieten... 

Asa cum vreau eu sa fii... 

Mainile tale le-mbartiseaza pe ale mele 
Sarutul tau imi suge buzele - 

Imi suge arterele, gata sa se sparga - ca de ea mai cruda, mai dulce 
Mai voluptoasa corvoada... 

si nu,n-am o arma, nu, n-am i pusca.... 

Sarutandu-ti piciorul... 

Urc in lumea mea de visuri si durere 
De placere, fum si miere 
De indescritibila cadere... 

Iau pistolul si ma impusc.. 

Cad printr-un fel de chaos intunecat... 

Pana-ti ating cu buzele piciorul 
De care m-am impiedicat... 

Sarutandu-ti bratul 

Ascult de chemarea laptelui din mine 

... si in genere din toata ascendenta mea matriarhala 

De gingasa ei liniste letala.... 

Iau pistolul si ma impusc... 

Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

te iubesc si te doresc, Victor, dragostea mea. 

De imitatio Christi 



The world is wounding me likewise a sack 

of flesh and blood 

I have come down from the cross 

and I live the dream of the green 

the dream encrusted in raindrops, in the wet stones 

in the moist, wet benches 

I live the dream of the green 

The dream of the crucified from the cross. 

The dream of the green is here 
On this moist bench 

Between the raindrops falling down happily and lonely 

On my clothes, on my face, on my hair 

On my handbag 

Smoking a cigarette 

Like a little old woman brought back... 

Watching the slow curtain of raindrops 
The rain which is falling down 
With a gentle, unheard whispering 
Intensifying the green of the arbors, of the grass 

No, it isn't here... 

My place 

I have run from the cross 

And I'm living the dream of the crucified, not of the green 
I am Jesus. 


In this new virtual world 

I'm moving with the grace of a sleepwalker ... 

... smiling at the flashes of consciousness 
What transfigures my existence 
Like sudden illumination 
In the moment of grace when my conscience 
Touch the world's consciousness 

and sinks into it, in total oblivion, abandonment and regrowth. 
Te doresc li Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea emea. 

Te doresc. 

I take the gun and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 




With the star attached to the temple 

There is silence everywhere ... on the mountain, on the plains . 
The sky is supported by a clay hand 
Everything is a silent euphoria 
A fragile balance between the seen and the unseen ... 

The tear of heaven rests on the sound of the wind 

and then in a silent frenzy 

it is given to the black, the earth ... 

Drawing mountains, an artistic sketch, in coal... 

They are lost in the streets ... 

They look like standing waves on a big ghostly ... 

I walk between heaven and earth 
As if I wanted to 

To join them in an indescribable kiss 

The sky above me, silent, with the foretaste of the storm, fell.. 

I am Adam! ... but without Eve! ... 

I am without eve and without age ... 

and the leaves of the trees stroked my spine 

of my heart of indescribable plant, ineffable cure ... 

It's silence everywhere ... on the mountain, on the plains ... 

The sky is supported by a clay hand 
Everything is a silent euphoria 
A fragile balance between the seen and the unseen. 

Come as you are - as holy as a whore 
Like a friend, like a friend ... 

As I want you to be ... 

Your hand holds mine 
Your kiss sucks my lips - 

She sucks my arteries, ready to break - like her rawer, sweeter 
More voluptuous chorus ... 

and no, I don't have a weapon, no, I don't have a gun. 

Kissing your leg ... 

I climb into my world of dreams and pain 
Pleasure, smoke and honey 
The indescribable fall... 

I take the gun and shoot myself. 

I fall into a kind of dark chaos ... 

Until you touch your lips 
Which I prevented ... 

Kissing your arm 

I listen to the call for milk from me 

... and generally from all my matriarchal ancestry 

Of her hips lethal silence. 



I take the gun and I shoot myself... 

Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the forehead of soot 

With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, Victor, love me. 

I want you. 

The desire and the love of my life, Victor, Puiul mu Dulce. 
Te iubesc. 

Decor 


Te iubesc, Carl, Puiul meu. 


Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Decor uittat de lume, la sfarsitul anilor ’80 
Pe langa mine parca treci 

Cu maini ranite sau inmanusate, frumoasa doamna... 


Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Sarim in goluri tinandu-ne de mana... 

Afara ploua parca de o saptamana 

Sarim dalele-mbucate de pe trotuar - toamna isi poarta al ei 
Irezistibil calvar... 


Sunt frunze multe si suvoi de apa 

Pe-un ram imaginar, o pasare trista isi vorbeste... 

si apa-n vaduri creste, parca creste 

si noi sarim, pron goluri vide pe caldul trotuar... 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Decor uittat de lume, la sfarsitul anilor ’80 
Pe langa mine parca treci 

Cu maini ranite sau inmanusate, frumoasa doamna... 

...te iubesc dulcele meu. 

Sunt frunze multe si suvoi de apa 



Pe-un ram imaginar, o pasare trista isi vorbeste... 

si apa-n vaduri creste, parca creste 

si noi sarim, prin goluri vide pe caldul trotuar... 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Sarim in goluri tinandu-ne de mana... 

Afara ploua parca de o saptamana 

Prin dalele-mbucate de pe trotuar - toamna isi poarta al ei 
Irezistibil calvar... 

Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita de fire de fan... 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Totul e o atmosfera intre negru si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, 
al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 



Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dragostea mea. 
dulceata mea iubita, te iubesc. 

decoration 

Through dark gangs, rats 

Decor forgotten by the world in the late 1980s 

It's just passing by me 

With injured or gloved hands, beautiful lady ... 


Through dark gangs, rats 

We jump into the gaps holding our hand ... 

It's been raining for about a week 

Slab-tiled we jump on the sidewalk - Autumn is wearing her 
Irresistibly bald ... 


There are many leaves and streams of water 

On an imaginary branch, a sad bird speaks ... 

and the water in the forests grows, as if it grows 

and we jump, leaving empty goals on the warm sidewalk ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

Decor forgotten by the world in the late 1980s 

It's just passing by me 

With injured or gloved hands, beautiful lady ... 

...I love you my sweet. 

There are many leaves and streams of water 

On an imaginary branch, a sad bird speaks ... 

and the water in the forests grows, as if it grows 

and we jump, leaving empty goals on the warm sidewalk ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

We jump into the gaps holding our hand ... 

It's been raining for a week 

By the paved tiles on the sidewalk - autumn wears it 
Irresistibly bald ... 

The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 
With the forehead of soot 



With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 

The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every atmosphere between black and green 

Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the green of the leaves, of the trees, 

of grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

I love you and I wish you, Victor, my love. 

Te iubesc... 


Te iiubsc Carl, Te iubesc, Mihai, Te iubesc Tudor, Puiul meu. 
Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

Delir... 



M-am trezit dimineata devreme, brusc, privind luminile orasului 

Ma dau jos din pat incet 

si landu-mi tigarile, ma-ndrept spre fumoar. 

In camasa mea de noapte larga 
Primita la intrare 

Cu ciorapii grosi si halatul albastru, sintetic, in spinare 
Par cu adevarat o aratare. 


Ma-ndrept incet, pe coridorul cu luminitele aprinse 
Spre fumoarul marginit 
De-o usa metalica inalta 
II deschid incet si intru.... 


E intuneric deplin. Aprind lumina chioara, galbena 
si-mi aprind o tigara. 

Apoi ma-ntind pe bancuta joasa de lemn de stejar, cu picioare de fier 
Formata din mici lambriuri de lemn dispuse orizonatal 
Trag conserva de peste langa mine 
si ma aplec sa scriu vreo cateva versuri 
cuprinsa brusc de inspiratie. 


Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Eh, la scoala nu m-am trezit niciodata asa devreme.. 

E trei in noapte trecut 

Fumez intata intr-un soi de levitatie 

Poetica 

si mai scriu un rand.... 


E cinci. Primul bolnav a aparut 

Cu fasa- inexpresiva, bonoma, si ma priveste indiferent... 
Facem schimb de tigari 
Ii dau un Marlboro clasic lung 
si el imi da inexpresiv un Kent. 


Pe la 6 totul se anima. 

Lunganii din salonul 28 s-au trezit 
Precum si damele coafate si cu unghille facute 
Vorbesc in surdina, si beau naut... 




E 12 fara douazeci. 

Adrian, baiatul cu fata ciupita de varsat s-a sculat de pe trepte in picioare 
si declama zambind subtil o poezie. 

Ciulesc urehile, cine- scris-o?... 

Ana Blandiana, Imi place. Fumez ganditoare. 

purtam fiecare o dragoste-n noi, 
dar eu pentra tine si tu...pentru alta. 
si focul ne mistuie crunt, pe-amandoi. 
eu ard pentra tine, tu arzi... pentra alta. 
astept un cuvant, astepti un cuvant, 
dar eu de la tine si tu de la alta, 
si chipul ti-1 vad in somn delirand, 
dar tu, in visare, o vezi tot pe alta... 

si ce ne ramane atunci de facut, cand soarta nu stie decat sa 
dezbine? 

de ce nu ti-e mila? traim doar iubind. desi tu pe alta, 
eu totusi...pe tine!” 

Ma asez pe trepte langa Adrian 
Putin infuriata, putin trista. 

Trag din tigara cu sete, apoi zambesc, cu ingaduinta. 

Nu-mi place Ana Blandiana 

Poezia imi pare tragica de siropoasa 

Apoi privesc pe geamul din dreapta, inalt cu zabrele, 

peisajul pitoresc de afara. 

Copacii negri 

Tomberoanele de gunoi, liziera de iarba galbena,uscata. 


Facem fotografii. 

Zambesc, la mijloc, uriasa. 

Corpul meu, umflat cu pompa e impunator... 

Ies complet benign , zambind ilar, cu ochii lucizi,surazatori. 


Apoi vine Dora. Fac o poza si cu el. 

Desi el, intr-una din dati, imi spusese sincer 
Ca nu crede ca sunt Iisus. 

I-am dat bani pentra frate-sau de asemenea mancare. 
si nu m-am suparat prea tare. 

In fotografii ies cu fata strambata de-o psihoza teribila 
Privind inofensiv la obiectiv 

In timp ce Dora zambeste realist, anost, sictirit si plictisit. 


Colonelul ne vorbeste de anii trecuti de armata.... 

Eu privesc pentra a nu stiu cata oara ghepardul desenat in carioca neagra 

Pe peretele din fata 

Pe Paul il apuca o subita greata 

Isi da ochii peste cap, putin teatral... 



... dar eu stiu ca e complet nevinovat. 


In camasa mea de noapte larga 
Primita la intrare 

Cu ciorapii grosi si halatul alabstru, sintetic, in spinare 
Par cu adevarat o aratare... 

Trag conserva de peste langa mine 
si ma aplec sa scriu vreo cateva versuri 
cuprinsa brusc de inspiratie. 


Eh,la scoala nu m-am trezit niciodata asa devreme.. 

E trei in noapte trecut 

Fumez intata intr-un soi de levitatie 

Poetica 

si mai scriu un rand.... 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea 

I love you and I wish you, Victor, my sweetness. 

Raving... 

I woke up early in the morning, suddenly, looking at the city lights 

I get out of bed slowly 

and lifting my cigarettes, I go to the smoker. 

In my nightgown 

Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and blue, synthetic, spine 

They really look like a show. 




I walk slowly down the corridor with the lights on 
To the borderline smoker 
From a high metal door 
I open it slowly and enter .... 


It's full darkness. I turn on the yellow light 
and I light a cigarette. 

Then I lay down on the low oak bench with iron legs 
Consisting of small wooden panels arranged horizontally 
I pull the can of fish near me 
and I lean to write a few lyrics 
abruptly inspired. 


I love you, my baby. 

Eh, at school I never woke up so early. 
There were three last night 
I smoke in a sort of levitation 
poetics 

and I write another line .... 


It's five. The first patient appeared 

With the face - inexpressive, bonom, and looks at me indifferently . 

We exchange cigarettes 

I'm giving him a long classic Marlboro 

and he gives me an expressionless Kent. 


At 6 everything is animated. 

The lungeons in salon 28 woke up 

As well as the ladies with curly hair and nails made 

I'm talking suddenly, and I'm drinking ... 


He's 12 without twenty. 

Adrian, the boy with the pinched face got up from the steps 
and subtly declares a poem. 

I'm picking up the oil, who-wrote it? ... 

Ana Blandiana, I like it. I smoke thinking. 

It 

we each carry a love in us, 

but me and you ... for another. 

and the fire consumes us cruelly, both of us. 

I burn for you, you burn ... for another. 

I wait a word, you wait a word, 



but I from you and from another, 
and I see your face in delirious sleep, 
but you, in the dream, see everything else ... 
and what remains to be done then, 
when fate knows nothing but divide? 
why not pity you? 

we live only in love, although you the other, 
yet... you! " 

I sit on the steps next to Adrian 
A little angry, a little sad. 

I pull my cigarette with thirst, then I smile, patiently. 

I don't like Ana Blandiana 

The poetry seems tragic to me as syrupy 

Then I look at the window on the right, high with the lattices, 

the picturesque landscape outside. 

The black trees 

Garbage dumps, yellow grass, dry grass. 


We take pictures. 

I smile, in the middle, huge. 

My body, swollen with the pump is imposing ... 

I come out completely benign, smiling ilar, with eyes lucid, smiling. 


Then comes Doru. I take a picture with him too. 

Although he had, in one instance, told me honestly 
That he does not believe that I am Jesus. 

I gave him money for his brother also food. 

and I didn't get too upset. 

In the photos they come out with a face of terrible psychosis 
Looking harmless at the goal 

While Doru smiles realistically, I am annoyed, overwhelmed and bored. 


The colonel speaks to us about the past years of the army. 

I look because I don't know how many times the black cheetah drawn 

On the front wall 

Paul had a sudden nausea 

He looks into his head, a little theatrical... 

... but I know it's completely innocent. 


In my nightgown 
Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and alabaster dress, synthetic, in the back 
They really look like a show ... 

I pull the can of fish near me 



and I lean to write a few lyrics 
abruptly inspired. 


Eh, at school I never woke up so early. 
There were three last night 
I smoke in a sort of levitation 
poetics 

and I write another line .... 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, Victor, my sweetness 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victior, dulceata mea. 

Te iubesc, Victor The Sun, Puiul meu.. 

Delir... 


M-am trezit dimineata devreme, brusc, privind luminile orasului 

Ma dau jos din pat incet 

si landu-mi tigarile, ma-ndrept spre fumoar. 

In camasa mea de noapte larga 
Primita la intrare 

Cu ciorapii grosi si halatul albastru, sintetic, in spinare 
Par cu adevarat o aratare. 


Ma-ndrept incet, pe coridorul cu luminitele aprinse 
Spre fumoarul marginit 
De-o usa metalica inalta 
II deschid incet si intru.... 




E intuneric deplin. Aprind lumina chioara, galbena 
si-mi aprind o tigara. 

Apoi ma-ntind pe bancuta joasa de lemn de stejar, cu picioare de fier 
Formata din mici lambriuri de lemn dispuse orizonatal 
Trag conserva de peste langa mine 
si ma aplec sa scriu vreo cateva versuri 
cuprinsa brusc de inspiratie. 


Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Eh, la scoala nu m-am trezit niciodata asa devreme.. 

E trei in noapte trecut 

Fumez intata intr-un soi de levitatie 

Poetica 

si mai scriu un rand.... 


E cinci. Primul bolnav a aparut 

Cu fasa- inexpresiva, bonoma, si ma priveste indiferent... 
Facem schimb de tigari 
Ii dau un Marlboro clasic lung 
si el imi da inexpresiv un Kent. 


Pe la 6 totul se anima. 

Lunganii din salonul 18 s-au trezit 
Precum si damele coafate si cu unghille facute 
Vorbesc in surdina, si beau naut... 


E 12 fara douazeci. 

Adrian, baiatul cu fata ciupita de varsat s-a sculat de pe trepte in picioare 
si declama zambind subtil o poezie. 

Ciulesc urehile, cine- scris-o?... 

Ana Blandiana, Imi place. Fumez ganditoare. 

purtam fiecare o dragoste-n noi, 
dar eu pentru tine si tu...pentru alta. 
si focul ne mistuie crunt, pe-amandoi. 
eu ard pentru tine, tu arzi... pentru alta. 
astept un cuvant, astepti un cuvant, 
dar eu de la tine si tu de la alta, 
si chipul ti-1 vad in somn delirand, 
dar tu, in visare, o vezi tot pe alta... 

si ce ne ramane atunci de facut, cand soarta nu stie decat sa 
dezbine? 

de ce nu ti-e mila? traim doar iubind. desi tu pe alta, 
eu totusi...pe tine!” 



Ma asez pe trepte langa Adrian 
Putin infuriata, putin trista. 

Trag din tigara cu sete, apoi zambesc, cu ingaduinta. 

Nu-mi place Ana Blandiana 

Poezia imi pare tragica de siropoasa 

Apoi privesc pe geamul din dreapta, inalt cu zabrele, 

peisajul pitoresc de afara. 

Copacii negri 

Tomberoanele de gunoi, liziera de iarba galbena,uscata. 


Facem fotografii. 

Zambesc, la mijloc, uriasa. 

Corpul meu, umflat cu pompa e impunator... 

Ies complet benign , zambind ilar, cu ochii lucizi,surazatori. 


Apoi vine Dorn. Fac o poza si cu el. 

Desi el, intr-una din dati, imi spusese sincer 
Ca nu crede ca sunt Iisus. 

I-am dat bani pentru frate-sau de asemenea mancare. 
si nu m-am suparat prea tare. 

In fotografii ies cu fata strambata de-o psihoza teribila 
Privind inofensiv la obiectiv 

In timp ce Doru zambeste realist, anost, sictirit si plictisit. 


Colonelul ne vorbeste de anii trecuti de armata.... 

Eu privesc pentru a nu stiu cata oara ghepardul desenat in carioca neagra 

Pe peretele din fata 

Pe Paul il apuca o subita greata 

Isi da ochii peste cap, putin teatral... 

... dar eu stiu ca e complet nevinovat. 


In camasa mea de noapte larga 
Primita la intrare 

Cu ciorapii grosi si halatul alabstru, sintetic, in spinare 
Par cu adevarat o aratare... 

Trag conserva de peste langa mine 
si ma aplec sa scriu vreo cateva versuri 
cuprinsa brusc de inspiratie. 


Eh,la scoala nu m-am trezit niciodata asa devreme.. 

E trei in noapte trecut 

Fumez intata intr-un soi de levitatie 

Poetica 



si mai scriu un rand.... 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea 

I love you and I wish you, Victor, my sweetness. 

Raving... 

I woke up early in the morning, suddenly, looking at the city lights 

I get out of bed slowly 

and lifting my cigarettes, I go to the smoker. 

In my nightgown 

Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and blue, synthetic, spine 

They really look like a show. 


I walk slowly down the corridor with the lights on 
To the borderline smoker 
From a high metal door 
I open it slowly and enter .... 


It's full darkness. I turn on the yellow light 
and I light a cigarette. 

Then I lay down on the low oak bench with iron legs 
Consisting of small wooden panels arranged horizontally 
I pull the can of fish near me 
and I lean to write a few lyrics 
abruptly inspired. 




I love you, my baby. 

Eh, at school I never woke up so early. 
There were three last night 
I smoke in a sort of levitation 
poetics 

and I write another line .... 


It's five. The first patient appeared 

With the face - inexpressive, bonom, and looks at me indifferently . 

We exchange cigarettes 

I'm giving him a long classic Marlboro 

and he gives me an expressionless Kent. 


At 6 everything is animated. 

The lungeons in salon 18 woke up 

As well as the ladies with curly hair and nails made 

I'm talking suddenly, and I'm drinking ... 


He's 12 without twenty. 

Adrian, the boy with the pinched face got up from the steps 
and subtly declares a poem. 

I'm picking up the oil, who-wrote if?... 

Ana Blandiana, I like it. I smoke thinking. 

”we each carry a love in us, 

but me and you ... for another. 

and the fire consumes us cruelly, both of us. 

I burn for you, you burn ... for another. 

I wait a word, you wait a word, 

but I from you and from another, 

and I see your face in delirious sleep, 

but you, in the dream, see everything else ... 

and what remains to be done then, when fate knows nothing but 

divide? 

why not pity you? we live only in love, although you the other, 
yet... you! ” 

I sit on the steps next to Adrian 
A little angry, a little sad. 

I pull my cigarette with thirst, then I smile, patiently. 

I don't like Ana Blandiana 

The poetry seems tragic to me as syrupy 

Then I look at the window on the right, high with the lattices, 

the picturesque landscape outside. 

The black trees 

Garbage dumps, yellow grass, dry grass. 



We take pictures. 

I smile, in the middle, huge. 

My body, swollen with the pump is imposing ... 

I come out completely benign, smiling ilar, with eyes lucid, smiling. 


Then comes Doru. I take a picture with him too. 

Although he had, in one instance, told me honestly 
That he does not believe that I am Jesus. 

I gave him money for his brother also food. 

and I didn't get too upset. 

In the photos they come out with a face of terrible psychosis 
Looking harmless at the goal 

While Doru smiles realistically, I am annoyed, overwhelmed and bored. 


The colonel speaks to us about the past years of the army. 

I look because I don't know how many times the black cheetah drawn 

On the front wall 

Paul had a sudden nausea 

He looks into his head, a little theatrical... 

... but I know it's completely innocent. 


In my nightgown 
Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and alabaster dress, synthetic, in the back 
They really look like a show ... 

I pull the can of fish near me 
and I lean to write a few lyrics 
abruptly inspired. 


Eh, at school I never woke up so early. 
There were three last night 
I smoke in a sort of levitation 
poetics 

and I write another line .... 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 



Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, Victor, my sweetness 

Departe, departe.... 

Departe norii se curbeaza spre Rasarit 
Marea se intoarse inapoi, in Negrait 

Cerul, curbat de fulgere albastre, rasufla tacut printre astre. 

Din sentimente dulci-amare si din anateme 
Se-ncheaga sub fruntea-mi noua poeme 
Noi glastre de spirt si flori crescute din neant 
Noi surasuri de purpura emise Vantului-amant. 

E-asa tarziu inpietre si in ramuri.... 

Florile, ca niste lbastre peruzele, si-ntoarsera capul tacut si ele 
Ma contemplau din stele si neant... 

e-asa tarziu in pietre si in ramuri... 

doar paseri cu glasul obosit mai zboara... venind dinspre Rasarit 
si-i ingenuncheau mandria ca sa-o doara 
pe fata cu chip de primavara. 

Natura tacu. Vantul padurea, vietatile zeitatile 
si Lumea un glob albastru se facu 
un foe de lavaa si cenusa 
ce-mi intra Toamna-ncet pe usa... 

Band zac in aer umed de septembre 
Cu ceata alunecandu-le pe ochi 
Ce-acopar straveziu si rece stropi 
Ai diminetii reci si tandre 
Tacute ore zboara 

In laptele de-un ivoriu mat, translucid 
Al toamnei, noptatece si fragede, ascunse 
Cu ochii ei de-alabastru 
fumuriu 

Clipind sub genele cei planse 


si dintr-o data ma simtii strain pribeag 
in lume 

nauc si singur, si stingher 

si fericit si trist in lumea mea fantastica 

atemporala 





curgandu-mi mainile si trupul 
prin straveziile oglinzi 
lui ieri 


O clipa magica, si ideala 

si un suras ce naste din durere si din sens 

prin trupul plin de portocala- 

al lumii - cu al meu, fara-existenta mers. 

e-asa tarziu in pietre si in ramuri... 

doar paseri cu glasul obosit mai zboara... venind dinspre Rasarit 
si-i ingenuncheau mandria ca sa-o doara 
pe fata cu chip de primavara. 

Departe norii se curbeaza spre Rasarit 
Marea se intoarse inapoi, in Negrait 

Cerul, curbat de fulgere albastre, rasufla tacut printre astre... 

Te iubesc, puiul meu dragostea mea. 

I love you, my sweet chicken. 

Far away, far away... 

Far away the clouds are undulating to the Sunrise 
The sea came back, in the Unspeakable 

The Sky, curved by blue lightnings, was breathing silently through the stars. 

From sweet-bitter feelings and from anathema 
They are forming down beneath my forehead new taboos 
New flowerpots from brandy and flowers risen from the chaos 
New sketches of smiling of purple issued to the Wind-lover. 

It’s so late in stones and branches... 

The flowers, like some blue precious stones, they had turned back their head and them 
Thy were contemplating me from stars and from abyss... 

It’s so late in stones and branches... 

Just birds with their tired voice are still flying... coming from East 
And they were kneeling her pride to hurt her 
The girl with tender shapes of Spring. 

The nature had shut up her voice.The wind, the forest, the living creatures, the Gods 
And the World a blue, incandescent globe has made itself 
A fire of lava and hot ashes 

Which in the Autumn is coming slowly on my door... 

Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu drag. 

Benches are lying down in the moist air of September 
With the mist slipping on their eyes 
Which cover lucently and cold, wet drops 
Of the cold tender breaking of the dawn. 

Quiet hours are flying away 

In the milk of an mat, translucent ivory of the darkened fall 
and cruelly, secretly, with its eyes of 
smoky alabaster 

Blinking underneath the weeped eyelashes 




And suddenly I felt a stranger, wanderer in the world 

Bewildered and alone, and lonely 

Happy and sad in my fantastic, timeless world 

Flowing my hands and body 

Through the lucent mirrors of yesterday 

A magical, ideal moment 

And a smile which is born from pain and sense 

Through the full body of the orange core 

of the Universe 

With my without existence etherically pace. 

Te iubesc, Victor. 

It’s so late in stones and branches... 

Just birds with their tired voice are till flying... coming from East 
And they were kneeling her pride to hurt her 
The girl with tender shapes of Spring. 

Far away the clouds are curving to Sunrise 
The sea came back, in the Unspeakable 

The Sky, curved by blue lightnings, was breathing silently through the stars. 
Translation by Natalia Galatan 
Far, far away.... 


Far the clouds bend towards the East 
The sea turned back, in the Bold 

The sky, curved with blue lightning, breathed silently among the stars. 

From bitter-sweet feelings and anathema 
Nine anathema is closing under my forehead 
New glasts of spirit and flowers grown out of nothing 
New smiles of purple emitted to the Wind-lover. 

It's so late in the rocks and in the branches. 

The flowers, like blue lace, turned their heads silent 
They stared at me from nothing and stars ... 

it is so late in stones and branches ... 

only birds with the tired voice still fly ... coming from the East 
and they knelt his pride to hurt her 
on the face with the face of spring. 

Nature was silent. The wind was forest, the deities were alive 
and the world became a blue globe 
a lava and ash fire 

what's going on at the door in the fall... 

Banks lie in the damp air since September 
With the mist slipping into their eyes 
What I covered was old and cold sprinkled 
You have cold, tender mornings 
Silent hours fly by 

In the milk of a matte, translucent ivory 



Autumn, night and early, hidden 

With her blue eyes 

smoky 

Blinking under the weeping eyelashes 


and all of a sudden I feel like an alien 
in the world 

I suck and alone, and quencher 

and happy and sad in my fantasy world 

timeless 

my hands and body flowing 
through the ancient mirrors 
to him yesterday 


A magical moment, and ideal 

and a smile bom of pain and meaning 

through the body full of orange- 

of the world - with mine, non-existence went. 

it is so late in stones and branches ... 

only birds with the tired voice still fly ... coming from the East 
and they knelt his pride to hurt her 
on the face with the face of spring. 

Far the clouds bend towards the East 
The sea turned back, in the Bold 

The sky, curved with blue lightning, breathed silently among the stars. 
Translation by Carl Gustav Jung 
Te iubesc, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 

Dragul meu Sosior, Puisor Dulce, Te iubesc, Victor,Drgoste mea, Puiul meu. 
Despre foame 


Confruntarea mea cu inconstientul 
A luat sfarsit. 


diferenta dintre arhetipuri 
si produsele scindate ale schizofreniei 
consta in aceea ca primele sunt structuri 
semnificative ale constiintei 
celelalte sunt doar deseuri 

fragmente inzestrate cu resturi de sens. 


probabil 

aceasta a fost o caracteristica 
deloc de neglijat 
a unei parti bune din poezii... 

fragmente inzestrate cu resturi de sens. 








sau un sens atat de incifrat 
atat de ascuns 

incat se alcatuia o noua poezie 
din descifrarea ei. 


o placere deambulatorie 
si un instinct ludic 
ma-ndeamna sa scriu inca poezii 
sa mi-1 apropii pe Jung 
sa-1 descifrez... 


asa de pilda 
pulsiunea foamei 

care imbraca sensuri dintre cele mai diferite... 

foame de dragoste 
foame de oameni, de lume 
foame de tine 
foame de cunoastere 
si de a fi cunoscut 

foame de moarte 
si de neant 

foame de sens si semnificatie 

foame de cuvant 
si de lectura... 


foame de scris 

de trupul descamat al poeziilor trecute 
ce tremura deasupra mea 
cu reziduurile lor de sens, care se cer 
intregite 


Foame de timp 

si foame de spatiu 

foame de spatiul mainilor tale 

imbratisandu-mi umerii 

si de dansul de egreta argintie 
al pasilor tai 
pe irisii mei... 


foame de sensul dragostei 
singura care mai poate salva lumea 
lumea din mine, 
te iubesc, Dulceta mea. 

Te doresc, Iubirea mea Dule, Puiul meu. 

Dulcele meu, te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
About hunger 






My confrontation with the unconscious 
Has arrived at an end. 

The difference between archetypes 

The split products of schizophrenia 

Consists in that that the first are significant structures 

of the consciousness 

The others are just waste 

Fragments endowed with remains of sense. 

Probably 

This was a characteristic not to be neglected 
of a good part of the poems... 

Fragments endowed with remains of sense. 

Or a sense so encrypted, so hidden than it was forming a new poem from its decipher. 

A deambulatory pleasure and a ludic instinct 

urges me to still write poems, to approach Jung to myself 

To decipher him... 

So, for instance, the pulsion of hunger that dresses forms 
from the most different.... 


Hunger of love, of people, of the world 
Hunger of you... 
hunger of knowledge 
and to be known.... 

Hunger of death and of nothingness.... 
Hunger of sense and significance 
Hunger of word, of Logos and of reading... 


Hunger of writing 

Of the fleshless body of the past poems 
that are trembling over me 
With their waste of sense, which are asking 
to be complete... 


Hunger of time and hunger of space 
Hunger of your hands, embracing my shoulders, 
and of the dance of silvery egret of your footsteps 
on my iris... 

Hunger of the sense of love 

The only one that can save anymore the world 

the world from myself. 

te iubesc, Puiul meu. Victor, Dulcele meu. 


Deus absconditus and Satan 






I wanted 12, 13 years ... I think I was 13 years old. 

I had started that Friday afternoon to clean the stables 
Tomorrow was the Sabbath, and we were not allowed to work. 
Specifically to get the manure out of the stable 
Just pile it up. 

Grandma did not cook on Saturday, do not wash or sweep. 

and went down with my grandfather to the Adventist church in the city. 

Dress and cook beautifully as a holiday. 

I was alone with Bujor, who didn't know where he was. 

I cleaned both rooms in the stable 
Gathering the manure in the middle 
Then I went out to throw them. 

I was passing over the sunburnt wooden bridge, white 

and fresh or dried manure 

to throw, on the small log of wood 

what started transversely 

at the top of the dry manure pile. 

Under my steps, the beam sinks a little into the urine of the cattle 
Green pike circles 

Floating blue from the sunlight that August 
and I throw them carefully, with the shovel 
from the middle of the pile, towards the foot. 

Tired, finishing the job, I still admire the work done. 

The large, green, glossy fly grass flies 
They had gathered on the fresh manure 
and they suggested it. 

Screwed I turn my eyes 

To the piss that was rolling green, like stains of diesel. 

I felt something uneasy ... a voice that spoke to me from the deep 
and called me into the background. 

I was, like a spell-spell, of an incomprehensible charm 
Of fear and horror 

Feeling pulled harder and stronger down. 

In the next pile, dry 

It was the cat killed by his grandfather with the shovel 
and buried there in hiding. 

I was horrified at this thought 

But also understanding for the poor grandfather, who was otherwise 
A good man. 

She gave them milk in small cans 
Cats in the alleys. 

Screwed I turn my eyes 

To the piss that was slamming into the verses, like stains of diesel. 

I felt something uneasy ... a voice that spoke to me from the deep 
and called me into the background. 



I was, like a spell-spell, of an incomprehensible charm 
Of fear and horror 

Feeling pulled harder and stronger down. 

The large, green, glossy fly grass flies 

They had gathered on the fresh manure and were flying, buzzing, orbiting the sun. 

From place to place 
and they suggested it. 

That incident imprinted me bitterly and painfully in my mind 
Like my first date 
With the Devil 

The first, more deadly, more foreshadowing of misfortunes 
and full of the misunderstanding of charm 
of these wild places 

in the deafening silence of the sun 

there when everything curved like a bridge of time 

cast by God in the center of his Creation - 

for I was sure God had witnessed it 

to all this 

and later her grandmother, who received me between her legs 
begging for his protection - who she was 
strong - 

and telling her in a voice full of emotion everything that happened. 

In the depths of his work we recognize, beyond laughter, a sadness, that the world is so, and not otherwise, 
how it could be, how good, beautiful and true it may be. And above all, above all, the amoral joy of existence, 
an artistic vision that transcends good and evil, to rise in aphrodisiac drunkenness of laughter and perpetual 
ecstasy. Of course, whoever loves Caragiale can only hate it, we must all recognize it. Unlike Chekhov, in 
which humor and irony know an endless degree, in which the sad tenderness takes on the most diverse shades, 
in Caragiale everything becomes specifically Romanian, Balkan and oriental, as well as the differences 
between night and day. Everything becomes white or black, an explosion of light and color, laughter from the 
foundations, which shakes the foundations of the being. An endless summer day, with a great heat as an oven, 
in which we are drunk, in our own and figuratively, by the grandeur and smallness of our existence of little 
amoral life, located somewhere at the beginning of history, where the laughter was laughed, the weeping was 
crying, nature was eternal, immaterial and endless the gallery of human types. 

I love you, my baby my sweet. 

Te iubesc, Victor, Dragostea mea, Puiulmeu. 

Te doresc. 

Sotul mu Dulce, iarta-ma, Te rog, Puiul meu. Te iubesc. 

Dragostea mea, Iubitul meu, Dulcele meu Victor, Puiul meu dulce, dragul meu sotior, te iubesc 


Victor, Puiul meu, Ye iubesc, dulcisorul meu, puiulmeu, Maantuitoul meu. 
Deus absconditus si Satan 


Aveam vrei 12, 13 ani...cred ca aveam 13 ani. 
Pornisem in aceas vineri dupa-masa sa curat grajdurile 
Maine era Sabatul, si n-aveam voie sa lucram. 



Mai precis sa scoatem balegarl afara din grajd 
Numai sa-1 strangem gramezi. 

Bunica nu gatea sambata, nu spala si nu matura. 
si cobora cu bunicul la biserica adventista din oras. 
Imbracati si gatiti frumos, ca de sarbatoare. 


Eram singura, cu Bujor, care nu stiu pe unde era. 
Am curatat frumos amandoua incaperile grajdului 
Adunand balegarul la mijloc 
Apoi am iesit sa le arunc. 


Treceam peste podul de lemn ars de soare, albit 
si patat de balegar mai proaspat sau mai uscat 
ca sa-1 arunc, pe micul bustean de lemn 
ce pornea transversal 
in vaful gramezii de balegar uscat. 

Sub pasii mei, bama se afunda putin in urina vitelor 
Cercuri de pisat verde 

Plutind albastrite de lumina solara din acel august 
si le-arunc cu atentie, cu lopata 
din mijlocul gramezii, spre poale. 


Obosita, terminand lucrul, raman sa admir munca facuta. 
Mustele de balgar,mari, verzi lucioase 
Se adunasera pe balegarul proaspat 
si-1 sugeau. 


Scarbita imi in tore ochii 

Sore pisatul care se baltea verzui, ca pete de motorina. 

Simteam ceva nelamurit... o voce care-mi vorbea din adancuri 
si ma chema in strafund. 

Am ramas, ca vrajita de o vraja, de-un farmec neinteles 
De spaima si oroare 

Simtindu-ma trasa tot mai puternic in jos. 

In gramada alaturata, uscata 

Era pisica omorata de bunicul cu lopata 

si ingropata acolo pe ascuns. 

Simteam oroare la acest gand 

Dar si intelegere pentru bietul bunicul, care era altminteri 
Un om bun. 

Le dadea lapte in mici cutii de conserve 
Pisicilor in iesle. 


Scarbita imi in tore ochii 

Sore pisatul care se baltea versui, ca pete de motorina. 

Simteam ceva nelamurit... o voce care-mi vorbea din adancuri 
si ma chema in strafund. 



Am ramas, ca vrajita de o vraja, de-un farmec neinteles 
De spaima si oroare 

Simtindu-ma trasa tot mai puternic in jos.... 

Mustele de balgar,mari, verzi lucioase 

Se adunasera pe balegaral proaspat si zburau, bazaind, orbite de soare 
Din loc in loc 
si-1 sugeau. 


Acea intamplare mi s-a intiparit amamic si dureros in minte 
Ca prima mea intalnire 
Cu Diavolul 

Cea dintai, mai funesta, mai prevestitoare de nenorociri 
si mai plina de farmecul neinteles 
al acestor locuri salbatice 
in linistea asurzitoare a soarelui 

acolo cand torul se curbaa ca intr-un pod de timp 
aruncat de Dumneeu in central Creatiei sale - 
caci ertam sigura, Dumnezeu fususe martor 
la toate acestea 

simai tarziu bunica, care m-a primit intre poalele ei 
cersindu-i ocrotirea - ei care era 
puternica - 

si spunandu-i cu vocea gatuita de emotie tot ce s-a intamplat. 


In adancurile operei sale recunoastem, dincolo de ras, o tristete, ca lumea este asa, si nu altfel, cum ar putea sa 
fie, cum ar fi bine, framos si adevarat sa fie. Si dincolo de toate, mai presus de toate, bucuria amorala a 
existentei, o viziune artistica care depaseste binele si raul, pentru a se ridica intr-o betie afrodisiaca a rasului si 
extazului perpetuu. Sigur ca cine-1 iubeste pe Caragiale nu poate decat sa-1 urasca, aceasta trebuie s-o 
recunoastem cu totii. Spre deosebire de Cehov la care umorul si ironia cunosc un degrade interminabil, la care 
duiosia trista prinde nuantele cele mai diverse, la Caragiale totul devine specific romanesc, balcanic si oriental 
totodata, precum diferentele dintre noapte si zi. Totul devine alb sau negra, o explozie de lumina si culoare, un 
ras din temelii, care clatina fundamentele fiintei. O zi de vara nesfirsita, cu caldura mare ca-n cuptor, in care ne 
imbatam, la propriu si la figurat, de grandoarea si micimea existentei noastre de mici vietati amorale, aflate 
undeva la inceputul istoriei, in care rasul era ras, plansul era plans, natura era vesnica, imateriala si nesfarsita 
galeria tipurilor umane. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu dulcele meu. 

Deus absconditus and Satan 

I wanted 12, 13 years ... I think I was 13 years old. 

I had started that Friday afternoon to clean the stables 
Tomorrow was the Sabbath, and we were not allowed to work. 

Specifically to get the manure out of the stable 
Just pile it up. 

Grandma did not cook on Saturday, do not wash or sweep. 

and went down with my grandfather to the Adventist church in the city. 

Dress and cook beautifully as a holiday. 


I was alone with Bujor, who didn't know where he was. 
I cleaned both rooms in the stable 



Gathering the manure in the middle 
Then I went out to throw them. 


I was passing over the sunburnt wooden bridge, white 

and fresh or dried manure 

to throw, on the small log of wood 

what started transversely 

at the top of the dry manure pile. 


Under my steps, the beam sinks a little into the urine of the cattle 
Green pike circles 

Floating blue from the sunlight that August 
and I throw them carefully, with the shovel 
from the middle of the pile, towards the foot. 


Tired, finishing the job, I still admire the work done. 
The large, green, glossy fly grass flies 
They had gathered on the fresh manure 
and they suggested it. 


Screwed I turn my eyes 

To the piss that was rolling green, like stains of diesel. 

I felt something uneasy ... a voice that spoke to me from the deep 
and called me into the background. 

I was, like a spell-spell, of an incomprehensible charm 
Of fear and horror 

Feeling pulled harder and stronger down. 

In the next pile, dry 

It was the cat killed by his grandfather with the shovel 
and buried there in hiding. 

I was horrified at this thought 

But also understanding for the poor grandfather, who was otherwise 
A good man. 

She gave them milk in small cans 
Cats in the alleys. 


Screwed I turn my eyes 

To the piss that was slamming into the verses, like stains of diesel. 

I felt something uneasy ... a voice that spoke to me from the deep 
and called me into the background. 

I was, like a spell-spell, of an incomprehensible charm 
Of fear and horror 

Feeling pulled harder and stronger down. 


The large, green, glossy fly grass flies 

They had gathered on the fresh manure and were flying, buzzing, orbiting the sun. 
From place to place 
and they suggested it. 



That incident imprinted me bitterly and painfully in my mind 
Like my first date 
With the Devil 

The first, more deadly, more foreshadowing of misfortunes 
and full of the misunderstanding of charm 
of these wild places 
in the deafening silence of the sun 

there when everything curved like a bridge of time 
cast by God in the center of his Creation - 
for I was sure God had witnessed it 
to all this 

and later her grandmother, who received me between her legs 
begging for his protection - who she was 
strong - 

and telling her in a voice full of emotion everything that happened. 


In the depths of his work we recognize, beyond laughter, a sadness, that the world is so, and not otherwise, 
how it could be, how good, beautiful and true it may be. And above all, above all, the amoral joy of existence, 
an artistic vision that transcends good and evil, to rise in an aphrodisiac drunkenness of laughter and perpetual 
ecstasy. Of course, whoever loves Caragiale can only hate it, we must all recognize it. Unlike Chekhov, in 
which humor and irony know an endless degree, in which the sad tenderness takes on the most diverse shades, 
in Caragiale everything becomes specifically Romanian, Balkan and oriental, as well as the differences 
between night and day. Everything becomes white or black, an explosion of light and color, laughter from the 
foundations, which shakes the foundations of the being. An endless summer day, with a great heat as an oven, 
in which we are drunk, in our own and figuratively, by the grandeur and smallness of our existence of little 
amoral life, located somewhere at the beginning of history, where the laughter was laughed, the weeping was 
crying, nature was eternal, immaterial and endless the gallery of human types. 

I love you, my baby my sweet. 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The second Book 
Painting one 

Victor, puiul meu drag, te iubesc. 

Invasion of objects 




The world has passed lightly, imperceptible 
From miracle to commonplace 
It has become, suddenly, familiar, calm, silent 
Like an evening of October, leisurely 
Near the cup of tea... 

The wind, the birds, the nature 

Don't conspire any longer in offering me mutely 

The free and solemn spectacle 

Of the myth 

The waters don't hide anymore the deep depths 
Of the unconscious 

I see the object in itself. 

The object is silent, it doesn't discover to the glance its core 
Twisted into concentric layers 
Like the rings of a tree 

And though, I can touch it 
I can resonate with its magnetic rays 

The object is tired, but still generous. 

It offers himself, in his simple, secret, silent way 

To the searching eye 

Which caress it, and doesn't agrieve it 


Occupying its place from always 



In the pantry of the things 


Deck between known and unknown 

Bridge between past and future 

Constant between equilibrium and imbalance 

Eternal and passenger 

Multitude and uniqueness 

Interpretations and interpretation, absolute 

and relative 

The searching eye take in possesion the object 
Fron this unmiraculous world 
Where in it is a miracle 

Projected outside itself, in an eternal, perpetual, glorious 
Participation mistique. 

Victor, my baby, I love you and I wish you, my baby, my sweetness. 
The resurrection of lair's daughter ... 

I go into the smoking room. I usually sit on the low boards 
Wood, one that is placed near the wall 
The other one, which has an iron grate behind it 
What falls over the small gap made by the stairs that 
Down in the basement 

and where the strikers take the garbage, unlocking a door 
what happens first 

of stairs that go down into the small hall which is the smoking room. 


I'm sitting to Mr. Dan's right. 

A tall gentleman, with panatalones with some strange long pockets 

What swells on the outside, making her curious 

Malformation of the lower waist pants 

and with the slipper somehow hanging at the bottom 

as in fashionable pants among young people. 

Mr. Dan is just that young. He's about 40 years old and something 
With the card always looking like sleep 
and a kind of indulgent, sleepy carelessness 
and impertinent. 


Carmen is in full theatrical representation. 

In fact, the whole world speaks its language, its bird. 

But Carmen focuses everyone's attention. 

Hehehe laughs at Carmen 

I did my cosmetic surgery on breasts of 2000 euros, you, but worth it. 
no, you wouldn't believe me. 

I have good breasts, she said. 




But better to show you ... 


he shrugs off his fluffy blouse with prints. 

Breasts, voluptuous, quite large shrine. They were quite high in size 
With cherry circles, from which the nipple could barely be seen. 

Carmen, in an impetuous movement, lifted them 
With both hands. Breasts hissed, to no surprise 
To those present, and to careless indulgence 
Slightly admiring, the same Dan. 

Yes, Dan said, that's right, yours, you're right, note ten. 

Then he said as a connoisseur 

With the air lightly blazoned, resigned, it is iconic closely. 

Lady Ana was talking on the phone live, the other Ana 
With her husband and her husband 

In a high tone from time to time with a sharp, furious voice, 
raising the tone from time to time 
and admonishing them at every step. 

He was a special figure, with headphones in his ears, with the big rectangular telephone 
In both hands 

From which the image of the husband, and of the children, was getting rid of 
Probably speaking in headphones 

He stands up, then, next to Carmen 

In her gray pants, training athletes, who highlighted them 

Long legs, lyre body 

With a slightly bulging belly, like she's pregnant. 

On the left foot, in the middle of it, it was embroidered in capital letters 
The word Psycho. 

What is yours, yours, Ana, you have a good body, said Aunt Ani 

With her soft, low voice 

Made for taifa at the mouth of the stove. 

But you have a belly like a pregnant... 

I know, they told me, Ana said, they asked me in what month I am 

Ana said nonchalantly, staring at her 

around. 

Then she moved her long legs, spending her hand 
Down with Psycho. 

"If you knew how many diseases I suffer ... Carmen was seen 
Stomach ulcer, disc herniation, cervical spondylosis ... I'm done 
and three operations ..." 


Lady Ana had her hair tight in a back knot 

What made her a long, cheerful, genuinely curious figure. 

Lady Ana, from the colony or from behind the blocks 



The woman of excellence. 


Aniela buttoned something near the aunt, occupying more than half 

From the chair with wooden panels 

With her overweight body. Today he combed 

and the young slut from the slum, who came recently, 

he was courting her. 

What to bring you to eat I would like to eat it, juice 
Coffee? I don't need anything 

I have everything I need ... Aniela said in her calm voice. 

But with the slightly turned face, like the tears. 

See how he liked the rude yard of the young man 
Which in the beginning took them all in turn 
In a grab-and-go movement, probing the ground. 


Alone? A beautiful woman like yourself? 

He asked me one day on the aisle in the smoking room 
Leaving me out of the drawing room, to meet him. 

But I dodged, stopping for a few seconds: 

I'm not alone, I have a friend ... 

Then I kept going down the aisle, trying 
Keep your head tight, straight. 


He had kissed my left hand, he had just come. Give me your left hand to see you 
I would eat your mouth, because you are beautiful... 

He is fooling me. I reached out his left hand. 

He turned around handily and kissed her. 


Otherwise, he had befriended the trashman who carried the garbage ... 
Carmen was at her last perorations: 

"And on October 1st is the Blessing of the Virgin 
In 14 Holy Cousy Parascheva 

In 20, Sunday the healing of the demonized, my Lady, my ... 

In 26 Saint Martyr Dimitrie, the source is Mir 

On the 27th, Sunday, the Resurrection of lair's daughter .... " 

Her voice was lost in the smoke filled hall of the receiving room 
Of the smoker, in which each party owned 
It was busy, and a place had been given to me, 
which the Lord gave it to be 

after the first few days I had been smoking on the steps 

and we gather with the palm and the hands the ash and the clams ... 



....te iubesc si te doresc, Victo, dulcisorulmeu, puiul meu. 


Victor, my baby, I love you and I wish you, my baby, my sweetness. 
The resurrection of lair's daughter ... 

I go into the smoking room. I usually sit on the low boards 
Wood, one that is placed near the wall 
The other one, which has an iron grate behind it 
What falls over the small gap made by the stairs that 
Down in the basement 

and where the strikers take the garbage, unlocking a door 
what happens first 

of stairs that go down into the small hall which is the smoking room. 


I'm sitting to Mr. Dan's right. 

A tall gentleman, with panatalones with some strange long pockets 

What swells on the outside, making her curious 

Malformation of the lower waist pants 

and with the slipper somehow hanging at the bottom 

as in fashionable pants among young people. 

Mr. Dan is just that young. He's about 40 years old and something 
With the card always looking like sleep 
and a kind of indulgent, sleepy carelessness 
and impertinent. 


Carmen is in full theatrical representation. 

In fact, the whole world speaks its language, its bird. 

But Carmen focuses everyone's attention. 

Hehehe laughs at Carmen 

I did my cosmetic surgery on breasts of 2000 euros, you, but worth it. 
no, you wouldn't believe me. 

I have good breasts, she said. 

But better to show you ... 


he shrugs off his fluffy blouse with prints. 

Breasts, voluptuous, quite large shrine. They were quite high in size 

With cherry circles, from which the nipple could barely be seen. 

Carmen, in an impetuous movement, lifted them 

With both hands. Breasts hissed, to no surprise 

To those present, and to careless indulgence 

Slightly admiring, the same Dan. 

Yes, Dan said, that's right, yours, you're right, note ten. 

Then he said as a connoisseur 

With the air lightly blazoned, resigned, it is iconic closely. 

Lady Ana was talking on the phone live, the other Ana 
With her husband and her husband 

In a high tone from time to time with a sharp, furious voice, 
raising the tone from time to time 
and admonishing them at every step. 



He was a special figure, with headphones in his ears, with the big rectangular telephone 
In both hands 

From which the image of the husband, and of the children, was getting rid of 
Probably speaking in headphones 

He stands up, then, next to Carmen 

In her gray pants, training athletes, who highlighted them 

Long legs, lyre body 

With a slightly bulging belly, like she's pregnant. 

On the left foot, in the middle of it, it was embroidered in capital letters 
The word Psycho. 

What is yours, yours, Ana, you have a good body, said Aunt Ani 

With her soft, low voice 

Made for taifa at the mouth of the stove. 

But you have a belly like a pregnant... 

I know, they told me. Ana said, they asked me in what month I am 

Ana said nonchalantly, staring at her 

around. 

Then she moved her long legs, spending her hand 
Down with Psycho. 

"If you knew how many diseases I suffer ... Carmen was seen 
Stomach ulcer, disc herniation, cervical spondylosis ... I'm done 
and three operations ..." 

Lady Ana had her hair tight in a back knot 

What made her a long, cheerful, genuinely curious figure. 

Lady Ana, from the colony or from behind the blocks 
The woman of excellence. 


Aniela buttoned something near the aunt, occupying more than half 

From the chair with wooden panels 

With her overweight body. Today he combed 

and the young slut from the slum, who came recently, 

he was courting her. 

What to bring you to eat I would like to eat it, juice 
Coffee? I don't need anything 

I have everything I need ... Aniela said in her calm voice. 

But with the slightly turned face, like the tears. 

See how he liked the rude yard of the young man 
Which in the beginning took them all in turn 
In a grab-and-go movement, probing the ground. 


Alone? A beautiful woman like yourself? 

He asked me one day on the aisle in the smoking room 
Leaving me out of the drawing room, to meet him. 

But I dodged, stopping for a few seconds: 

I'm not alone, I have a friend ... 

Then I kept going down the aisle, trying 
Keep your head tight, straight. 



He had kissed my left hand, he had just come. Give me your left hand to see you 
I would eat your mouth, because you are beautiful... 

He is fooling me. I reached out his left hand. 

He turned around handily and kissed her. 


Otherwise, he had befriended the trashman who carried the garbage ... 
Carmen was at her last perorations: 

"And on October 1st is the Blessing of the Virgin 
In 14 Holy Cousy Parascheva 

In 20, Sunday the healing of the demonized, my Lady, my ... 

In 26 Saint Martyr Dimitrie, the source is Mir 

On the 27th, Sunday, the Resurrection of lair's daughter .... " 

Her voice was lost in the smoke filled hall of the receiving room 
Of the smoker, in which each party owned 
It was busy, and a place had been given to me, 
which the Lord gave it to be 

after the first few days I had been smoking on the steps 

and we gather with the palm and the hands the ash and the clams ... 

....te iubesc si te doresc, Victo, dulcisorulmeu, puiul meu. 

Te iubesc. Fiul meu Dulce si iubit. 

Istoria nebunie in epoca clasica 
X = -i + i = 0 
i = i 


Te iubesc, Dragul meu Victor, Puiul meu. 
Istoria nebunie in epoca clasica 
X = -i + i = 0 


Istoria nebunie in epoca clasica” (2) 


9i + 6 = 6 


- 6 = - 9 - 6i 
9i =0 

6 i = -9 + 6 
6i = -3 


i = -3/6 
i = -1/2 

i = -1/2; i nu are solutii in lumea numerelor naturale 
i = -1/2 = -0.5; i doesn't have solutions in the world of natural numbers 


-i = 1/2 = 0.5; i doesn't have solutions in the world of natural numbers 


i = -8/5; practical solution. 


-i = 8/5 


so, the solutions are: - i = 1/2 (mathematical number); - i = 8/5 (practical solution) 

I hove forgotten to say it. ”i” is Love. 

So, you have just numbers. 


It’s late in stones... 

It’s late in stones and branches 

In the clearing it reverberates sadly the song of whirling 
Now, when it is rising the Moon and the stars in the sky 
To leave, my grave Love, between us?... 


It’B sad my soul, for he found a way 
To flow the whole misery wherefrom he is comprised... 
He looks the Parang Mountain, in the distance 
He’B white, as if the Sky would have snowed him... 


Through cold cucumbers of waters the swans are floating smoothly 
On the covering of blue and of coldness full 
To he their majestic body in the Self, through reed 
Then when the Night is quincing slowly of the sky light... 


The wicks of the candle has quinced.... 

In the night they are heard warm whisperings 

Of the Earth, like a warm living creature, which slowly is whispering, quinced... 


The silence is beating slowly from the copper top of a Tower 
And the heavy, liquid drops of water are penetrating me 
Taking slowly, slower and slower, my hands downwards... 

I am looking for you when light is interfering with the dark 
when yellow water lillies 

are floating on the translucid surface of the water 
the silence is beating like a bronze bell 

On the top of a tower, and the heavy water drops go through me 
and carry like a river your hands flowing slowly 
downwards - 

your delicate and fragile hands 

slowly and slowly into a torrent flowing 

downwards 


An old image on the wall. An icon is burning slowly 
The candle's bowl has quenced. 

It is hearing a cry of night butterfly, hitting in short and fast beats 
My thought, hidden in deeps of darkness, caught 
As into a a cage... 

The walls are crying and falling down on the ground. 

An age of loneliness is lying open at the page seven 
Over the ponds flippers are fleeing into the night... 

Into the glade has gathered a hedgehog, in a clew 
of illusions - are falling broken... 

an age of loneliness is lying open at the page seven 
at the page seven, at the page seven... 

Translation Natalia Galatan 

It's too late ... 

It's late in stones and branches 
In the light, the song of whirling sounded sad 
Now, when the Moon and the stars rise in the sky 
Are you leaving, serious love, between us? 


It is sad to my soul, because I found the way 
To reverse the whole grief that is contained ... 
Look at Parang Mountain in the distance 
It's white as if the Snow had snowed it... 


Through cold forests of the Lebede period, I float smoothly. 
On the stretch of blue and cold full 
To lay his majestic body in the reeds, through reeds 
When the Night slowly goes out of the sky the light... 


The candle light went out... 

At night there are warm whispers 

Of the Earth as a warm life, which slowly whispers, extinguished . 


Silence beats nectar from the gong of a tower 
and the heavy fluid streams of water penetrate me 
moving slowly, slowly, my hands flutter. 


I seek you when the light blends with the darkness 

when yellow water lilies 

float on the translucent water canvas 

silence is like a brass gong 

at the top of a tower, and heavy splashes of water penetrate me 
they become fluid 

and I carry your hands - delicate yellow flowers ... 
in a stream flowing down the valley... 
always flowing 

downhill... 



An old picture on the wall, a slowly burning icon 

the candle juice went out... 

there is a crying butterfly at night 

hitting in short strokes and quickening my thinking 

hidden in holes of darkness, trapped as in a 

cage... 


the walls weep and fall to the ground, a century of 
loneliness lies open on page seven, 
over the puddles can be spotted running at night... 
a hedgehog squeezed into the luminaire, into a moan 
of illusions - they are broken ... 

like the shards of a mirror. 

an age of loneliness lies open on the page 

seven, on page seven, on page seven ... te iubesc, puuiul meu drag. Te doresc, puiul meu. 
Translation Google Translate 
E tarziu in pietre... 

E tarziu inpietre.... 

E tarziu in pietre si in ramuri 
In luminis rasuna trist cantecul de pitigoi 
Acum, cand rasre Luna si stelele pe cer 
Sa pleci, dragoste grava, dintre noi?... 


E trist sufletu-mi, caci gasi cu cale 
Sa reverse intreaga jale de care e cuprins... 

Priveste muntele Parang in deparare 
E alb ca si cum Ceul 1-ar fi nins... 

Prin vaduri reci de epe Lebede, plutesc lin, 
Pe-ntinderea de-albastru si raceala plina 
Sa-si culce trupul maiestos in ine, prinre trestii 
Atunci cand Noaptea stinge-ncet a cerului lumina... 


Sfestila lumanarii s-a stins... 

In noapte se-aud calde soapte 

Ale Pamantului ca o calda vietate, ce-ncet sopteste, stins... 


Tacerea bate-nect din gongul de arama-al unui Turn 

si strpii greii fluizi de apa ma patrund 

ducand incet, tot mai incet, mainile-mi 1 vale.... 


te caut cand lumina se-mbina cu intunericul 
cand nuferi galbeni 
plutesc pe panza apei translucida 
tacerea bate ca un gong de-arama 




in varful unui turn, si stropii grei de apa ma patrund 
devin fluida 

si port mainile tale - flori galbene si delicate... 
intr-un torent curgand la vale... 
curgand mereu-mereu 

la vale... 


0 imagine veche pe perete. o icoana arde-ncet 
mucul lumanarii s-a stins... 
se aude un plans de fluture de noapte 
lovind in batai scurte si repezi gandul meu 
ascuns in hauri de-ntuneric, prins ca intr-o 
cusca... 


zidurile plang si cad pe pamant. un veac de 
singuratate zace deschis la pagina sapte. 
peste balti se fugaresc lisite-n noapte... 
in luminis s-a strans un arid, intr-un ghem 
de iluzii - cad sfaramate... 

ca cioburile unei oglinzi. 

un veac de singuratate zace deschis la pagina 

sapte, la pagina sapte, la pagina sapte... 

te iubesc, te doresc, puiul meu. 

It’s late in stones... 

It’s late in stones and branches 

In the clearing it reverberates sadly the song of whirling 
Now, when it is rising the Moon and the stars in the sky 
To leave, my grave Love, between us?... 


It’ll sad my soul, for he found a way 
To flow the whole misery wherefrom he is comprised... 
He looks the Parang Mountain, in the distance 
He’s white, as if the Sky would have snowed him... 


Through cold cucumbers of waters the swans are floating smoothly 
On the covering of blue and of coldness full 
To lie their majestic body in the Self, through reed 
Then when the Night is quincing slowly of the sky light... 


The wicks of the candle has quinced.... 

In the night they are heard warm whisperings 

Of the Earth, like a warm living creature, which slowly is whispering, quinced... 




The silence is beating slowly from the copper top of a Tower 
And the heavy,liwuid dropsof water are penetrating me 
Taking slowly, slower and slower, my hands downwards... 


I am looking for you when light is interferring with the dark 
when yellow water lillies 

are floating on the translucid surface of the water 
the silence is beating like a bronze bell 

On the top of a tower, and the heavy water drops go through me 
and carry like a river your hands flowing slowly 
downwards - 

your delicate and fragile hands 

slowly and slowly into a torrent flowing 

downwards 

An old image on the wall. An icon is burning slowly 
The candle's bowl has quenced. 

It is hearing a cry of night butterfly, hitting in short and fast beats 
My thought, hidden in deeps of darkness, caught 
As into a a cage... 

The walls are crying and falling down on the ground. 

An age of loneliness is lying open at the page seven 
Over the ponds flippers are fleeing into the night... 

Into the glade has gathered a hedgehog, in a clew 
of illusions - are falling broken... 

an age of loneliness is lying open at the page seven 
at the page seven, at the page seven... 

Translation Natalia Galatan 

It's too late ... 

It's late in stones and branches 
In the light, the song of whirling sounded sad 
Now, when the Moon and the stars rise in the sky 
Are you leaving, serious love, between us? 


It is sad to my soul, because I found the way 
To reverse the whole grief that is contained ... 
Look at Parang Mountain in the distance 
It's white as if the Snow had snowed it... 


Through cold forests of the Lebede period, I float smoothly. 
On the stretch of blue and cold full 



To lay his majestic body in the reeds, through reeds 
When the Night slowly goes out of the sky the light... 


The candle light went out... 

At night there are warm whispers 

Of the Earth as a warm life, which slowly whispers, extinguished ... 


Silence beats nectar from the gong of a tower 
and the heavy fluid streams of water penetrate me 
moving slowly, slowly, my hands flutter. 


I seek you when the light blends with the darkness 

when yellow water lilies 

float on the translucent water canvas 

silence is like a brass gong 

at the top of a tower, and heavy splashes of water penetrate me 
they become fluid 

and I carry your hands - delicate yellow flowers ... 
in a stream flowing down the valley... 
always flowing 

downhill... 


An old picture on the wall, a slowly burning icon 

the candle juice went out... 

there is a crying butterfly at night 

hitting in short strokes and quickening my thinking 

hidden in holes of darkness, trapped as in a 

cage... 


the walls weep and fall to the ground, a century of 
loneliness lies open on page seven, 
over the puddles can be spotted running at night... 
a hedgehog squeezed into the luminaire, into a moan 
of illusions - they are broken ... 

like the shards of a mirror. 

an age of loneliness lies open on the page 

seven, on page seven, on page seven ... te iubesc, puuiul meu drag. Te doresc, puiul meu. 




Translation Carl Gustav Jung 

Iubeste-ma cand noaptea cade 

Noapte grea, neintrerupta de pasi, de voci 
Doardesunetul pilulelorcazute pe pardoseala.... 
Noua, doua, spargeau linistea 
cu caderea lor sincopica.letala... 

Desfac cu mtinile impotrivindu-se, artritice 
Medicamente din cele doua folii... 

M grabesc,nu ma grabesc nu stiu.... 

Sa intru intr-ale paginii molii.... 


O linisye grea, din ce in ce mai cuminte 

Precum rostesc cu micul meu dinte - o rugaciune in fata ico 

Crude, brute, sginte 

A Fiului culcat intr-oobiala.... 

Ia-ma la tine, Doamne Iisuse, fii-mi pazitor si turma de vise 
Iubeste-ma cand noaptea cade 
Peste trupuri inlantuite, slabe 


Numar pastile, una doua, noua,23 

Ma gandesc sa mai iiau inca trei - doua ce au cazut pe jos 
Fara gust, fara miros 

si una pentu simn adanc. Un zolidem. Hresesc insa 

si iauultimul driptane 

dontr-o folie cu pastile multe, toate luate 

cu greseli si lucrui furate... 


Iau burta pesyelui. Sunt Iona!.... 

si oes la alba, cruda lumina, la alba lumina ce are sa vina!... 
mai naste-mp o data, Mama... 


Ma culc in pat, alunec in vis, cu za,bet pe buze 
Linistit, neucis 

Ma culc im pat alunec in vis.... 

Inde-1 stran inn bate cu dor, pe al mu iisus. 


Lucrurile sunt intr-adevar foartee somple 
Nu sunt ulte de spus.... 

Decat ca esti cu Iius, esti Iisus 




Nu sunt prea multe de spus... 


Desfac cu mtinile impotrivindu-se, artritice 
Medicamente din cele doua folii... 

M grabesc,nu ma grabesc nu stiu.... 

Sa intru intr-ale paginii molii.... 


O linisye grea, din ce in ce mai cuminte 

Precum rostesc cu micul meu dinte - o rugaciune in fata icoanei 
Crude, brute, sginte 
A Fiului culcat intr-oobiala.... 

ia-ma la tine, Doamne Iisuse 
Fii-mi pazitor si turma de vise 
Iubeste-ma cand noaptea cade 
Peste trupuri inlantuite, slabe 

...peste trupuri de vise ucise... 


..te iubesc, dragul meu, puiul meu 

. Love me when night falls 

Flard night, uninterrupted by steps, voices 
Just the sound of pills dropped on the floor .... 
Nine, two, broke the silence 
with their syncopic, lethal fall... 

I break my hands against each other, arthritic 
Medications from both foils ... 

I hurry, I do not hurry I do not know .... 

To enter the moths page. 


A heavy silence, more and more comfortable 

As I speak with my little tooth - a prayer in front of the icon 

Raw, raw, mean 

Of the Son lying in the oobial.... 

Take me, Lord Jesus, be my guardian and flock of dreams 
Love me when night falls 
Over weak, weak bodies 


Number of pills, one two, nine, 23 

I'm thinking of taking another three - two that fell on the floor 
No taste, no smell 



and one for deep sleep. A zolidem. But I need her 
and the last driptane 
in a film with many pills, all taken 
with mistakes and stolen things ... 


I'm taking the fish's belly. I'm John! 

and go out to the white, the raw light, the white light that is to come 
I'm born again, Mom ... 


I sleep in bed, I slip in the dream, with tea, I drink on my lips 
Quiet, quiet 

I sleep in my bed sliding in the dream .... 

Hold him tightly in the longing, of Jesus. 


Things are really very messy 
There are no options to say .... 

Except you are with Jesus, you are Jesus 
There is not much to say ... 


I break my hands against each other, arthritic 
Medications from both foils ... 

I hurry, I do not hurry I do not know .... 

To enter the moths page. 


A heavy silence, more and more comfortable 

As I speak with my little tooth - a prayer in front of the icon 

Raw, raw, mean 

Of the Son lying in the oobial.... 

take me to you, Lord Jesus 
Be my guardian and flock of dreams 
Love me when night falls 
Over weak, weak bodies 

... over dead bodies of dreams ... 

Te doresc, dragostea meea. 

Te iubesc Victor, Carl, Tudor, Alin, Mihai, Victor the Sun nespus!.. 
Te doresc, Puiul meu Victor, Dulce. 

Iubirea, mantuirea sufletului 

Ploua cu funingine, cu ganduri inca hibernale 
Cu frezii obosite, si autumnale. 

E tarziu iubite, focu-n camin 



Mai arde cu scantei galbene si albastre.... 

Peste sani de piara tulburator sarut, setos camivor 
Musca tacut 

Din carnea bratelor, a sanilor... 

E tarziu iubite, focu-n camin 

Mai arde cu scantei galbene si albastre.... 


Pleoape de piatra clipesc greu, in pustiurile-nghetate 
Ninge cu liniste de piatra, cu flori de piatra 
Cu fulgi de piatra 
si de moarte, peste crestetul meu.. 

E tarziu iubite, focu-n camin 

Mai arde cu scantei galbene si albastre.... 


S-a facut tarziu, iubite, focul mai arde-n camin 

cu scantei galbene - 

si-albastre doruri-mi dau tarcoale 

dupa omatul mortii moale 

nins pe crestetul meu. in pustiurile-nghetate 

pleoape de piatra clipesc greu... 

imi iei mana, ma pri vesti bland, atat de bland... 
flori de omat scoboara-n pamant 
e iarna, iubite, focul mai arde-n camin 
cu scantei galbene 
si-albastre... 


ciresii si-arunca umbra neagra peste aleile 
din central orasului 

si florile plutesc ca niste maini carbonizate 
peste artere pline de himere 


stau la fereastra si-ascult zgomotul si furia 
mi-e somn... dar nu pot sa dorm 
aud stranii sunete lovindu-se 
de geam 


ca niste pasari, speriate de primavara obosita 
ce a venit asa tarziu, parca spasita... 
ploua cu funingine, cu ganduri inca hibernale 
cu frezii obosite 





si autumnale. 

Ma privesti bland, atat de bland.... 

Flori de bruma, de roua si gheata scoboara-n pamant 

E tarziu iubite, focu-n camin 

Mai arde cu scantei galbene si albastre.... 

Te iubesc. 

Love, salvation of the soul 

It is raining with soot, with still winter thoughts 
With tired freesia, and autumnal. 

It's late sweetheart, fire in the fireplace 
It bums with yellow and blue sparkles. 

Over the breasts of perennial turmoil kiss, silky carnivore 
Silent bite 

From the meat of the arms, of the breasts ... 

It's late sweetheart, fire in the fireplace 
It bums with yellow and blue sparkles. 


Stone eyelids blink hard in the frozen deserts 
Snows with quiet stone, with stone flowers 
With flakes of stone 
and death, over my head. 

It's late sweetheart, fire in the fireplace 
It bums with yellow and blue sparkles. 


It's late, sweetheart, the fire is still burning in the fireplace 

with yellow sparkles - 

and-blue wishes I go through 

after the death of soft death 

snowing on my crest, in the frozen deserts 

stone eyelids blink hard ... 

you take my hand, you look at me gentle, so gentle ... 
flowers of omnivorous sprout in the ground 
it's winter, baby, the fire is still burning in the fireplace 
with yellow sparks 
and blue ... 


the cherry blossoms cast a black shadow over the alleys 
from city center 

and the flowers float like charred hands 
over arteries full of chimeras 


I sit by the window and listen to the noise and anger 




I'm asleep ... but I can't sleep 
I hear strange sounds hitting 
of glass 


like birds, scared of tired spring 
what came so late, as if blown away ... 
it rains with soot, with thoughts still hibernating 
with tired freesia 

and autumnal. 

You look at me gentle, so gentle .... 

Flowers of haze, dew and ice lurk in the ground 
It's late sweetheart, fire in the fireplace 
It burns with yellow and blue sparkles. 

I love you. 

Re iubbesc, Victor, Puiul meu. 

Te doresc, Puiul meu. 

Te iubesc, dulcele meu Tidor-Victor, dulceata mea. 
Joe secund 

Cu coroana in cerul de albastrusi foe 
si cu radacinile-n infern 
asa tree prin lume sec si faa de noroc - 
aud cum spiritele moarte gem!... 


Pe oglinda lacului lucitoare 
Lucioli de visuri si de diamante zboara 
Plutesc se lasa-ntr-a sufletului ponoara 
Ca cea mai imperceptibila, mai fara greutate - 
Mai inefabila comoara!... 


Cerul din lacrimi de clestar e lumea in care 
Se intoarce-n-n mine-mi lumea-mi de amar - 
Lacrimi albastre de clestar, nude si ude 
Ce sunt sorbote de buzele de dude!.... 


Cerul din molecule roz si argintii, trandafirii 
E chaosul in care plutesc stele negre-nflacarate mii 
E-alcatuit din atemporalele campii - 
Ale fluturilor de diamante, argintii!... vii!... 

Cerul din ape-ntoarse-n zenit - 





Se-ntoarse inapoi in inefabil si in negrait 
Lovit de apele marii verzi-albastre, de smarald 
Lovit de vanturi si de neguri-n-pieptu-i caldL. 


Cerul din ape colorate si din zare 
Se-ntoarse inapoi in zare - 
Se-ntoarse inapoi in curcubeu - 
Pe aripile unui inefabil zmeu!.... 


Pe ohlinda lacului lucitoare 
Lucioli de visuri si de diamante zboara 
Plutesc se lasa-ntr-a sufletului ponoara 
Ca cea mai imperceptibila, mai fara greutate - 
Mai inefabila comoara 

Cerul din molecule roz si argintii, trandafirii 
E chaosul in care plutesc stele negre-nflacarate mii 
E-alcatuit din atemporalele campii 
Ale fluturilor de diamante, argintii!... 


Cerul din lacrimi de clestar e lumea in care 
Se intoarce-mi lumea-mi de amar - 
Lacrimi albastre de clestar, nude si ude 
Ce sunt sorbite de buzele de dude!.... ude!... 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulcele meu, dulceata mea. 


I love you, my sweet Tidor-Victor, my sweetness. 
Second game 





With the crown in the sky of blue fire 
and with its roots in hell 

that's how they go through the dry and lucky world - 
I hear how dead spirits groan! 


On the mirror of the shining lake 

Dream fireflies and diamonds fly 

The float is let in the soul lays down 

As the most imperceptible, most weightless - 

More ineffable treasure! 


The sky of clairvoyant tears is the world in which 
My bitter world is coming back to me - 
Blue tears of the clown, naked and wet 
What are dude's sips! 


The sky made of pink and silver molecules, roses 

It's the chaos in which thousands of flaming black stars float 

Made up of timeless plains - 

Of the butterflies of diamonds, the silver! ... live! ... 

The sky from the waters turned into zenith - 
He turned back to the ineffable and unspoken 
Hit by the waters of the green-blue sea, the emerald 
Struck by the winds and the blacks - it's not hot! 


The sky from colored water and from the water 
He returned to the area - 
He returned to the rainbow - 
On the wings of an ineffable kite! 


On the edge of the shining lake 

Dream fireflies and diamonds fly 

The float is let in the soul lays down 

As the most imperceptible, most weightless - 

More ineffable treasure 

The sky made of pink and silver molecules, roses 

It's the chaos in which thousands of flaming black stars float 

It is made up of timeless plains 

Of the butterflies of diamonds, the silver! 


The sky of clairvoyant tears is the world in which 



My world turns bitter - 

Blue tears of the clown, naked and wet 

What are dude's lips sucked! ... wet! ... 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubsc, Dulce Victor, Puiul meu. 

Te iubesc Victor,Dulcelemeu. 

Jurnal 


My darling beloved, on music albums, songs, and on volumes of poetry: 

Victor The best of Nirvana, Come as you are, Complexion of opposites, Incestiicide, Insecticide 
Tudor The best of Nirvana, Heart-shaped box, Outcesticide, Inbncesticide, Dive in me 
Andrei BleachTe iubesc Puiul emu Tiudor-Abnbdrei, Puiul meu... Something in the way, Incesticide, Dive 
me, Outcesticide 

Alin Live in Amsterdam, Grandma take me home, Incesticide, Oh, me, Dive in me 
Carl Putcesticide, Where did you sleep last night, Incesticide, Outcesticiide, Dive in me 
Kurt Incesticide, Smells like teen spirit Incesticide, Oh, me, Dive in me 
Krist Incesticide, Heart-shaped box, Outcesticide, Oh, me, Dive in me 
Mihai The best of Nirvana, Old age, Incesticide, Outcesticide, Oh me. 


Te iubesc, Victor, Victorthe Sun, Puiulmeu, Dulcele meu 
juventa, -ae 

Sexul tau tasni ca o pasare uria§a 

Un uria§ falus de piatra 

Si de magma intarita 

Clipind orbecaind spre cerul in valuri ros 

Dintr-o ascunsa, enigmatica cripta. 


pasarile zburau pe cer 

mai mari sau mai mici, mai albe sau mai negre 




livide, contorsionate sau drepte 
rozacee 

sau dimpotriva... funebre... 


colosala ploaie de zmee clatinandu-se in inalt 

sturzi sticle^i si randunici 

facand in cer un ultim salt 

confetti, orez, orz, ovaz 

cerul era ingurgitat salbatec de prazi. 


Guri, valtori de taifun 

Clatinandu-se fierbinti, cu spinarea de fum 

Inghitira uriase 

Nesafioase... 

Zmeele albastre si tenebroase... 


orgiastica unire intre yin si yang 
zmeul tasnind in pantecul vantului cald 
valuri de furtuna §i senin 
e-n impreunarea-ti, dulce pelerin... 


colosul de piatra, spalat de ploi 

strajuieste semet, indicibil intre vanturi greoi 

timpul §i-a sapat in el o cripta 

sub braf dormiteaza-o arnica, -o urzica... 

batran, speriat - cauta-n neguri de vreme 
orhideea ginga§a-a-iubitei 
sa-1 cheme 

zacand in uitate, prafuite poeme. 

Victor, Puiul meu, Te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 

juventa 

te iubesc. 

te iubesc, puiul meu drag si dulce. 

Your sex is like a huge bird 
A huge stone phallus, and of magma hardened 
blinking, orbiting to the sky in red waves 
from a hidden, enigmatic crypt. 


the birds were flying on the sky 
Smaller or larger, whiter or more violet 
straight, curved or straight 
rosacea or, on the contrary, funeral... 

colossal rain of dragons shaking in the heights 
thrushes, bottles and guinea fowl 
making in the sky the last waltz 

confetti, rice, barley, oats - the sky was a savage sausage 
mouths, twirls of typhoon 







Shaking themselves, with their smoky backs 

Swallowed hugely 

insatiable... 

the blue and tenebrous dragons.. 

an orgiastic union between yin and yang 
the kite rising in the warm wind 
waves of storm and serenity 
it's in your hook-up, sweet pilgrim... 

the stone colossus washed by rains 
glows shyly, indicible between soft winds 
the Time has carved out in it 
a crypt 

under his arm sleeps his buddy, a nettle 

old, frightened - he looks in the fog of the time 
the tender orchid of his sweetheart 
to call him 

lying down in forgotten, dusty poems. 

Te iubsc , Vuictor, Dragstea mea. 


Kamadeva 

Tablou in cinci acte si trei scene 

Inchinata lui Tiwari Ji Maharaj, iubitul meu prieten. 

Nu trebuie sa gandesc... trebuie doar s-o fac... 

De vreme ce rezultatul e intotdeauna 
Perfect... 

De vreme ce plang strangandu-ma la piept 
Atunci cand ma trezesc pe patul 
meu destept... 


Cu dorintele iubirii a venit calare Kama, Kamadeva 
Zeul indie... 

Cu surasul lui amarnic pe-a lui buze de coral... 

Sa ma lase tras de val... 

Zeul poftei si-al iluziei deserte... 


Cu dorintele iubirii a venit ca sa ma certe 
Calarind un papagal 

Kamadeva zeul indie, cu surasurile-i viclene 
Pe-a lui buze de coral... 

Kamadeva zeul indie 
A1 amorului si-al iluziei deserte.... 
si de-atunci in fiece noapte 



ma trezesc strangand la piept 

fiul poftei cei deserte - plang pe patul meu destept.. 


Cu dorintele iubirii a venit ca sa ma certe 
Calarind un papagal 

Kamadeva zeul indie, cu surasurile-i viclene 
Pe-a lui buze de coral... 

Si cu poftele iubirii a venit calare Kama, Kamadeva 
Zeul indie... 

Cu surasul lui vie lean pe-a lui buze de coral... 

Sa ma lase tras de val... 

Zeul ddragostei camale 
si-al iluziei deserte... 

Nu trebuie sa gandesc... trebuie doar s-o fac... 

De vreme ce rezultatul e intotdeauna 
Perfect... 

De vreme ce plang strangandu-ma la piept 
Atunci cand ma trezesc pe patul 
meu destept... 


Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface in cenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu care dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 



Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, dragostea mea. 

Cu durerile iubirii a venit calare Kama, Kamadeva 
Zeul indie... 

Cu surasul lui amarnic pe-a lui buze de coral... 

Sa ma lase tras de val... 

Zeul poftei si-al iluziei deserte... 


Kamadeva 

Picture in five acts and three scenes 


I don't have to think ... I just have to do it... 

Since the result is always 

Perfect... 

Since I'm crying, clutching at my chest 
When I wake up on the bed 
my smart... 


With the wishes of love came Kama, Kamadeva 
The god indicates ... 

With his bitter smile on his coral lips ... 

To let me wave ... 

The god of lust and desert illusion ... 


With the desires of love he came to fight me 
Riding a parrot 

Kamadeva the Indian god, with his naughty smiles 
On his coral lips ... 

Kamadeva the god indicates 

Of love and desert illusion. 

and since then every night 

I wake up clutching at my chest 

son of longing for the desert -1 cry on my smart bed. 



With the desires of love he came to fight me 
Riding a parrot 

Kamadeva the Indian god, with his naughty smiles 
On his coral lips ... 

And with the lust of love came Kama, Kamadeva 
The god indicates ... 

With his naughty smile on his coral lips ... 

To let me be a trader ... 

The god of carnal love 
and of the desert illusion ... 

I don't have to think ... I just have to ... 

Since the result is always 
Perfect... 

Since I'm crying, clutching at my chest 
When I wake up on the bed 
my smart... 


Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything turns to ashes 

and in stellar dust, back in the eye 

in the eye with which God looks at the world 

hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 



I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

With the pains of love came Kama, Kamadeva 
The god indicates ... 

With his bitter smile on his coral lips ... 

To let me wave ... 

The god of lust and desert illusion ... 


I love you my love. 

Te doresc, Victor,Dulce. 

Te iubesc Victor, Puiul meu. 

Kant 

Noapte ciudata, rasionalaa 
In care scriu li citesc Kant... 

In sincope ciudate si-narabescuri sufletul meu sucomba, 
Ca dupa- voma indelunga, intr-o cma 
indelunga profunda 
In care totul e imbracat in alb... 


De fapt mintea mi-e incordata, excitata la maximumde aforisme, cugetari, concepte 

-mbrpcate in limbaje desuete 

Ah, ti-am spus de mii de ori 

In searaaceea ca t iubesc... cand montea mi-era 

Doar forjata la rece 

si totul era imbracat in alb... 


Era o nopate profunda - de profundis 

Nici tipenie de om imprejurdoar sufletul meu alb-negru sperjur 

Impur e pur, purr de impur 

Nu era tipnie de om, sau vietate imprejur 

Era o noapte distanta rece.... 


Nu se-auzeau sunte de niciunde 
Nu se-auzeau voci, nu se-auzeau pasi 
Doar tusa seaca intr-un moment propice 
A fratelui meu, luminamnd ca o mie de wati... 



Fruntea mi-era incinsp intr-unnor e aburi rosi 
si gandeam i scriam ca i oala sub presiune - 
desi totul nu ra decat desenul in carbune 
al nui om privit de la mii de ani deoartare.... 


Tpcere grea prelunga, ca-n inima de chaos... 

Nici un zumzet niciun sunet, doar mracole imprejur 

sufletul meu alb-negru sperjur 

Impur e pur, purr de impur 

Nu era tipnie de om, sau vietate imprejur 

Era o noapte distanta si rece.... 


Murisem ! d, murisem... 

Erm in calda pneuma, rece si neagra ca spuma 
Marii cand iese Adonis.... 


DeOatunci am murit - in lumi atemporale, reci 
Imiu duceam somnul de veci 
Citind, gandind si scriind Kant 

In sincope ciudate si-narabescuri sufletul meu sucomba, 
Ca dupa- voma indelunga, intr-o cma 
indelunga profunda 
In care totul e imbracat in alb... 

..te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu drag, iubitul meu. 

Kant 

Weird, rational night 
As I write I read Kant... 

In strange syncope and narratives my soul succumbs, 
Like a long afternoon, in a room 
long deep 

In which everything is dressed in white ... 


In fact, my mind is tense, excited to the maximum of aphorisms, thoughts, concepts 

- embroidered in outdated languages 

Ah, I've told you thousands of times 

In the evening I love you ... when the mountain was mine 

Just cold forged 

and everything was dressed in white ... 


It was a deep night - de profundis 

Not even a man's fancy about my black and white soul 

Impure and pure, unclean 

It was not manly, or life-like 

It was a cold night away. 


They were heard from nowhere 
There were no voices, no footsteps 



Only the cough dries in an opportune moment 
Of my brother, lighting like a thousand watts ... 


My forehead was burning with red mist 

and I thought I was writing like a pressure Mind - 

although everything is worse than drawing in coal 

of the new man who has been watching for thousands of years. 


Prolonged heavy pleasure, like chaos ... 
No sound, no sound, just moans around 
my soul is black and white 
Impure and pure, unclean 
It was not manly, or life-like 
It was a cold and distant night. 


I died! Yeah... I died ... 

I was in warm tire, cold and black like foam 
Sea when Adonis comes out.... 


Since then I have died - in timeless, cold worlds 

I was sleeping for ever 

Reading, thinking and writing Kant 

In strange syncope and narratives my soul succumbs, 

Like a long afternoon, in a room 

long deep 

In which everything is dressed in white ... te iubesc 


Te iubesc si Te doresc, Mihai, Dragostea mea... 

Te iubesc Tudor, Puiul meu 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, Dragostea mea, Dulceata mea 
Kant 

Noapte ciudata, rasionalaa 
In care scriu li citesc Kant... 

In sincope ciudate si-narabescuri sufletul meu sucomba, 

Ca dupa- voma indelunga, intr-o cma 

indelunga profunda 

In care totul e imbracat in alb... 


De fapt mintea mi-e incordata, excitata la maximumde aforisme, cugetari, concepte 

-mbrpcate in limbaje desuete 

Ah, ti-am spus de mii de ori 

In searaaceea ca t iubesc... cand montea mi-era 

Doar forjata la rece 

si totul era imbracat in alb... 



Era o nopate profunda - de profundis 

Nici tipenie de om imprejurdoar sufletul meu alb-negru sperjur 

Impur e pur, purr de impur 

Nu era tipnie de om, sau vietate imprejur 

Era o noapte distanta rece.... 


Nu se-auzeau sunte de niciunde 
Nu se-auzeau voci, nu se-auzeau pasi 
Doar tusa seaca intr-un moment propice 
A fratelui meu, luminamnd ca o mie de wati... 


Fruntea mi-era incinsp intr-unnor e aburi rosi 
si gandeam i scriam ca i oala sub presiune - 
desi totul nu ra decat desenul in carbune 
al nui om privit de la mii de ani deoartare.... 


Tpcere grea prelunga, ca-n inima de chaos... 

Nici un zumzet niciun sunet, doar mracole imprejur 

sufletul meu alb-negru sperjur 

Impur e pur, purr de impur 

Nu era tipnie de om, sau vietate imprejur 

Era o noapte distanta si rece.... 


Murisem ! d, murisem... 

Erm in calda pneuma, rece si neagra ca spuma 
Marii cand iese Adonis.... 


DeOatunci am murit - in lumi atemporale, reci 
Imiu duceam somnul de veci 
Citind, gandind si scriind Kant 

In sincope ciudate si-narabescuri sufletul meu sucomba, 
Ca dupa- voma indelunga, intr-o cma 
indelunga profunda 
In care totul e imbracat in alb... 

..te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu drag, iubitul meu. 

Kant 

Weird, rational night 
As I write I read Kant... 

In strange syncope and narratives my soul succumbs, 
Like a long afternoon, in a room 
long deep 

In which everything is dressed in white ... 


In fact, my mind is tense, excited to the maximum of aphorisms, thoughts, concepts 

- embroidered in outdated languages 

Ah, I've told you thousands of times 

In the evening I love you ... when the mountain was mine 



Just cold forged 

and everything was dressed in white ... 


It was a deep night - de profundis 

Not even a man's fancy about my black and white soul 

Impure and pure, unclean 

It was not manly, or life-like 

It was a cold night away. 


They were heard from nowhere 

There were no voices, no footsteps 

Only the cough dries in an opportune moment 

Of my brother, lighting like a thousand watts ... 


My forehead was burning with red mist 

and I thought I was writing like a pressure Mind - 

although everything is worse than drawing in coal 

of the new man who has been watching for thousands of years. 


Prolonged heavy pleasure, like chaos ... 
No sound, no sound, just moans around 
my soul is black and white 
Impure and pure, unclean 
It was not manly, or life-like 
It was a cold and distant night. 


I died! Yeah... I died ... 

I was in warm tire, cold and black like foam 
Sea when Adonis comes out.... 


Since then I have died - in timeless, cold worlds 

I was sleeping for ever 

Reading, thinking and writing Kant 

In strange syncope and narratives my soul succumbs, 

Like a long afternoon, in a room 

long deep 

In which everything is dressed in white ... te iubesc 


Te iubesc Kurt, Dragostea mea.. Kurt... 

Era un iunie zapusitor... 

Batiuse bine de upa-amiaza, cand Cathy, imbracata intr- subtirerichie 

De matase si cu pantofi cu toe 

Batu la usa lui Michele si a fratilor lui. 

Nu deschise nimeni... 

Cathy apasa clanta si intra. 



Se asezase pe aceeasi canapea cunoscuta de ani... 
si astepta... 

deodata, un tanar cu parul involburat 
castaniu dechis 
iesi din baie 

cu blu-jeansii ceva mai jos de talie, si cu franjuri 
in partea de jos, cu bustul gol 
si picioarele goale. 


Oh,Kurt...dragulmeu, iarta-ma, am deschisusa 
si am intrat... 

nu face nimic, Cathy, zambi tanarul 

mi-am dat seama ca a intrat cineva... 

altfel as fi iesit probabil gol, surase el din buzele lui pline 

fragede 

fredonand un cantec si fluierand usor. 

Mihai nuu e casa, draga mea cathy 

De fapt... toti cinci s-au dus la o lansare de Carte 

In Piata Victoriei... vor veni tarziu... 


Apoi se aseza zambind langa ea 

Nontalant, sprijindu-si picioarele de tabli micii masute din fata lor. 
Un pahatr de apa, un sua acidulat?... 

Cred ca apa minerala ar fi tocmai bine 


Kurt... 


Ah, spuse el intorcandu-se 

Familia noasta de sase baieti zdraveni si cu scaun la cap 

E scoasa din minti 

De fete frumoase si destepte ca tine. 

Altfel nu-mi expli... deloc comportamentul 
Fratilor mei. 


Kathy il privi visatoare. 

Incet, o lacrima i se prelinse de la coltul ochiului stang 
Curganduu-i pe obraz. 

0, draga mea, Cathy, nu plange, spuse brusc tanarul 
Devenind serios. 


Sunt niste cretini... fratii mei... vor sa te puna 
La incercare 

Apoi... nu stiu... nici ei prea bine 
Pe careil iubesti mai mult, 
stii, toti s-au indragostit pe rand. 



Chiar asa, cathy,spuse serios-melancolic tanarul 
Lasandu-se pe spate.... pe care il iubesti mai mult?... 
Pe Michele, pe Jacj, pe Dorian, Alain, Michael sau... 
Pe tine spuse limpede Cathy, priviindu-1 in ochi 
Imperturbabil. 


Ah!., mai rosti tanarul 

si o imbratisa brusc 

muscandu-i buzele pana la sange. 

Apoi o atrae la pieptul lui gol 
Neted ca a unui copil bia iesit din baie. 

Apoi, destanzandu-se brusc 

Se lasa sa cada cu spatele pe spatarul canapelei din living-room. 
Nu sa, Cathy, trebuie sa ma ibesti... 

Ingaima tanarul serios, aproape suparat. 

Cathy ramase cateva clipe tacuta, inghetata, privindu-i 
Parullui matasos in suvite rebele, care-i intra 
In ochi. 

Dragostea mea, sopt ea... 

Eu te iubesc... 


Va iubec pe toti, aveti o irezistibila Anima... 
Apoi ofta, turnandu-si apa in pahar. 


Privind-o cum tremura 
Cu lacrimile innodandu-i-se sb barbie 
Lui Kurt i se facu brusc mila de ea. 
Iubita mea, cathy, nu plange.... 


Vrei sa facem dragoste, dragostea mea?... 

Nu stiu mai spuse ea printre sughturi, scuturandu-si umerii. 

Jurt li lua mana ei stanga 

si o aduse incet la pieptul lui. Sub apasarea ei calda 
sfarcul lui roz se intari, aruindu-se 
ca un mic semn de intrebare. 


Cathy, mai rostitulbuat tanarul 
Cu parul in ochi 
Aplectndu-se peste ea.... 

Apoi amandoi se pierdurantre fruntariile insatianile ale amorului 
Ca doi demoni, 



Ca doi ingeri, posedati de sufll nemuritoarei 
Anime.... 


Kurt... 

It was a bleak June ... 

It had been a good fight this mid-afternoon when Cathy, dressed in her underwear 
Silk and heeled shoes 

He knocked on Michele's door and his brothers. 

No one opened ... 

Cathy pressed the door and entered. 


He had been sitting on the same couch he had known for years, 
and wait... 

suddenly, a young man with his hair wrapped 

chestnut dechis 

get out of the bathroom 

with blue jeans just below the waist, and with fringes 
at the bottom, with the hollow bust 
and bare feet. 


Oh, Kurt... my dear, forgive me, I have the door 
and I went in ... 

do nothing, Cathy, the young man smiled 
I realized that someone came in ... 

otherwise I would have probably come out empty, he smiled from his full lips 
young 

humming a song and whistling slightly. 

Mihai nuu is a house, my dear cathy 
In fact... all five went to a Book launch 
In Victoriei Square ... they will come late ... 


Then he sat smiling beside her 

Nonetheless, resting on the little table tables in front of them. 
A glass of water, a sour acid? 

I think mineral water would be just fine 
Kurt... 


Ah, he said turning 

Our family of six boys are shaking and with a chair at their head 

She's out of her mind 

Beautiful and smart girls like you. 

Otherwise don't explain my behavior at all 
My brothers. 




Kathy looked at him dreamily. 

Slowly, a tear trickled from the comer of his left eye 
Running on his cheek. 

Oh, my dear, Cathy, don't cry, said the young man abruptly 
Becoming serious. 


There are some morons ... my brothers ... they want to put you 
At the test 

Then ... I don't know ... not too well 
The one you love the most, 
you know, they all fell in love. 

Even so, Cathy, the young man said seriously 
Lying on your back ... do you love him more? 

Michele, Jacj, Dorian, Alain, Michael or ... 

Cathy said clearly, looking him in the eye 
Imperturbable. 


Ah! .. the young man said 
and a sudden hug 
biting his lips to the blood. 

Then he draws her to his bare chest 

Smooth as a poor baby came out of the bathroom. 

Then, suddenly slowing down 

He dropped his back on the couch in the living room. 

No saddle, Cathy, you gotta love me ... 

The young man is serious, almost upset. 

Cathy remained silent for a moment, frozen, watching her 
To the silky hair in the rebellious streams, which entered 
In the eyes. 

My love, she whispered ... 

I love you... 


I love you all, you have an irresistible Soul... 
Then he sighed, pouring water into the glass. 


Watching her tremble 

With tears streaming down his chin 

Kurt suddenly felt sorry for her. 

My girlfriend, cathy, don't cry .... 



Do you want to make love, my love? 

I don't know, she said between the sighs, shaking her shoulders. 
Jurt took her left hand 

and brought it slowly to his chest. Under her warm pressure 
his pink nipple hardened, flushing 
as a small question mark. 


Cathy, the younger man spoke 
With her hair in her eyes 
Leaning over her.... 

Then both of them wander across the insatiable frontiers of love 
Like two demons, 

Like two angels, you possess the immortal soul 
Anime .... 


.te iubesc, Victor, Puiulmeu, drgostea mea. 

Te iubesc Jurt, Dulcele emu. Te doresc. Puiul meu. Iarta-ma, Puiul meu, daca te-amintristat. 
Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea, Puiul meu. 

Kurt... 

Era un iunie zapusitor... 

Batiuse bine de upa-amiaza, cand Cathy, imbracata intr- subtirerichie 

De matase si cu pantofi cu toe 

Batu la usa lui Michele si a fratilor lui. 

Nu deschise nimeni... 

Cathy apasa clanta si intra. 

Se asezase pe aceeasi canapea cunoscuta de ani... 
si astepta... 

deodata, un tanar cu parul involburat 
castaniu dechis 
iesi din baie 

cu blu-jeansii ceva mai jos de talie, si cu franjuri 
in partea de jos, cu bustul gol 
si picioarele goale. 


Oh,Kurt...dragulmeu, iarta-ma, am deschisusa 
si am intrat... 

nu face nimic, Cathy, zambi tanarul 

mi-am dat seama ca a intrat cineva... 

altfel as fi iesit probabil gol, surase el din buzele lui pline 

fragede 

fredonand un cantec si fluierand usor. 

Mihai nuu e casa, draga mea cathy 




De fapt... toti cinci s-au dus la o lansare de Carte 
In Piata Victoriei... vor veni tarziu... 

Apoi se aseza zambind langa ea 

Nontalant, sprijindu-si picioarele de tabli micii masute din fata lor. 
Un pahatr de apa, un sua acidulat?... 

Cred ca apa minerala ar fi tocmai bine 
Kurt... 

Ah, spuse el intorcandu-se 

Familia noasta de sase baieti zdraveni si cu scaun la cap 

E scoasa din minti 

De fete frumoase si destepte ca tine. 

Altfel nu-mi expli... deloc comportamentul 
Fratilor mei. 

Kathy il privi visatoare. 

Incet, o lacrima i se prelinse de la coltul ochiului stang 
Curganduu-i pe obraz. 

O, draga mea, Cathy, nu plange, spuse brusc tanarul 
Devenind serios. 


Sunt niste cretini... fratii mei... vor sa te puna 
La incercare 

Apoi... nu stiu... nici ei prea bine 
Pe careil iubesti mai mult, 
stii, toti s-au indragostit pe rand. 

Chiar asa, cathy,spuse serios-melancolic tanarul 
Lasandu-se pe spate.... pe care il iubesti mai mult?... 
Pe Michele, pe Jacj, pe Dorian, Alain, Michael sau... 
Pe tine spuse limpede Cathy, priviindu-1 in ochi 
Imperturbabil. 


Ah!., mai rosti tanarul 

si o imbratisa brusc 

muscandu-i buzele pana la sange. 

Apoi o atrae la pieptul lui gol 
Neted ca a unui copil bia iesit din baie. 

Apoi, destanzandu-se brusc 

Se lasa sa cada cu spatele pe spatarul canapelei din living-room. 
Nu sa, Cathy, trebuie sa ma ibesti... 

Ingaima tanarul serios, aproape suparat. 

Cathy ramase cateva clipe tacuta, inghetata, privindu-i 
Parullui matasos in suvite rebele, care-i intra 
In ochi. 

Dragostea mea, sopt ea... 

Eu te iubesc... 



Va iubec pe toti, aveti o irezistibila Anima... 
Apoi ofta, turnandu-si apa in pahar. 


Privind-o cum tremura 

Cu lacrimile innodandu-i-se sb barbie 

Lui Kurt i se facu brusc mila de ea. 

Iubita mea, cathy, nu plange.... 

Vrei sa facem dragoste, dragostea mea?... 

Nu stiu mai spuse ea printre sughturi, scuturandu-si umerii. 

Jurt li lua mana ei stanga 

si o aduse incet la pieptul lui. Sub apasarea ei calda 
sfarcul lui roz se intari, aruindu-se 
ca un mic semn de intrebare. 

Cathy, mai rostitulbuat tanarul 
Cu parul in ochi 
Aplectndu-se peste ea.... 

Apoi amandoi se pierdurantre fruntariile insatianile ale amorului 
Ca doi demoni, 

Ca doi ingeri, posedati de sufll nemuritoarei 
Anime.... 


Kurt... 

It was a bleak June ... 

It had been a good fight this mid-afternoon when Cathy, dressed in her underwear 
Silk and heeled shoes 

He knocked on Michele's door and his brothers. 

No one opened ... 

Cathy pressed the door and entered. 

He had been sitting on the same couch he had known for years, 
and wait... 

suddenly, a young man with his hair wrapped 

chestnut light 

get out of the bathroom 

with blue jeans just below the waist, and with fringes 
at the bottom, with the hollow bust 
and bare feet. 


Oh, Kurt... my dear, forgive me, I have the door 
and I went in ... 

do nothing, Cathy, the young man smiled 
I realized that someone came in ... 

otherwise I would have probably come out empty, he smiled from his full lips 
young 

humming a song and whistling slightly. 

Mihai isn't in the house, my dear Cathy 




In fact... all five went to a Book launch 
In Victoriei Square ... they will come late ... 

Then he sat smiling beside her 

Nonetheless, resting on the little table tables in front of them. 
A glass of water, a sour acid? 

I think mineral water would be just fine 
Kurt... 


Ah, he said turning 

Our family of six boys are shaking and with a chair at their head 

She's out of her mind 

Beautiful and smart girls like you. 

Otherwise don't explain my behavior at all 
My brothers. 

Kathy looked at him dreamily. 

Slowly, a tear trickled from the corner of his left eye 
Running on his cheek. 

Oh, my dear, Cathy, don't cry, said the young man abruptly 
Becoming serious. 


There are some morons ... my brothers ... they want to put you 
At the test 

Then ... I don't know ... not too well 
The one you love the most, 
you know, they all fell in love. 

Even so, Cathy, the young man said seriously 
Lying on your back ... do you love him more? 

Michele, Jacj, Dorian, Alain, Michael or ... 

Cathy said clearly, looking him in the eye 
Imperturbable. 


Ah! .. the young man said 
and a sudden hug 
biting his lips to the blood. 

Then he draws her to his bare chest 

Smooth as a poor baby came out of the bathroom. 

Then, suddenly slowing down 

He dropped his back on the couch in the living room. 

No saddle, Cathy, you gotta love me ... 

The young man is serious, almost upset. 

Cathy remained silent for a moment, frozen, watching her 
To the silky hair in the rebellious streams, which entered 
In the eyes. 

My love, she whispered ... 

I love you... 



I love you all, you have an irresistible Soul... 
Then he sighed, pouring water into the glass. 


Watching her tremble 

With tears streaming down his chin 

Kurt suddenly felt sorry for her. 

My girlfriend, Cathy, don't cry .... 

Do you want to make love, my love? 

I don't know, she said between the sighs, shaking her shoulders. 
Kurt took her left hand 

and brought it slowly to his chest. Under her warm pressure 
his pink nipple hardened, flushing 
as a small question mark. 

Cathy, the younger man spoke 
With her hair in her eyes 
Leaning over her.... 

Then both of them wander across the insatiable frontiers of love 
Like two demons, 

Like two angels, you possess the immortal soul 
Anime .... 

.te iubesc, Victor, Puiulmeu, drgostea mea. 


I love you, Victor, my sweet, beloved baby .... 

At the Chapel 

We went down with Carmen with the elevator 
A modern elevator, still unvandalized 
Carmen is in a flower blouse with a golden thread 
He just bought it, out of the haze of money he had 
Out of which we have 270 lei 

Spread on blouses, on an Avon set 

Probably on cigarettes, debts, only she knows what. 


Carmen at the smoke is very honest: Not a cigarette 
That you gave me ... 

Dane, I'll have to give you 5 lei 

But I give it to you, I don't have it now, Dane must understand me 
But I get them and I give them back to you ... 


At the chapel, Carmen enters and bows to Naos, if she can say so 
That is, at the Savior's Icon 

Located to the left of the altar, on a wooden stand. 




...Ido not worship in the Altar, Carmen said in her hoarse voice 
That's not for believers ... 

Carmen who knew all the religious holidays 
Of course: 

22 D f Saint Theodosius of Brazi - Ap. II Corinthians IX, 6-1 lEv. Luke V, 1-11, 5, vr. 3 

The wonderful fishing - Ap. II Corinthians IX, 6-1 lEv. Luke V, 1-11, 5, vr. 3 
Sunday no: 4 

23 L Zamislirea Saint John the Baptist 

24 M Holy Martyr Key; Saint Siluan Athonite 

25 M Saint Cousin Euphrosine; Saint Sergius of Radonj 
Post 

26 J f Holy Rnl IT NfT^onBnTi-rh; H ~jn ' John [hDEvChgCliffl 

27 V f Saint Antim Ivirean 
Post 

28 S t Saint Cuvios Hariton The Confessor 

29 D Saint Chiriac Sihastrul - Ap. II Corinthians XI, 31-33X11, l-9Ev. Luke VI, 31-36glas 6, voscr. 4 

Sermon on the Mount - Love of the Enemies - II Corinthians XI, 31-33X11, l-9Ev. Luke VI, 31-36glas 6, 
voscr. 4 
Sunday no: 5 

30 L Saint Gregory the Illuminator 


As they say in the smoke ... 

It was a true traveling religious calendar. 
Dear Carmen. 


Carmen better get out of the chapel 

I also pray better at the Savior's Icon, I touch and kiss the icons 
Then I leave 50 money in the mercy box after I write it 
and Carmen at the liturgies and maslu. 


Unfortunately for so little money, but the 10 lei 
On the way, they will end 
Also in Carmen's empty bag. 

I was thinking of the Savior's words: if you will help a sick person 
An impoverished poor man, Me 
You will help me then ... 


Outside Carmen promises me that she will take me to the city for retirement 
Where will I eat a big round pizza ... 



Do you like pizza? ... I like Carmen, I like it 
I forget 

But I'm one too out of town 

Because of his stubborn head, he doesn't need Carmen 
To spend with me ... 


Yes, you gave me ... 

Says Carmen, still pulling her cigarette, 
can you keep Lia, don't smoke? 

Carmen asked 

yes, I can ... it's not that hard ... 

and you have to give up, Carmencita, I say ... 

see, Carmen told me, 

here, in this block, so to do on the 1st floor MRI, on the 2nd floor the operating block 
on the third floor plastic and cosmetic surgery ... 


Her voice was lost in the twilight of autumn afternoon 
Who went in like in the evening ... 

the gypsy shill that stood, curious next to us, near the marble border, 
where we had sat, had left... 


The rays filtered as if they were anemic 

Carmen's red-cherry hair glowed anemically, her voice was lost 

In the glow of autumnal rays 

In which I listened, as if tired, as if 

Thoughtful ...Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dulcele meu. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victorthe Sun, dulcele meu, puisor iubit.... 
La Capela 

Coboram cu Carmen cu liftul 

Un ascensor modern, inca nevandalizat 

Carmen e intr-o bluza cu flori, cu fir de aur 

Pe care tocmai si-a cumparat-o, din bruma de bani ce-o avea 

Din care am incropit 270 de lei 

Imparastiati pe bluze, pe un set Avon 

Probabil pe tigari, pe datorii, numai ea stie pe ce.... 


Carmen la fumoar e foarte cinstita: Na o tigara 
Ca si tu mi-ai dat... 

Dane mai am am sa-ti dau 5 lei 

Dar ti-i dau eu, acum n-am, Dane trebuie sa ma-ntelegi 
Dar fac eu rost de ei si ti-i dau inapoi... 



La Capela, Carmen intra si se-nchina-n Naos, daca pot spune asa 

Adica la Icoana Mantuitorului 

Aflata in stanga altarului, pe-un suport de lemn. 

...nu ma-nchin in Altar, spuse Carmen cu vocea ei ragusita 
Acolo nu-i voie pentru credinciosi... 

Carmen care stia toate sarbatorile religioase 
Pe de rost: 

22 D f Sfantul Teodosie de la Brazi 
Pescuirea minunata 

Duminica nr: 4 

23 L Zamislirea Sfantului loan Botezatorul 

24 M Sfanta Mucenita Tecla; Sfantul Siluan Athonitul 

25 M Sfanta Cuvioasa Eufrosina; Sfantul Serghie de Radonej 
Post 

26 J f □fQifill DomnirbrN^onB l II llt fb; Of [Mil IoQi Ev High Qi dll 

27 V f Sfantul Antim Ivireanul 
Post 

28 S f Sfantul Cuvios Hariton Marturisitorul 

29 D Sfantul Chiriac Sihastrul 

Predica de pe munte - Iubirea vrajmasilor 
Duminica nr. 5 

30 L Sfantul Grigorie Luminatorul 

Asa cum ni le declama in fumoar... 

Era un adevarat calendar religios ambulant.... 

Biata Carmen. 


Iesind mai bine Carmen din Capela 

Ma rog si eu mai bine la Icoana Mantuitorului, ating si sarut icoanele 
Apoi las 50 de bani in cutia milei, dupa ce-o scriu 
si pe Carmen la liturghii si maslu. 


Cu parere de rau pentru atat de putini bani, dar cei 10 lei 

Pentru drum, vor sfarsi 

Tot in punga desarta a lui Carmen. 

Eu ma gandesc la cuvintele Mantuitorului: de vei ajuta un bolnav 
Un saracun neputincios, pe Mine 
Ma vei ajuta atunci... 


Afara Carmen imi promite ca la pensie ma va duce in oras 
Unde voi manca o pizza rotunda mare... 

Iti place pizza?... imi place Carmen, imi place 

Ma eschivez eu 

Dar eu unu prea ies in oras 

Din cauza capului intepenit, si-apoi nu trebuie Carmen 
Sa cheltuiesti cu mine... 



Ba da, ca si tu mi-ai dat... 

Spune hotarata Carmen, mai tragand din tigara. 
tu poti sa tii Lia, sa nu fumezi?... 
ma intreba Carmen 

da, pot... nu e asa de greu... 

si tu trebuie sa te Iasi, Carmencita, mai spun eu... 

vezi, imi spuse Carmen pe de rost: 

aici, in blocul asta, asu sa faca la etajul IRMN, la etajul II blocul operator 
la etajul trei chirurgie plastica si estetica... 


Vocea ei se pierdu in crepusculul dupa-amiezei de toamna 
Care intra parca de-a dreptul in seara... 

sleahta de tiganci care statea, curioasa langa noi, langa bordura de marmura, 
unde ne asezasem, plecase... 


Razele se filtrau parca anemice 

Parul rosu-visiniu al lui Carmen stralucea anemic, vocea ei se pierdu 
In luminisul de raze tomnatice al toamnei 
In care o ascultam, parca obosita, parca 
Dusa pe ganduri... 

I love you, Victor, my sweet, beloved baby .... 

At the Chapel 

We went down with Carmen with the elevator 
A modern elevator, still unvandalized 
Carmen is in a flower blouse with a golden thread 
He just bought it, out of the haze of money he had 
Out of which we have 270 lei 

Spread on blouses, on an Avon set 

Probably on cigarettes, debts, only she knows what. 


Carmen at the smoke is very honest: Not a cigarette 
That you gave me ... 

Dane, I'll have to give you 5 lei 

But I give it to you, I don't have it now, Dane must understand me 
But I get them and I give them back to you ... 


At the chapel, Carmen enters and bows to Naos, if she can say so 
That is, at the Savior's Icon 

Located to the left of the altar, on a wooden stand. 

... I do not worship in the Altar, Carmen said in her hoarse voice 
That's not for believers ... 

Carmen who knew all the religious holidays 
Of course: 

22 D f Saint Theodosius of Brazi 
The wonderful fishing 
Sunday no: 4 



23 L Conception of Saint John the Baptist 

24 M Holy Martyr Key; Saint Siluan Athonite 

25 M Saint Cousin Euphrosine; Saint Sergius of Radonj 
Post 

26 J f Holy RulY N^oDBCEDCb; Tin John [hDEvChgCliffl 

27 V f Saint Antim Ivirean 
Post 

28 S f Saint Cuvios Hariton The Confessor 

29 D Saint Chiriac Sihastrul 

Sermon on the Mount - Love of the Enemies 
Sunday no: 5 

30 L Saint Gregory the Illuminator 

As they say in the smoke ... 

It was a true traveling religious calendar. 

Dear Carmen. 


Carmen better get out of the chapel 

I also pray better at the Savior's Icon, I touch and kiss the icons 
Then I leave 50 money in the mercy box after I write it 
and Carmen at the liturgies and maslu. 


Unfortunately for so little money, but the 10 lei 
On the way, they will end 
Also in Carmen's empty bag. 

I was thinking of the Savior's words: if you will help a sick person 
An impoverished poor man. Me 
You will help me then ... 


Outside Carmen promises me that she will take me to the city for retirement 
Where will I eat a big round pizza ... 

Do you like pizza? ... I like Carmen, I like it 
I forget 

But I'm one too out of town 

Because of his stubborn head, he doesn't need Carmen 
To spend with me ... 


Yes, you gave me ... 

Says Carmen, still pulling her cigarette, 
can you keep Lia, don't smoke? 

Carmen asked 

yes, I can ... it's not that hard ... 

and you have to give up, Carmencita, I say ... 

see, Carmen told me, 

here, in this block, so to do on the 1st floor MRI, on the 2nd floor the operating block 
on the third floor plastic and cosmetic surgery ... 



Her voice was lost in the twilight of autumn afternoon 
Who went in like in the evening ... 

the gypsy shill that stood, curious next to us, near the marble border, 
where we had sat, had left... 


The rays filtered as if they were anemic 

Carmen's red-cherry hair glowed anemically, her voice was lost 
In the glow of autumnal rays 
In which I listened, as if tired, as if 
Thoughtful... 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dulcisor iubit, puiul meu. 


Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victorthe Sun, dulcele meu, puisor iubit.... 
La Capela 

Coboram cu Carmen cu liftul 

Un ascensor modern, inca nevandalizat 

Carmen e intr-o bluza cu flori, cu fir de aur 

Pe care tocmai si-a cumparat-o, din bruma de bani ce-o avea 

Din care am incropit 270 de lei 

Imparastiati pe bluze, pe un set Avon 

Probabil pe tigari, pe datorii, numai ea stie pe ce.... 


Carmen la fumoar e foarte cinstita: Na o tigara 
Ca si tu mi-ai dat... 

Dane mai am am sa-ti dau 5 lei 

Dar ti-i dau eu, acum n-am, Dane trebuie sa ma-ntelegi 
Dar fac eu rost de ei si ti-i dau inapoi... 


La Capela, Carmen intra si se-nchina-n Naos, daca pot spune asa 

Adica la Icoana Mantuitorului 

Aflata in stanga altarului, pe-un suport de lemn. 

...nu ma-nchin in Altar, spuse Carmen cu vocea ei ragusita 
Acolo nu-i voie pentru credinciosi... 

Carmen care stia toate sarbatorile religioase 
Pe de rost: 

22 D f Sfantul Teodosie de la Brazi 
Pescuirea minunata 

Duminica nr: 4 

23 L Zamislirea Sfantului loan Botezatorul 

24 M Sfanta Mucenita Tecla; Sfantul Siluan Athonitul 

25 M Sfanta Cuvioasa Eufrosina; Sfantul Serghie de Radonej 
Post 

26 J f Sfantul Domnitor Neagoe Basarab; Sfantul loan Evanghelistul 

27 V f Sfantul Antim Ivireanul 
Post 

28 S f Sfantul Cuvios Hariton Marturisitorul 



29 D Sfantul Chiriac Sihastrul 

Predica de pe munte - Iubirea vrajmasilor 
Duminica nr. 5 

30 L Sfantul Grigorie Luminatorul 

Asa cum ni le declama in fumoar... 

Era un adevarat calendar religios ambulant.... 
Biata Carmen. 


Iesind mai bine Carmen din Capela 

Ma rog si eu mai bine la Icoana Mantuitorului, ating si sarut icoanele 
Apoi las 50 de bani in cutia milei, dupa ce-o scriu 
si pe Carmen la liturghii si maslu. 


Cu parere de rau pentru atat de putini bani, dar cei 10 lei 

Pentru drum, vor sfarsi 

Tot in punga desarta a lui Carmen. 

Eu ma gandesc la cuvintele Mantuitorului: de vei ajuta un bolnav 
Un saracun neputincios, pe Mine 
Ma vei ajuta atunci... 


Afara Carmen imi promite ca la pensie ma va duce in oras 
Unde voi manca o pizza rotunda mare... 

Iti place pizza?... imi place Carmen, imi place 

Ma eschivez eu 

Dar eu unu prea ies in oras 

Din cauza capului intepenit, si-apoi nu trebuie Carmen 
Sa cheltuiesti cu mine... 


Ba da, ca si tu mi-ai dat... 

Spune hotarata Carmen, mai tragand din tigara. 
tu poti sa tii Lia, sa nu fumezi?... 
ma intreba Carmen 

da, pot... nu e asa de greu... 

si tu trebuie sa te Iasi, Carmencita, mai spun eu... 

vezi, imi spuse Carmen pe de rost: 

aici, in blocul asta, asu sa faca la etajul IRMN, la etajul II blocul operator 
la etajul trei chirurgie plastica si estetica... 


Vocea ei se pierdu in crepusculul dupa-amiezei de toamna 
Care intra parca de-a dreptul in seara... 

sleahta de tiganci care statea, curioasa langa noi, langa bordura de marmura, 
unde ne asezasem, plecase... 


Razele se filtrau parca anemice 

Parul rosu-visiniu al lui Carmen stralucea anemic, vocea ei se pierdu 
In luminisul de raze tomnatice al toamnei 



In care o ascultam, parca obosita, parca 
Dusa pe ganduri... 

I love you, Victor, my sweet, beloved baby .... 

At the Chapel 

We went down with Carmen with the elevator 
A modern elevator, still unvandalized 
Carmen is in a flower blouse with a golden thread 
He just bought it, out of the haze of money he had 
Out of which we have 270 lei 

Spread on blouses, on an Avon set 

Probably on cigarettes, debts, only she knows what. 


Carmen at the smoke is very honest: Not a cigarette 
That you gave me ... 

Dane, I'll have to give you 5 lei 

But I give it to you, I don't have it now, Dane must understand me 
But I get them and I give them back to you ... 


At the chapel, Carmen enters and bows to Naos, if she can say so 
That is, at the Savior's Icon 

Located to the left of the altar, on a wooden stand. 

... I do not worship in the Altar, Carmen said in her hoarse voice 
That's not for believers ... 

Carmen who knew all the religious holidays 
Of course: 

22 D f Saint Theodosius of Brazi 
The wonderful fishing 

Sunday no: 4 

23 L Conception of Saint John the Baptist 

24 M Holy Martyr Key; Saint Siluan Athonite 

25 M Saint Cousin Euphrosine; Saint Sergius of Radonj 
Post 

26 J f Holy Rul IT NrTfeonRmrH~h; □HnCJohn fiDEvOLgHiCD 

27 V f Saint Antim Ivirean 
Post 

28 S f Saint Cuvios Hariton The Confessor 

29 D Saint Chiriac Sihastrul 

Sermon on the Mount - Love of the Enemies 
Sunday no: 5 

30 L Saint Gregory the Illuminator 

As they say in the smoke ... 

It was a true traveling religious calendar. 

Dear Carmen. 


Carmen better get out of the chapel 

I also pray better at the Savior's Icon, I touch and kiss the icons 



Then I leave 50 money in the mercy box after I write it 
and Carmen at the liturgies and maslu. 


Unfortunately for so little money, but the 10 lei 
On the way, they will end 
Also in Carmen's empty bag. 

I was thinking of the Savior's words: if you will help a sick person 
An impoverished poor man, Me 
You will help me then ... 


Outside Carmen promises me that she will take me to the city for retirement 
Where will I eat a big round pizza ... 

Do you like pizza? ... I like Carmen, I like it 
I forget 

But I'm one too out of town 

Because of his stubborn head, he doesn't need Carmen 
To spend with me ... 


Yes, you gave me ... 

Says Carmen, still pulling her cigarette, 
can you keep Lia, don't smoke? 

Carmen asked 

yes, I can ... it's not that hard ... 

and you have to give up, Carmencita, I say ... 

see, Carmen told me, 

here, in this block, so to do on the 1st floor MRI, on the 2nd floor the operating block 
on the third floor plastic and cosmetic surgery ... 


Her voice was lost in the twilight of autumn afternoon 
Who went in like in the evening ... 

the gypsy shill that stood, curious next to us, near the marble border, 
where we had sat, had left... 


The rays filtered as if they were anemic 

Carmen's red-cherry hair glowed anemically, her voice was lost 
In the glow of autumnal rays 
In which I listened, as if tired, as if 
Thoughtful... 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dulcisor iubit, puiul meu. 

Alin, Tudor, Mihai, Andrei, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Dulce Victor, Puiul meu. 
Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The second Book 
Painting two 

Te iubesc Alin-Michele, Dragostea mea. 



La rascruce de vanturi 


Era intr-o primavara, cu adieri de soapte si de lapte 
Cathy mergea facra nici un scop 
La rascrucile de rumuri, unde temurau 
Miscate de vant, frunzele din vitele-de-vii... 


hoinaresc pe strazi pustii in cautarea pasilor tai 
palide-amurguri arunca 
umbre tarzii peste pa§ii mei 
pierduti 

te-astept l-acelea§i rascruci 

la ora cand frunzele din vii ca niste inimi fragile 

se cuprind, in ultim vals 

de ce nu-mi vii 

de ce nu-mi vii?... 


te iubesc si te doresc, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 


Cand, deodata, Cathy vazu ceafa lui blonda 

Cu suvite blonde, ondulate 

Rasfirate pe gat intr-un zmbet copilaresc 

Cu buze de roua si de noapte 

Cu buzele imbobocite ca doi lotusi infloriti - 

Se simteau, ca pe vremuri, aceeasi iubiti.... 


Cand deodata Cathy se opri: 

Vazu ceafa lui blonda, cu bucle rasfirandu-se pe gat 
Intr-un suras de soapte si de lapte 
Buzele lui imbobocite ca doi nuferi infloriti 
De pe vremea cand e erau iubiti... 


Era intr-o primavara, cu adieri de soapte si de lapte 
Cathy mergea facra nici un scop 
La rascrucile de rumuri, unde temurau 
Miscate de vant, frunzele din vitele-de-vii... 


At the crossroads 

It was a spring, with whispers of milk and milk 
Cathy was going for no purpose 




At the crossroads of rumors, where they feared 
Moved by the wind, the leaves in the vines ... 


wander the deserted streets in search of your steps 

pale-dusk throws 

the late shadows over my steps 

lost 

I expect the same crossroads 

at the hour when the leaves of the living like fragile hearts 
include, in the last waltz 
why don't you come to me 
why don't you come to me? 


I love you and I wish you, my baby, my sweet. 


When, all of a sudden, Cathy saw his blonde neck 
With blond, wavy swipes 
Reflected on the neck in a childish smile 
With dew and night lips 

With lips emblazoned like two blooming lotuses - 
They felt, as before, the same lovers .... 


When Cathy suddenly stopped: 

He saw his blond neck, curling around his neck 
In a smile of whisper and milk 
His lips bulged like two water lilies 
From the time she was loved ... 


It was a spring, with whiskey and milk pudding 
Cathy was going for no purpose 
At the crossroads of rumors, where they feared 
Moved by the wind, the leaves in the vines ... 

.te iubesc si te dorec, puiul meu. 

Te dooresc si Te iubesc, Puiul meu Andrei, Dulcele meu. 

Dulcisorul meu, Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, puul meu dulce, dragosteamea. 
La usa Raiului... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 



E un tanar Fecior, trist si amarat 
Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatit un omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvantului tandru si luminos care este Dor? 


Trist, peste masura de trist 

Tanarul care a primit in sufletul sau tandru, gingas 
Intreaga suferinta 

Priveste in dimeniunea pura, nealterata a Dragostei 
Cu sentimentul amaraciunii al celui care se stie 
Un invins. 


Dar invins este el oare?... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 


Ochii lui blanzi, tristi, cerniti 
Umbriti de ochelari 

Poarta in ei intrega dimeniune a durerii si suferintei 
A celui carea primit in inima sa 
Sageata otravita, impura a dragostei 
Care aduce suferinta, si nu fericire si dorinta 

si nu fericire si biruinta. 


Chipul sau, taiat in piatra dura a experientelor crude lumesti 
Priveste intr-un absolut profund numenal 
In dimeniunea pura, ideala, a dragostei adevarate 
Adragostei, mantuitoare, care aduce in suflet 

Mantuire si credinta 
si nu amaraciune, umilinta. 


Ce poate fi mai trist pentru o mama 

Decat sa-si vada Feciorul, pregatit sa intre pe Poarta 

Plina de promisiuni a Lumii 

Decat calcat in picioare,umilit, rastignit?... 


Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 
Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 
Privea... in dimeniunea plina de amaraciune a lumii 
Pana in strafundul sau. 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciunii ne’nduratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viu ca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 




Ochii sai caprui,inocenti, visatori 

Priveau parca intr-un dincolo, intr-un absosut numenal 

In dimeniunea ideala a poeziei 

In taramul mflorat de promisiuni, al dragostei. 


Parul, lasat de-a lungul figurii sale ovale, inocente 
In care se ghiceau primele tusuri barbatesti 
Era saten, cu suvite drepte, matasoase 
Care se strangeau intr-o tusa de culoare si poezie 

De-a lungul fetei sale, incropind o panza matasoasa 
Ca semnatura de culoare si lumina a unui pictor 
Strangandu-se pe gatul lui 

Moale si luminoasa, ca panza argintata, aurie de stele a cerului. 


Buzele stranse intr-un zambet amar 

Cu acea involuntara, spasmodica strangere, a celui care a suferit 
Lasa sa se ghiceasca numai intreaga lor 
Frumusetesi intraga lor poezie. 


Umerii inocenti in haina subtire 

Peste camasa cu Brazi, un brau mai jos pe piept - 

Asteptand doar sa fie luminati 

De razele Ierusalimului ceresc. 

Picioarele alunecate sub masa 

Intrun moment de reculegere, deatractie si respingere 
De daruire - si totodata de imperturbabila 
Abstinenta, de amara resignatiune. 


La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

E un tanar Fecior, trist si amarat 
Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatitun omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvntului tandru si luminos care este Dor? 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciunii ne’nduratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viu ca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 


Te iubesc, dulcel meu, puisorul meu. 
Iarta-ma, puiulmeu iubit, dorit. 

At the door of Heaven... 




At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrades have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Sad, overly sad 

The youngman who received n his tender, gentle Soul 
The whole suffering 

He is looking in the pure, unaltered dimension of Love 
With the feeling of bitterness of whom he knows himself 
A defeated. 


But I wonder is he truly a defeated?... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

His eyes, gentle, sad, darkened 
Shadowed by glasses 

They carry in them the whole dimension of pain and suffering 

Of whom he received in his heart 

The poisoned arrow, impure of love 

Which brings suffering, not happiness and desire 

Not happiness and victory. 

His shape, cut in the tough stone of the cruel, world experiences 
He is looking in an absolute profound numenal 
In the pure, ideal dimension of true love 
Of Love, redeemer, which brings in soul 

Salvation and faithfulness 
And not bitterness, humiliation. 


What can be more sad for a mother 

Than to see her Son, ready to enter the Gate 

Full of promises of the World 

Than to be stepped out, humiliated, crucified? 


From the nojan of memories, in the box with photographs 
An innocent youngman, with his eyes in the ideal dimension of poetry 
He was looking... in the dimension full of bitterness of the world 
Up to its core, to its bottom. 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 




Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 

...te iubesc, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

His brown eyes, innocent, dreamy 

They were looking as if from another dimension, from a numenal absolute 

In the ideal dimension of poetry 

In the realm thrilled of promises, of love. 

His hair,framing his oval, innocent figure 

Wherein they were guessing the first male touchings 

It was brown, with straight, silky strings 

Which they were stretching, in a touch of colour and poetry 

On the length of his figure, forming a silky waving 
Like the signature of colour and light 
Of a painter 

Gathering itself on his neck 

Soft and silky, like the silvery, goldy veil, of the stars, of the sky. 


The lips, gathered in a bitter sunrise 

With that involuntary, spasmodic stretching of whom he suffered 
They were letting to guess,only, their whole 
Beauty and their whole poetry. 


His innocent shoulders in the thin coat 

Over the shirt woven with fir-trees, a girdle of love below on his chest - 

Waiting to be just lighted 

By the rays of the heavenly Jerusualem 

The feet slipped under the table 
In a moment of recovery, of attraction,of rejection 
Of donation, and simultaneously of imperturbable 
Abstinence, of bitter resignation. 


At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrades have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 



Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu,iubitul si doritul meu puisor. 

Translation into English: Natalia Galatan, without Google Dictionary and Google Translate 


Te iubesc, iubitul meu Dulce Andrei. 

Dulcisorul meu, Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, puul meu dulce, dragosteamea. 
La usa Raiului... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

E un tanar Lecior, trist si amarat 
Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatit un omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvantului tandru si luminos care este Dor?.... 


Trist, peste masura de trist 

Tanarul care a primit in sufletul sau tandru, gingas 
Intreaga suferinta 

Priveste in dimeniunea pura, nealterata a Dragostei 
Cu sentimentul amaraciunii al celui care se she 
Un invins. 


Dar invins este el oare?... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 


Ochii lui blanzi, tristi, cerniti 
Umbriti de ochelari 

Poarta in ei intrega dimeniune a durerii si suferintei 
A celui carea primit in inima sa 
Sageata otravita, impura a dragostei 
Care aduce suferinta, si nu fericire si dorinta 

si nu fericire si biruinta. 


Chipul sau, taiat in piatra dura a experientelor crude lumesti 
Priveste intr-un absolut profund numenal 
In dimeniunea pura, ideala, a dragostei adevarate 
Adragostei, mantuitoare, care aduce in suflet 

Mantuire si credinta 
si nu amaraciune, umilinta. 


Ce poate fi mai trist pentru o mama 

Decat sa-si vada Feciorul, pregatit sa intre pe Poarta 

Plina de promisiuni a Lumii 

Decat calcat in picioare,umilit, rastignit?... 




Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 
Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 
Privea... in dimeniunea plina de amaraciune a lumii 
Pana in strafundul sau. 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciunii ne’nduratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viu ca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 


Ochii sai caprui,inocenti, visatori 

Priveau parca intr-un dincolo, intr-un absosut numenal 

In dimeniunea ideala a poeziei 

In taramul infiorat de promisiuni, al dragostei. 


Parul, lasat de-a lungul figurii sale ovale, inocente 
In care se ghiceau primele tusuri barbatesti 
Era saten, cu suvite drepte, matasoase 
Care se strangeau intr-o tusa de culoare si poezie 

De-a lungul fetei sale, incropind o panza matasoasa 
Ca semnatura de culoare si lumina a unui pictor 
Strangandu-se pe gatul lui 

Moale si luminoasa, ca panza argintata, aurie de stele a cerului. 


Buzele stranse intr-un zambet amar 

Cu acea involuntara, spasmodica strangere, a celui care a suferit 
Lasa sa se ghiceasca numai intreaga lor 
Frumusetesi intraga lor poezie. 


Umerii inocenti in haina subtire 

Peste camasa cu Brazi, un brau mai jos pe piept - 

Asteptand doar sa fie luminati 

De razele Ierusalimului ceresc. 

Picioarele alunecate sub masa 

Intrun moment de reculegere, deatractie si respingere 
De daruire - si totodata de imperturbabila 
Abstinenta, de amara resignatiune. 


La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

E un tanar Fecior, trist si amarat 
Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatitun omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvntului tandru si luminos care este Dor? 




Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciunii ne’nduratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viu ca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 


Te iubesc, dulcel meu, puisorul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiulmeu iubit, dorit. 

At the door of Heaven... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrades have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Sad, overly sad 

The youngman who received n his tender, gentle Soul 
The whole suffering 

He is looking in the pure, unaltered dimension of Love 
With the feeling of bitterness of whom he knows himself 
A defeated. 


But I wonder is he truly a defeated?... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 


His eyes, gentle, sad, darkened 
Shadowed by glasses 

They carry in them the whole dimension of pain and suffering 

Of whom he received in his heart 

The poisoned arrow, impure of love 

Which brings suffering, not happiness and desire 

Not happiness and victory. 


His shape, cut in the tough stone of the cruel, world experiences 
He is looking in an absolute profound numenal 
In the pure, ideal dimension of true love 
Of Love, redeemer, which brings in soul 

Salvation and faithfulness 
And not bitterness, humiliation. 


What can be more sad for a mother 
Than to see her Son, ready to enter the Gate 



Full of promises of the World 

Than to be stepped out, humiliated, crucified? 


From the nojan of memories, in the box with photographs 
An innocent youngman, with his eyes in the ideal dimension of poetry 
Fie was looking... in the dimension full of bitterness of the world 
Up to its core, to its bottom. 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 

...te iubesc, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

His brown eyes, innocent, dreamy 

They were looking as if from another dimension, from a numenal absolute 

In the ideal dimension of poetry 

In the realm thrilled of promises, of love. 

His hair,framing his oval, innocent figure 

Wherein they were guessing the first male touchings 

It was brown, with straight, silky strings 

Which they were stretching, in a touch of colour and poetry 

On the length of his figure, forming a silky waving 
Like the signature of colour and light 
Of a painter 

Gathering itself on his neck 

Soft and silky, like the silvery, goldy veil, of the stars, of the sky. 


The lips, gathered in a bitter sunrise 

With that involuntary, spasmodic stretching of whom he suffered 
They were letting to guess,only, their whole 
Beauty and their whole poetry. 


His innocent shoulders in the thin coat 

Over the shirt woven with fir-trees, a girdle of love below on his chest - 

Waiting to be just lighted 

By the rays of the heavenly Jerusualem 

The feet slipped under the table 
In a moment of recovery, of attraction,of rejection 
Of donation, and simultaneously of imperturbable 
Abstinence, of bitter resignation. 


At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrades have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 




Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 


Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu,iubitul si doritul meu puisor. 

Translation into English: Natalia Galatan, without Google Dictionary and Google Translate 

My sweet, I love you and I wish you, Victor, my sweet little puppy, I loved you. 

At the door of Heaven ... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who's beating? ... who's in a hurry to get in 

On his immortals, white Canates? ... 

He is a young, sad and bitter young man 

That his comrades had prepared for him a murder. 

While He was brought into the world 

Only the immortal, white foam 

Of the soft and luminous word that is Dor? 


Sad, overly sad 

The young man who received in his tender soul, a gentleman 
All the suffering 

Look at the pure, unaltered dimension of Love 
With the feeling of bitterness of the known 
One defeated. 


But is he defeated? 

At the door of Heaven 

Who's beating? ... who's in a hurry to get in 

On his immortals, white Canates? ... 


His eyes soft, sad, sneezing 
Shade the glasses 

It bears in them the whole dimension of pain and suffering 

The one he received in his heart 

The poisoned, impure arrow of love 

Which brings suffering, not happiness and desire 

and not happiness and victory. 


His face, cut in the hard stone of worldly cruel experiences 
Look at it in a profoundly nominal sense 
In the pure, ideal dimension of true love 
The Savior, the Savior, who brings to the soul 



Salvation and faith 

and not bitterness, humility. 


What can be sadder for a mother 

Than to see his Son, ready to enter the Gate 

Full of promises of the World 

Than trampled on, humiliated, crucified? 


From the memory stick, in the photo box 
An innocent young man with eyes in the ideal size of poetry 
Fie looked ... in the bitter dimension of the world 
Up to its depth. 


To the depths he drank the cup of suffering and bitter pity 
Distressed and pitifully burning alive like Nessus 
Maybe he'll be alive again 
Bright and pure, like the Phoenix Bird? 


His eyes brown, innocent, dreamy 

They looked as if they were in a beyond, in a nominal abyss 
In the ideal dimension of poetry 
In the land full of promises, of love. 


The hair, left along its oval, innocent figure 
In which the first men's hairstyles were guessed 
He was brown, with straight, silky locks 
Which were clustered in a touch of color and poetry 

Along his face, silk-lined cloth 

As the signature of color and light of a painter 

Clutching at his neck 

Soft and luminous, like silver, golden stars of the sky. 


His lips tightened into a bitter smile 

With that involuntary, spasmodic tightening, of the one who suffered 
Allow them to guess only their entirety 
Beauty and their whole poetry. 


Innocent shoulders in thin coat 

Over the shirt with Brazi, a belt below the chest - 

Just waiting to be lit. 

From the rays of heavenly Jerusalem. 

Feet slipped under the table 
In a moment of silence, distraction and rejection 
Giving - and at the same time imperturbable 
Abstinence, bitter resignation. 



At the door of Heaven 

Who's beating? ... who's in a hurry to get in 

On his immortals, white Canates? ... 

He is a young, sad and bitter young man 
That his comrades prepared him for murder. 
While He was brought into the world 
Only the immortal, white foam 
Of the soft and luminous word that is Dor? 


To the depths he drank the cup of suffering and bitter pity 
Distressed and pitifully burning alive like Nessus 
Maybe he'll be alive again 
Bright and pure, like the Phoenix Bird ? 


I love you, my sweet, my baby. 

Forgive me, my dear, desired baby. 

Translation: Google translate 

te iubesc, Andreo, iubitul si dulcele meu puisor. 

Te iubesc Andrei. Puul meu, Dulcele meu. Dulcisorul meu, Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, puul meu dulce, 
dragosteamea. 

La usa Raiului... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

E un tanar Fecior, trist si amarat 
Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatitun omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvntului tandru si luminos care este Dor?.... 


Trist, peste masura de trist 

Tanarul car a primit in sufletul sau tandru, gingas 
Intreaga suferinta 

Priveste in dimeniunea pura, nealterata a Dragostei 
Cu sentimentul amaraciunii al celui care se stie 
Un invins. 


Dar invins este el oare?... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 


Ochii lui blanzi, trsti, cerniti 
Umbriti de ochelari 

Poarta in ei intrega dimeniune a dyrerii si uferintei 
A celui carea prmit in inima sa 




Sageata otravita, impura a dragostei 
Care dice suferinta, si nu fericire si dorinta 

si nu fericiresi biruinta. 


Chipul sau, taiat in piatra dura a experientelor crude lumesti 
Priveste intr-unabsolut profund numenal 
Indimeniunea pura, ideala, a dragostei adevarate 
Adragstei, mantuitoare, care aduce in suflet 

Mantuire si credinta 
si nu amaraciune, umilinta. 


Ce poate fi mai trist pentra o mama 

Decat sa-si vada Feciorul, pregatit sa intre pe Poarta 

Plina de promisiuni a Lumii 

Decat calcat in picioare,umilit, rastignit?... 


Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 
Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 
Privea... in dimeniunea plina de amaraciune a lumii 
Pana in strafundul sau. 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciuniine’ndruratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viuca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 


Ochii sai caprui,inocenti, visatori 

Priveau parca intr-un dincolo, intr-un absosut numenal 

In dimeniunea ideala a poeziei 

In taramul infiorat de promisiuni, al dragostei. 


Parul, lasat de-a lungul figurii sale ovale, inocente 
In care se fgiceau primele tusuri barbatesti 
Era satn, cu suvite drepte, matasoase 
Carese strangeau intr-o tuta de culaore si poezie 
De-a lungul fetei sale, incropind o panza mataspasa 
Ca semnatura de culoare si lumina a unui pictor 
Strtngandu-se la ceafa lui 

Moale si luminoasa, ca panza argintata, aurie de stele a cerului. 


Buzele stranse intr-un zamebt amar 

Cu acea involuntara, spasmodica strangere, a celui care a uferit 
Lasa sa se ghiceasca numai intreaga lor 
Frumusetesi itraga lor poezie. 




Umeii inocenti in haina subtire 

Peste camasa cu Brazi, unbrau mai jos e piept - 

Asteptand doar sa fie luminati 

Derazele Ierusalimului ceresc. 

Picioarele alunecate sub masa 
Intrun moment de reculegere, deatractie si respinger 
De daruire - si totodta de imperturbabila 
Abstinenta, de amara resignatiune. 


La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

E un tanar Fecior, trist si amarat 
Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatitun omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvntului tandru si luminos care este Dor? 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciuniine’ndruratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viuca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 


Te iubesc, dulcel meu, puisorul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiulmeu iubit, dorit. 

At the door of Heaven... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrads have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Sad, overly sad 

The youngman who received n his tender, gentle Soul 
The whole suffering 

He is looking in the pure, unaltered dimension of Love 
Withthe feeling of bitterness of whom he hnows himself 
A defeated. 


But I wonder is he truly a defeated?... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 




His eyes, gentle, sad, darkened 
Shadowed by glasses 

They carry in them the whole dimension of pain and suffering 

Of whom he received in his heart 

The poisoned arrow, impure of love 

Which brings suffering, not happines and desire 

Not happiness and victory. 


His shape, cut in the tough stone of the cruel, world experiences 
He is looking in an abolute profound numenal 
In the pure, ideal dimnsion of true love 
Of Love, reedemer, which brings in soul 

Salvation and faithfulness 
And not bitterness, humiliation. 


What can be more sad for a mother 

Than to see her Son, ready to enter the Gate 

Full of promises of the World 

Than to be stepped out, humiliated, crucified? 


From the nojan of remberings, in the box with photographs 
An inncent youngman, with his eyes in the ideal dimension of poetry 
He was looking... in the dimension full of bitterness of the world 
Up to its core, to its bottom. 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 

...te iubesc, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

His brown eyes, innocent, dreamy 

They were looking as if from another dimension, from a numenal absolute 
In the ideal dimension of poetry 
In therealm thrilled of promises, of love. 

His hair,framing his oval, innocent figure 

Wherein they were guessing the first male touchings 

It was brown, with straight, silky strings 

Which they were stretching, in a touch of colour and poetry 

On the lenghth of his figure, forming a silky waving 

Like the signature of colour and light 

Of a painter 

Gatherinf itself on his neck 

Soft and silky, like the silvery, goldy veil, of the stars, of the sky. 


The lips, gathered in a bitter sunrise 

With that involuntary, spasmodic stretching of whom he suffered 




They were letting to guess,only, their whole 
Beauty and their whole poetry. 


His innocent shoulders in the thin coat 

Over the shirt firh fir-trees, a girdle pof love below on his chest - 

Waiting to be just lighted 

By the rays of the heavenly Jerusualem 

The feet slipped under the table 
In a moment of recovery, of attraction,of rejection 
Of donation, and simultaneously of imperturbable 
Abstinency, of biiter resignation. 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrads have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 


Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu,iubitul si doritul meu puisor. 

Translation into English: Natalia Galatan, without Google Dictionary and Google Translate 
te iubesc §i te doresc, puiul eu dulce, dragostea mea, puiul meu. 

Te iubesc Andrei. Puul meu, Dulcele meu. Dulcisorul meu, Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, puul meu dulce, 
dragosteamea. 

La usa Raiului... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

E un tanar Lecior, trist si amarat 
Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatitun omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvntului tandru si luminos care este Dor?.... 


Trist, peste masura de trist 

Tanarul car a primit in sufletul sau tandru, gingas 
Intreaga suferinta 

Priveste in dimeniunea pura, nealterata a Dragostei 




Cu sentimentul amaraciunii al celui care se stie 
Un invins. 


Dar invins este el oare?... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

Ochii lui blanzi, trsti, cerniti 
Umbriti de ochelari 

Poarta in ei intrega dimeniune a dyrerii si uferintei 
A celui carea prmit in inima sa 
Sageata otravita, impura a dragostei 
Care dice suferinta, si nu fericire si dorinta 

si nu fericiresi biruinta. 


Chipul sau, taiat in piatra dura a experientelor crude lumesti 
Priveste intr-unabsolut profund numenal 
Indimeniunea pura, ideala, a dragostei adevarate 
Adragstei, mantuitoare, care aduce in suflet 

Mantuire si credinta 
si nu amaraciune, umilinta. 


Ce poate fi mai trist pentra o mama 

Decat sa-si vada Feciorul, pregatit sa intre pe Poarta 

Plina de promisiuni a Lumii 

Decat calcat in picioare,umilit, rastignit?... 


Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 
Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 
Privea... in dimeniunea plina de amaraciune a lumii 
Pana in strafundul sau. 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciuniine’ndruratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viuca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 


Ochii sai caprui,inocenti, visatori 

Priveau parca intr-un dincolo, intr-un absosut numenal 

In dimeniunea ideala a poeziei 

In taramul infiorat de promisiuni, al dragostei. 


Parul, lasat de-a lungul figurii sale ovale, inocente 
In care se fgiceau primele tusuri barbatesti 
Era satn, cu suvite drepte, matasoase 
Carese strangeau intr-o tuta de culaore si poezie 




De-a lungul fetei sale, incropind o panza mataspasa 
Ca semnatura de culoare si lumina a unui pictor 
Strtngandu-se la ceafa lui 

Moale si luminoasa, ca panza argintata, aurie de stele a cerului. 


Buzele stranse intr-un zamebt amar 

Cu acea involuntara, spasmodica strangere, a celui care a uferit 
Lasa sa se ghiceasca numai intreaga lor 
Frumusetesi itraga lor poezie. 


Umeii inocenti in haina subtire 

Peste camasa cu Brazi, unbrau mai jos e piept - 

Asteptand doar sa fie luminati 

Derazele Ierusalimului ceresc. 

Picioarele alunecate sub masa 
Intrun moment de reculegere, deatractie si respinger 
De daruire - si totodta de imperturbabila 
Abstinenta, de amara resignatiune. 


La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

E un tanar Fecior, trist si amarat 
Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatitun omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvntului tandru si luminos care este Dor? 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciuniine’ndruratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viuca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 


Te iubesc, dulcel meu, puisorul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiulmeu iubit, dorit. 

At the door of Fleaven... 

At the door of Fleaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrads have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Sad, overly sad 

The youngman who received n his tender, gentle Soul 




The whole suffering 

He is looking in the pure, unaltered dimension of Love 
Withthe feeling of bitterness of whom he hnows himself 
A defeated. 


But I wonder is he truly a defeated?... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 


His eyes, gentle, sad, darkened 
Shadowed by glasses 

They carry in them the whole dimension of pain and suffering 

Of whom he received in his heart 

The poisoned arrow, impure of love 

Which brings suffering, not happines and desire 

Not happiness and victory. 


His shape, cut in the tough stone of the cruel, world experiences 
He is looking in an abolute profound numenal 
In the pure, ideal dimnsion of true love 
Of Love, reedemer, which brings in soul 

Salvation and faithfulness 
And not bitterness, humiliation. 


What can be more sad for a mother 

Than to see her Son, ready to enter the Gate 

Full of promises of the World 

Than to be stepped out, humiliated, crucified ? 


From the nojan of remberings, in the box with photographs 
An inncent youngman, with his eyes in the ideal dimension of poetry 
He was looking... in the dimension full of bitterness of the world 
Up to its core, to its bottom. 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 

...te iubesc, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

His brown eyes, innocent, dreamy 

They were looking as if from another dimension, from a numenal absolute 
In the ideal dimension of poetry 
In therealm thrilled of promises, of love. 

His hair,framing his oval, innocent figure 
Wherein they were guessing the first male touchings 
It was brown, with straight, silky strings 




Which they were stretching, in a touch of colour and poetry 
On the lenghth of his figure, forming a silky waving 
Like the signature of colour and light 
Of a painter 

Gatherinf itself on his neck 

Soft and silky, like the silvery, goldy veil, of the stars, of the sky. 


The lips, gathered in a bitter sunrise 

With that involuntary, spasmodic stretching of whom he suffered 
They were letting to guess,only, their whole 
Beauty and their whole poetry. 


His innocent shoulders in the thin coat 

Over the shirt firh fir-trees, a girdle pof love below on his chest - 

Waiting to be just lighted 

By the rays of the heavenly Jerusualem 

The feet slipped under the table 
In a moment of recovery, of attraction,of rejection 
Of donation, and simultaneously of imperturbable 
Abstinency, of biiter resignation. 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrads have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 


Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu,iubitul si doritul meu puisor. 

Translation into English: Natalia Galatan, without Google Dictionary and Google Translate 
te iubesc si te doresc, puiul eu dulce, dragostea mea, puiul meu. 

Dulcisorul meu, Te iubesc si Te doresc, Andreio, Victor, puul meu dulce, dragosteamea. 

La usa Raiului... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 


E un tanar Fecior, trist si amarat 



Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatitun omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvntului tandru si luminos care este Dor? 


Trist, peste masura de trist 

Tanarul car a primit in sufletul sau tandru, gingas 
Intreaga suferinta 

Priveste in dimeniunea pura, nealterata a Dragostei 
Cu sentimentul amaraciunii al celui care se stie 
Un invins. 


Dar invins este el oare?... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 


Ochii lui blanzi, trsti, cerniti 
Umbriti de ochelari 

Poarta in ei intrega dimeniune a dyrerii si uferintei 
A celui carea prmit in inima sa 
Sageata otravita, impura a dragostei 
Care dice suferinta, si nu fericire si dorinta 

si nu fericiresi biruinta. 


Chipul sau, taiat in piatra dura a experientelor crude lumesti 
Priveste intr-unabsolut profund numenal 
Indimeniunea pura, ideala, a dragostei adevarate 
Adragstei, mantuitoare, care aduce in suflet 

Mantuire si credinta 
si nu amaraciune, umilinta. 


Ce poate fi mai trist pentru o mama 

Decat sa-si vada Feciorul, pregatit sa intre pe Poarta 

Plina de promisiuni a Lumii 

Decat calcat in picioare,umilit, rastignit?... 


Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 

Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 





Privea... in dimeniunea plina de amaraciune a lumii 
Pana in strafundul sau. 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciuniine’ndruratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viuca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 


Ochii sai caprui,inocenti, visatori 

Priveau parca intr-un dincolo, intr-un absosut numenal 

In dimeniunea ideala a poeziei 

In taramul infiorat de promisiuni, al dragostei. 


Parul, lasat de-a lungul figurii sale ovale, inocente 
In care se fgiceau primele tusuri barbatesti 
Era satn, cu suvite drepte, matasoase 
Carese strangeau intr-o tuta de culaore si poezie 
De-a lungul fetei sale, incropind o panza mataspasa 
Ca semnatura de culoare si lumina a unui pictor 
Strtngandu-se la ceafa lui 

Moale si luminoasa, ca panza argintata, aurie de stele a cerului. 


Buzele stranse intr-un zamebt amar 

Cu acea involuntara, spasmodica strangere, a celui care a uferit 
Lasa sa se ghiceasca numai intreaga lor 
Frumusetesi itraga lor poezie. 


Umeii inocenti in haina subtire 

Peste camasa cu Brazi, unbrau mai jos e piept - 

Asteptand doar sa fie luminati 

Derazele Ierusalimului ceresc. 

Picioarele alunecate sub masa 
Intrun moment de reculegere, deatractie si respinger 
De daruire - si totodta de imperturbabila 
Abstinenta, de amara resignatiune. 


La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 



E un tanar Fecior, trist si amarat 
Ca camarazii sai i-au pregatitun omor.... 

Pe cand El era purtat in lume 

Doar de nemuritoarele, albe spume 

Ale cuvntului tandru si luminos care este Dor? 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciuniine’ndruratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viuca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 


Te iubesc, dulcel meu, puisorul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiulmeu iubit, dorit. 

At the door of Heaven... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrads have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Sad, overly sad 

The youngman who received n his tender, gentle Soul 
The whole suffering 

He is looking in the pure, unaltered dimension of Love 
Withthe feeling of bitterness of whom he hnows himself 
A defeated. 


But I wonder is he truly a defeated?... 

At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 


His eyes, gentle, sad, darkened 
Shadowed by glasses 

They carry in them the whole dimension of pain and suffering 




Of whom he received in his heart 

The poisoned arrow, impure of love 

Which brings suffering, not happines and desire 

Not happiness and victory. 


His shape, cut in the tough stone of the cruel, world experiences 
He is looking in an abolute profound numenal 
In the pure, ideal dimnsion of true love 
Of Love, reedemer, which brings in soul 

Salvation and faithfulness 
And not bitterness, humiliation. 


What can be more sad for a mother 

Than to see her Son, ready to enter the Gate 

Full of promises of the World 

Than to be stepped out, humiliated, crucified? 


From the nojan of remberings, in the box with photographs 
An inncent youngman, with his eyes in the ideal dimension of poetry 
He was looking... in the dimension full of bitterness of the world 
Up to its core, to its bottom. 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 

...te iubesc, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 


His brown eyes, innocent, dreamy 

They were looking as if from another dimension, from a numenal absolute 
In the ideal dimension of poetry 
In therealm thrilled of promises, of love. 


His hair,framing his oval, innocent figure 

Wherein they were guessing the first male touchings 

It was brown, with straight, silky strings 

Which they were stretching, in a touch of colour and poetry 

On the lenghth of his figure, forming a silky waving 

Like the signature of colour and light 

Of a painter 

Gatherinf itself on his neck 




Soft and silky, like the silvery, goldy veil, of the stars, of the sky. 


The lips, gathered in a bitter sunrise 

With that involuntary, spasmodic stretching of whom he suffered 
They were letting to guess,only, their whole 
Beauty and their whole poetry. 


His innocent shoulders in the thin coat 

Over the shirt firh fir-trees, a girdle pof love below on his chest - 

Waiting to be just lighted 

By the rays of the heavenly Jerusualem 

The feet slipped under the table 
In a moment of recovery, of attraction,of rejection 
Of donation, and smultaneously of imperturbable 
Abstinency, of biiter resignation. 


At the door of Heaven 

Who whatsoever is beating?... who got hurried to enter 
On his immortal, white Canats?... 

It is a young Youngster, sad and misery 
For his comrads have prepared to kill him... 

Then when He was carried in the world 

Only of the immortal, white foams 

Of the tender and brightful word which is Longing?... 


Up to the bottom he has drunk the cup of suffering and bitterness 
Unmerciless, tormented and pittifulness he is burning alive as Nessus 
Can he be reborn 

Brightful and pure, as the Phoenix Bird?... 


Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu,iubitul si doritul meu puisor. 

Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator si totusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 

Care intra,nepazit de nimic, vulnerabil si vonic 

Pe usa plina de promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 

II astepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 

si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea?.... 




El, tanar inocent 
Cu maini de floare si de lapte 
Asculta ascunsele, infioratele ei soapte 
Gata sa treaca in foe si sabie pentru ea 
Gata sa treaca in Nemurire pentru ea 
Pentru Dragostea Sa?... 

Cu mainile albe ca floarea alba de cires 
Acest tanar ales 

Pe obrazul pe care mijeau primele tuleie ale Barbatiei 
Acest Fecior 

E din Gradina Raiului cules?... 

Cu sanii gei de Viata si de lapte 
Lumea il astepta, la deschisele ei canate 
Sa-i dea sa bea potirul 
Neprihanitelor pacate 
Sa alapteze dorintele celui Ales. 

Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator si totusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 

Care intra.nepazit de nimic, vulnerabil si voinic 

Pe usa plina de promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 

II satepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 

si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea?.... 

Parul lui blond dat in spic 
Subtire si matasos 

Incadra chipul rotund,alacestui tanar frumos 
Curios... 

Care nu ajunsese inca in Taramul de Jos 
Subtire, plin de lapte si voinic... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 

Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 

O privea... 

Ce poate fi mai tulburator pentru o mama 
Decat clipa cand tanarul sau fecior 
Paseste in lume, in clipa imperturbabila, gratioasa 
Cand devine barbat?... 

Privirea ochilor lui albastri, ca cerul primavara, zbura in dimensiunea 
Rara, ideala, a vietii, cu sentimentul recunoasterii tainice 
Pe chipul lui ingenuu, de tanar fecior 
Pregatit sa intre pe usa tumultuoasa a lumii 
In dimensiunea rara, deala a dragostei 




Adevarate, pure, absolute 

Precum era bataia inimii sale, prin bluza subtire, albastra 
Ca o promisune si un legamant 
La usa dragostei. 

Buzele copilaresti deschise intr-un murmur 
Peste marea de-azur 

Parul blond in suvite blond-castanii copilaresti 
Acolo unde incetezi sa mai existi 
si numai esti... 

Ochii-aplecati peste-un mister 
Peste rasufletul de ger din zapezile trandafirii 
Acolo unde incetezi sa existi 
si-ncepi sa fii... 

Sa Fii... 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 

With arms of flower and of milk... 

I wonder who is whatsoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though in his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 

He, innocent youngster 

With arms of flower and of milk 

He was listening her hidden, thrilled whispers 

Ready to pass through fire and sword for it 

Ready to pass into Immortality for it 

For His love?... 

With hands and arms white as the cherry-flower 

This chosen youngster 

On the cheek whereon they were rising up 

The first tule of Manhood 

This beautiful Youngster 

Is from the Garden of heaven picked up?... 

With breasts full of Life and milk 

The World was expecting for him, at her open canats 

To give him drink the cup 

Of the innocent sins 

To nurse the desires of the Chosen one. 

I wonder who is whosoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though i his soul of everything receiver 

With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 



Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 

Hos blond hair given in ripe, in spice 
Thin and silky 

Was framing his round shape, of this beautiful youngman 
Curious... 

Who hasn’t arrived yet in the Underground world 
Thin, full of milk and sturdy... 

At the Heaven door 

Who whatsoever is knocking?... who get hurried to enter 
His immortal, white, Canats?... 

From the ocean of memories, in the box with photographs 

An innocent youngster, with the eyes in the ideal dimension of the poetry 

He was looking her... 

What can it be more thrilling for a mother 
Than the moment when her young Son 

He is stepping in the world, in the imperturbable grace instant 
When he becomes a man?... 

...the look of his blue eyes, as the sky in the spring, was floating 

In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 

On his innocent shape, of young young man 

Ready to enter the floody door of the world 

In the rare, ideal of Love 

True, pure, absolute 

As it was the beating of His heart, through the thin, blue blouse 
As a promise and a legacy 
At the door of love 

The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 

Eyes-bent over a mystery 

Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 

Where you cease to exist 

and you start to be ... 

to be... 

te iubesc, Alin, puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu, daca te-am ranit cu ceva, dragostea mea. 

translation: Natalia Galatan 

Without Google dictionary, Google Translate 


Lady's leaf 



Seara intunecata cu scame de jaratic n-zare 
Lumini intermitente palpaie pe dealuri imprejur 
Cu sunetul ei de metale pur 
Cade in jurul meu, neostenita ploaia... 

m-am oprit tacuta in lumina ce adie 
de pe o joasa lampa pe o masa-n dungi 
unde, tot eu tacuta, cu un zambet larg, cam tamp 
ma tin pe mine pe genunchi. 


Ciorapii mei de plasa 

Sunt rupti, cu multe cercuri si cu multe crapaturi 
Picior peste picior, si cu tigara intr-o mana 
Chitesc mai bine un full de dame ca sa-mi iasa 

Sa dau la damele-mi de companie plasa. 


Imi iese, fericita, dau capul peste spate 
si c-o mana due la gura 
licoarea rubuinie... 

... pe cand cu gesturi moarte alaturi parca-nvie 
Palida a serii noptii nevinovata doamna 


Cu ochii mari ea ma privette 

Apoi surade parca vinovat 

In timp ce trage-o arte, ei ochiul 1-arunc iute 

In cartile-i din intamplare spe mine aplecate.... 


Plusam, e miza mare. 

Abatuta 

Don’oara trista s-a dus ca sa ofteze 

Pe patul-n care cu mana pe genunchi si-aduce la barbie 

Torcand o larima sub gene 

Zambesc dulce si-arunc cartile pe masa. 


Cu blugii rupti pe masa se intinde 
Mai luand o sorbitura din sticla cea de vin 

Nebuna care-mi face-mi face incet cu ochiul 
Clipind ca-n vis... 

Apoi intr-o lentoare mandra isi pune-ncet asii pe masa 



Se zvarcoleste apoi si hohoteste 
si luand cu bratul monedele gramada 
Pe care si le-ndeasa-n poale 
Razand face cu ochiul celei ciufulite 
Trecand pe langa mine imi trage un brand. 


Am iesi afara. Mintea mi-e vida, fara ganduri 
In pardesiu-mi ponosit, imi strang umeri zgribuliti 
si gandul imi alearga-n urma, inainte fara—ncetare 
cu pasul lui arare, cu gandurile dulci, triste, -amare... 


Ma-ntorc 

Cu mana la tampla doarme muza 

Cu blugii rupti, cu mana lasata pe-un picior... 

Se stramba, apoi iar sforaie usor... 

Ceealalta isi numara gaurile din plasa. 


Deodata sar nauca din somn. 

Pun mana pe creion si mai scriu un rand 
Ranjind unui gand de mine doar stiut 
Trecand o bat cu mana peste fund 
Pe dama cu ochi tristi si parul lung... 


Seara intunecata cu scame de jaratic n-zare 
Lumini intermitente palpaie pe dealuri imprejur 
Cu sunetul ei de intineric pur 
Cade in jurul meu, neostenita seara... 

m-am prit tacuta in lumina ce adie 
de pe o joasa lampa pe o masa-n dungi 
unde, tot eu tacuta, cu un zambet larg, cam tamp 
ma tin pe mine pe genunchi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 



Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea 


Which of the aces 


Dark evening with scalding scars 
Flashing lights flash on the hills around 
With the sound of pure metals 
The rain falls around me, the rain unpunished. 

I paused quietly in the light 

from a low lamp to a table in strips 

where, I was still silent, with a wide smile, a bit silly 

keep me on my knees. 


My mesh stockings 

They are broken, with many circles and with many cracks 
Foot to foot, and with the cigarette in one hand 
I better read a full sheet of ladies to get out 

Let me give my company ladies a mesh. 


I go out, happy, I shake my head 
and a hand goes to my mouth 
ruby liqueur... 

... while with dead gestures next to the resurrection 
The pale of the night night innocent lady 


She looks at me with big eyes 
Then he smiles as if guilty 
As he draws her art, her eyes flicker 
In his books he accidentally bent me .... 


We raise, it's a big stake, 
abbey 

The sad lady went to pray 

On the bed with his hand on his knees he brings to his chin 
Twisting a tear under the eyelashes 
I smile sweetly and throw my books on the table. 



With jeans on the table stretch 

Still taking a sip from the glass of wine 


The madness that makes me slow my eye 
Blinking like a dream ... 

Then in a proud slow motion, he slowly puts his aces on the table 


It then rolls and hisses 

and taking the coins pile 

Which he also laid on his feet 

Laughing is done with the eye of the prickly 

Passing by me pulls me a twig. 


I went out. My mind is empty, without thoughts 
In my shabby forgiveness, I shrug my shoulders 
and the thought runs after me, without ceasing 
with his step, his sweet, sad, bitter thoughts ... 


Come back 

The mouse is sleeping with his hand in the temple 
With broken jeans, with one hand left on one leg ... 
It crumbles, then snores again ... 

The other counts their holes in the net. 


Suddenly, he fell asleep from sleep. 

I put my hand on the pencil and write another line 

Just grinning at a thought I just knew 

Passing a bat over his ass 

The lady with sad eyes and long hair ... 


Dark evening with scalding scars 
Flashing lights flash on the hills around 
With the sound of pure rejuvenation 
Bouncing around my tireless evening ... 

I fell silent in the light of goodbye 

from a low lamp to a table in strips 

where, I was still silent, with a wide smile, a bit silly 

keep me on my knees. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 



Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, my sweetness 

Te Doresc, Victior, Puiul meu. 

Lady's leafte iubesc 

Seara intunecata cu scame de jaratic n-zare 
Lumini intermitente palpaie pe dealuri imprejur 
Cu sunetul ei de metale pur 
Cade in jurul meu, neostenita ploaia... 

m-am oprit tacuta in lumina ce adie 
de pe o joasa lampa pe o masa-n dungi 
unde, tot eu tacuta, cu un zambet larg, cam tamp 
ma tin pe mine pe genunchi. 


Ciorapii mei de plasa 

Sunt rupti, cu multe cercuri si cu multe crapaturi 
Picior peste picior, si cu tigara intr-o mana 
Chitesc mai bine un full de dame ca sa-mi iasa 

Sa dau la damele-mi de companie plasa. 


Imi iese, fericita, dau capul peste spate 
si c-o mana due la gura 
licoarea rubuinie... 

... pe cand cu gesturi moarte alaturi parca-nvie 
Palida a serii noptii nevinovata doamna 


Cu ochii mari ea ma privette 

Apoi surade parca vinovat 

In timp ce trage-o arte, ei ochiul 1-arunc iute 

In cartile-i din intamplare spe mine aplecate.... 



Plusam, e miza mare. 

Abatuta 

Don’oara trista s-a dus ca sa ofteze 

Pe patul-n care cu mana pe genunchi si-aduce la barbie 

Torcand o larima sub gene 

Zambesc dulce si-arunc cartile pe masa. 


Cu blugii rupti pe masa se intinde 
Mai luand o sorbitura din sticla cea de vin 

Nebuna care-mi face-mi face incet cu ochiul 
Clipind ca-n vis... 

Apoi intr-o lentoare mandra isi pune-ncet asii pe masa 


Se zvarcoleste apoi si hohoteste 
si luand cu bratul monedele gramada 
Pe care si le-ndeasa-n poale 
Razand face cu ochiul celei ciufulite 
Trecand pe langa mine imi trage un branci. 


Am iesi afara. Mintea mi-e vida, fara ganduri 
In pardesiu-mi ponosit, imi strang umeri zgribuliti 
si gandul imi alearga-n urma, inainte fara—ncetare 
cu pasul lui arare, cu gandurile dulci, triste, -amare... 


Ma-ntorc 

Cu mana la tampla doarme muza 

Cu blugii rupti, cu mana lasata pe-un picior... 

Se stramba, apoi iar sforaie usor... 

Ceealalta isi numara gaurile din plasa. 


Deodata sar nauca din somn. 

Pun mana pe creion si mai scriu un rand 
Ranjind unui gand de mine doar stiut 
Trecand o bat cu mana peste fund 
Pe dama cu ochi tristi si parul lung... 


Seara intunecata cu scame de jaratic n-zare 
Lumini intermitente palpaie pe dealuri imprejur 
Cu sunetul ei de intineric pur 



Cade in jurul meu, neostenita seara... 


m-am prit tacuta in lumina ce adie 
de pe o joasa lampa pe o masa-n dungi 
unde, tot eu tacuta, cu un zambet larg, cam tamp 
ma tin pe mine pe genunchi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea 


Which of the aces 


Dark evening with scalding scars 
Flashing lights flash on the hills around 
With the sound of pure metals 
The rain falls around me, the rain unpunished. 

I paused quietly in the light 

from a low lamp to a table in strips 

where, I was still silent, with a wide smile, a bit silly 

keep me on my knees. 


My mesh stockings 

They are broken, with many circles and with many cracks 
Foot to foot, and with the cigarette in one hand 
I better read a full sheet of ladies to get out 

Let me give my company ladies a mesh. 


I go out, happy, I shake my head 
and a hand goes to my mouth 
ruby liqueur... 



... while with dead gestures next to the resurrection 
The pale of the night night innocent lady 


She looks at me with big eyes 
Then he smiles as if guilty 
As he draws her art, her eyes flicker 
In his books he accidentally bent me .... 


We raise, it's a big stake, 
abbey 

The sad lady went to pray 

On the bed with his hand on his knees he brings to his chin 
Twisting a tear under the eyelashes 
I smile sweetly and throw my books on the table. 


With jeans on the table stretch 

Still taking a sip from the glass of wine 

The madness that makes me slow my eye 
Blinking like a dream ... 

Then in a proud slow motion, he slowly puts his aces on the table 


It then rolls and hisses 

and taking the coins pile 

Which he also laid on his feet 

Laughing is done with the eye of the prickly 

Passing by me pulls me a twig. 


I went out. My mind is empty, without thoughts 
In my shabby forgiveness, I shrug my shoulders 
and the thought runs after me, without ceasing 
with his step, his sweet, sad, bitter thoughts ... 


Come back 

The mouse is sleeping with his hand in the temple 
With broken jeans, with one hand left on one leg ... 
It crumbles, then snores again ... 

The other counts their holes in the net. 



Suddenly, he fell asleep from sleep. 

I put my hand on the pencil and write another line 

Just grinning at a thought I just knew 

Passing a bat over his ass 

The lady with sad eyes and long hair ... 


Dark evening with scalding scars 
Flashing lights flash on the hills around 
With the sound of pure rejuvenation 
Bouncing around my tireless evening ... 

I fell silent in the light of goodbye 

from a low lamp to a table in strips 

where, I was still silent, with a wide smile, a bit silly 

keep me on my knees. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, my sweetness 

Te doresc Vicor, Puiul meu. 

Te iubesc Victor, Victor the Sun, Dulcele meu... Te dooresc si Te iubesc Alin... 
Leg you... 

Sarutandu-ti picioul... 

Urc in lumea mea de visuri si durere 
De placere, fum si miere 
De indescritibila cadere... 

Sarutandu-ti bratul 

Ascult de chemarea laptelui din mine 

... si in genere din toata ascendenta mea matriarhala 

De gingats ei liniste letala.... 


Sarutandu-ti vioara 



Pe care au apus telele 
Alung din jural meu toate relele 
...si in genere tot ce-i blasfemiaor 
Impur... si aminteste de omor... 


Sarutandu-ti vioara 

Pe care au apus telele 

Dau o noua definitie cuvanului dor 

si sensului lui Amor... 


Sarutandu-ti vioara 
Pe care au apus stelele 
Iau act de existenta creatiei 
Cu tacerea dulce-amara a gratiei 
Ce se prelinge pe dulcele-ti pcior 
Usor, usor, tot mai usor... 

...te iubesc dulcele meu Victor 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Leg you ... 

Blowing your paw ... 

I'm climbing into my world of dreams and pain 
Of pleasure, smoke and honey 
An indescribable fall... 

Kissing your arm 

I'm listening to the call from me 

... and in general from my whole matriarchal ascendancy 
For her gauntlet they are quietly lethal.... 


Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
Alung around me all the evils 



... and in general everything blasphemous 
Impure ... and reminds of murder ... 


Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I give a new definition to the miss 
and the sense of Amor ... 


Kissing your violin 
Which the stars have set 
I note the existence of creation 
With the sweet-bitter silence of grace 
What's happening to your sweet son 
Easy, easy, easy... 

...I love you sweet Victor 
I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

te iubesc, te doresc, Tudor, Mihai, Andrei, Puiul meu... 

Te dooresc si Te iubesc Alin... 

Leg you... 

Sarutandu-ti picioul... 

Urc in lumea mea de visuri si durere 
De placere, fum si miere 
De indescritibila cadere... 

Sarutandu-ti bratul 

Ascult de chemarea laptelui din mine 

... si in genere din toata ascendenta mea matriarhala 

De gingats ei liniste letala.... 


Sarutandu-ti vioara 

Pe care au apus telele 

Alung din jurul meu toate relele 



...si in genere tot ce-i blasfemiaor 
Impur... si aminteste de omor... 


Sarutandu-ti vioara 

Pe care au apus telele 

Dau o noua definitie cuvanului dor 

si sensului lui Amor... 


Sarutandu-ti vioara 
Pe care au apus stelele 
Iau act de existenta creatiei 
Cu tacerea dulce-amara a gratiei 
Ce se prelinge pe dulcele-ti pcior 
Usor, usor, tot mai usor... 

...te iubesc dulcele meu Victor 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Leg you ... 

Blowing your paw ... 

I'm climbing into my world of dreams and pain 
Of pleasure, smoke and honey 
An indescribable fall... 

Kissing your arm 

I'm listening to the call from me 

... and in general from my whole matriarchal ascendancy 
For her gauntlet they are quietly lethal.... 


Kissing your violin 

On which they left 

Alung around me all the evils 

... and in general everything blasphemous 

Impure ... and reminds of murder ... 



Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I give a new definition to the miss 
and the sense of Amor ... 


Kissing your violin 
Which the stars have set 
I note the existence of creation 
With the sweet-bitter silence of grace 
What's happening to your sweet son 
Easy, easy, easy... 

...I love you sweet Victor 
I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the starste iubesc, te doresc... 

Te iubesc, dulcele meu Victor. 

Leg you... 

Te iubesc, Mihai, Puisor iubit. 

Sarutandu-ti picioul... 

Urc in lumea mea de visuri si durere 
De placere, fum si miere 
De indescritibila cadere... 

Sarutandu-ti bratul 

Ascult de chemarea laptelui din mine 

... si in genere din toata ascendenta mea matriarhala 

De gingats ei liniste letala.... 

Sarutandu-ti vioara 
Pe care au apus telele 
Alung din jurul meu toate relele 
...si in genere tot ce-i blasfemiaor 
Impur... si aminteste de omor... 

Sarutandu-ti vioara 



Pe care au apus telele 

Dau o noua definitie cuvanului dor 

si sensului lui Amor... 

Sarutandu-ti vioara 
Pe care au apus stelele 
Iau act de existenta creatiei 
Cu tacerea dulce-amara a gratiei 
Ce se prelinge pe dulcele-ti pcior 
Usor, usor, tot mai usor... 

...te iubesc dulcele meu Victor 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 
Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Leg you ... 

Blowing your paw ... 

I'm climbing into my world of dreams and pain 
Of pleasure, smoke and honey 
An indescribable fall... 

Kissing your arm 

I'm listening to the call from me 

... and in general from my whole matriarchal ascendancy 
For her gauntlet they are quietly lethal.... 

Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I drive away around me all the evils 
... and in general everything blasphemous 
Impure ... and reminds of murder ... 

Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I give a new definition to the miss 
and the sense of Amor ... 

Kissing your violin 
Which the stars have set 
I note the existence of creation 
With the sweet-bitter silence of grace 
What's happening to your sweet son 
Easy, easy, easy... 

...I love you sweet Victor 
I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 



Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the starste iubesc, te doresc... 

Te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Leg you... 

Te iubesc, Andrei, Puisor iubit. 

Sarutandu-ti picioul... 

Urc in lumea mea de visuri si durere 
De placere, fum si miere 
De indescritibila cadere... 

Sarutandu-ti bratul 

Ascult de chemarea laptelui din mine 

... si in genere din toata ascendenta mea matriarhala 

De gingats ei liniste letala.... 

Sarutandu-ti vioara 
Pe care au apus telele 
Alung din jurul meu toate relele 
...si in genere tot ce-i blasfemiaor 
Impur... si aminteste de omor... 

Sarutandu-ti vioara 

Pe care au apus telele 

Dau o noua definitie cuvanului dor 

si sensului lui Amor... 

Sarutandu-ti vioara 
Pe care au apus stelele 
Iau act de existenta creatiei 
Cu tacerea dulce-amara a gratiei 
Ce se prelinge pe dulcele-ti pcior 
Usor, usor, tot mai usor... 

...te iubesc dulcele meu Victor 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 
Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Leg you ... 

Blowing your paw ... 



I'm climbing into my world of dreams and pain 
Of pleasure, smoke and honey 
An indescribable fall... 

Kissing your arm 

I'm listening to the call from me 

... and in general from my whole matriarchal ascendancy 
For her gauntlet they are quietly lethal.... 

Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I drive away around me all the evils 
... and in general everything blasphemous 
Impure ... and reminds of murder ... 

Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I give a new definition to the miss 
and the sense of Amor ... 

Kissing your violin 
Which the stars have set 
I note the existence of creation 
With the sweet-bitter silence of grace 
What's happening to your sweet son 
Easy, easy, easy... 

...I love you sweet Victor 
I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the starste iubesc, te doresc... 

Te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc Carl... 

Leg you ... 

Blowing your paw ... 

I'm climbing into my world of dreams and pain 
Of pleasure, smoke and honey 
An indescribable fall... 

Kissing your arm 

I'm listening to the call from me 

... and in general from my whole matriarchal ascendancy 
For her gauntlet they are quietly lethal.... 

Kissing your violin 



On which they left 
I drive away around me all the evils 
... and in general everything blasphemous 
Impure ... and reminds of murder ... 

Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I give a new definition to the miss 
and the sense of Amor ... 

Kissing your violin 
Which the stars have set 
I note the existence of creation 
With the sweet-bitter silence of grace 
What's happening to your sweet son 
Easy, easy, easy... 

...I love you sweet Victor 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the starste iubesc, te doresc... 

Te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu. 


Te iubesc, Victor, Dragostea vietii mele, Puiul meu. 

Te Doresc, Puiulmeu. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc Tudor... 

Leg you ... 

Blowing your paw ... 

I'm climbing into my world of dreams and pain 
Of pleasure, smoke and honey 
An indescribable fall... 

Kissing your arm 

I'm listening to the call from me 

... and in general from my whole matriarchal ascendancy 
For her gauntlet they are quietly lethal.... 

Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I drive away around me all the evils 
... and in general everything blasphemous 



Impure ... and reminds of murder ... 

Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I give a new definition to the miss 
and the sense of Amor ... 

Kissing your violin 
Which the stars have set 
I note the existence of creation 
With the sweet-bitter silence of grace 
What's happening to your sweet son 
Easy, easy, easy... 

...I love you sweet Victor 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the starste iubesc, te doresc... 

Te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu. 


Te iubesc, Dragostea vietii mele, Puiul meu. 

Te Doresc, Puiulmeu. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc Mihai... 

Leg you... 

Sarutandu-ti picioul... 

Urc in lumea mea de visuri si durere 
De placere, fum si miere 
De indescritibila cadere... 

Sarutandu-ti bratul 

Ascult de chemarea laptelui din mine 

... si in genere din toata ascendenta mea matriarhala 

De gingats ei liniste letala.... 


Sarutandu-ti vioara 
Pe care au apus telele 
Alung din jurul meu toate relele 
...si in genere tot ce-i blasfemiaor 



Impur... si aminteste de omor... 


Sarutandu-ti vioara 

Pe care au apus telele 

Dau o noua definitie cuvanului dor 

si sensului lui Amor... 


Sarutandu-ti vioara 
Pe care au apus stelele 
Iau act de existenta creatiei 
Cu tacerea dulce-amara a gratiei 
Ce se prelinge pe dulcele-ti pcior 
Usor, usor, tot mai usor... 

...te iubesc dulcele meu Victor 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Leg you ... 

Blowing your paw ... 

I'm climbing into my world of dreams and pain 
Of pleasure, smoke and honey 
An indescribable fall... 

Kissing your arm 

I'm listening to the call from me 

... and in general from my whole matriarchal ascendancy 
For her gauntlet they are quietly lethal.... 


Kissing your violin 

On which they left 

Alung around me all the evils 

... and in general everything blasphemous 

Impure ... and reminds of murder ... 



Kissing your violin 
On which they left 
I give a new definition to the miss 
and the sense of Amor ... 


Kissing your violin 
Which the stars have set 
I note the existence of creation 
With the sweet-bitter silence of grace 
What's happening to your sweet son 
Easy, easy, easy... 

...I love you sweet Victor 
I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the starste iubesc, te doresc... 

Lin reflux 

La intrarea in micul lui apartament spatios de pe strada Llorilor 
Catherine se opri, gandindu-se putin: 
n-avea sa fie si aceasta una dintre nesfarsitele 
incursiuni intre frunarile amorului 

plin de pomisuni, fra finalitate?... 
totusi ceva o atragea, cu o forta nbanuita 
cu un farmec neinteles 
spre apartamentul lui Jack intr-o primavara 
pe strada Llorilor.... 


Privirea lui tulburata de tristete 
I se infipsese in inima ca o imputare dureroasa... 
Prul matasos castaniu, cazandu-i pegat 
Ochii de violete, versurile-i desuete... 


O amintire cu Jack pluti intre faldurile memoriei 



Pentru a se risipi in adierile de primavara: 

Ei, sarind in baltoacele de ploaie, ca doi copii 
tinandu-se de mana, raznd fericiti, fara sa stie si ei 

de ce sunt fericiti, pentru ce si de ce... 
ploaia dansa in jurul trupurilor lor umede 
cu hainele lipindu-se de piele 

in bratele lui, Catherine s-a leganat, de ploaie si dragoste beata - 
o farmazoana deflorata 
pe cand valurilemarii, spalau nisipurile de aur 
i retragandu-se in lin reflux, privindu-se in ochi, apoi radeau.... 


Te-am intalnit intr-o noapte de vara 

Si mi te-ai suit pe genunchi 

Cu fusta ta cea inflorata, de farmazoana deflorata 

Te-ai leganat ca valurile marii 

Atunci cand vin spaland uscatul 

Si se retrag in lin reflux 


Iubito, e vara 

Si greieri taraie in iarba 

Spre mine-ntorc capete albe 

Cu fete violet 

Lujere nalte de nalba 

Am cazut cu fata-n sus 

Privind cu ochi mirati sub pleoape ceral 

Si-apoi privindu-ne in ochi 

Radeam... 


Te-am intalnit intr-o noapte de vara 

Si mi te-ai suit pe genunchi 

Cu fusta ta cea inflorata, de farmazoana deflorata 

Te-ai leganat ca valurile marii 

Atunci cand vin spaland uscatul 

Si se retrag in lin reflux 


m-am preat cu totul tie 

intr-un dans crud al naturii si sentimentelor 

al ploii ce matura cu rafale ude 

decoru la o margine de lac... 


Cathy mergea cu capul in pamant, numarand pietrele. 

La intrarea in micul lui apartament spatios de pe strada Florilor 




Catherine se opri, gandindu-se putin: 
n-avea sa fie si aceasta una dintre nesfarsitele 
incursiuni intre frunarile amorului 


plin de pomisuni, fra finalitate?... 
totusi ceva o atragea, cu o forta nbanuita 
cu un farmec neinteles 
spre apartamentul lui Jack intr-o primavara 
pe strada Florilor.... 


Linen reflux 

At the entrance to his small spacious apartment on Florilor Street 
Catherine paused, thinking a little: 
this would not be one of the endless 
incursions between the leaves of love 

full of candy, no purpose? ... 

yet something attracted her, with a suspected force 

with an incomprehensible charm 

to Jack's apartment in the spring 

on Florilor street.... 


His gaze troubled with sadness 

It had been pierced in his heart like a painful imputation ... 
The silky brown chestnut, falling on it 
Eyes of violet, the lyrics are old ... 


A memory with Jack floated between the folds of memory 
To disperse in the spring expressions: 

They, jumping in the rain puddles, like two children 
holding hands, laughing happily, without even knowing them 

why they are happy, why and why ... 
the rain danced around their wet bodies 
with clothes sticking to the skin 

In his arms, Catherine swayed, with rain and drunken love - 
a deflorated farmhouse 

while the valuables, they washed the golden sands 

retreating into a gentle ebb, looking into his eyes, then laughing. 


I met you one summer night 
And you got on my knees 

With your bloated skirt, from the deflorated farmhouse 
You swung like the waves of the sea 



When I come washing the dry 
And they withdraw into reflux 


Honey, it's summer 
And crickets creep in the grass 
To me I turn white heads 
With purple faces 
High waistcoats 
I fell face down 

Looking at his eyes, he stares beneath his eyelids 
And then look us in the eye 
Laughing ... 


I met you one summer night 
And you got on my knees 

With your bloated skirt, from the deflorated farmhouse 
You swung like the waves of the sea 
When I come washing the dry 
And they withdraw into reflux 


I have completely betrayed you 
in a raw dance of nature and feelings 
of the rain that sweeps with wet gusts 
decor at the edge of a lake ... 


Cathy nodded, counting the stones. 

At the entrance to his small spacious apartment on Florilor Street 
Catherine paused, thinking a little: 
this would not be one of the endless 
incursions between the leaves of love 

full of candy, no purpose? ... 

yet something attracted her, with a suspected force 

with an incomprehensible charm 

to Jack's apartment in the spring 

on Florilor street.... 

....te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc Andrei, Puisorul meu. 

Lin 

Ochii lui obositi se ridicara din foile intinse in fata. 

Lua un pahar cu apa, sorbi catva inghitituri 
Apoi se intinse pe spate, aprinzandu-si o tigara. 

0,cine stie cate ganduri ai treceau prin cap 




In clipa aceea!... 

Valmpsaguri de amintiri, de emotii, sentimete, 
senzatii il coplesira. 

Ii era foarte dor de cthy, imtea ca inim am piept 
Ii plesneste. 

Sea apleca, scutura scrumul, schitand o grimasa,din buzele lui pline 
Rosii, imbujorte de sange 
Care se deschisera intrebtor 

Ca doi nuferi imbobociti, ca doi bobociarzand fierbinte 
De lotus, loviti de lumina. 

Aici parca nu intelegea: cum adica fundamentality, non-confundamentality 
Substantiality, con-substantiality?... 

0, desigur, Divinitatea e fundamentala si indizibila 

Ea nu intra in fundamentaliattea altor substante 

Pentra ca altfel n-ar maifi fundamentala si unica. Prin urmare 

Ea reprezinta fundamentalitatea tuturir obiectelor 

si nu partcipa la con-fundamentalitatea lorr. 


Pe cand substantialitatea principiului unic divin 

Nu-1 ampiedica sa participe la con-substantialitatea altor lucruri, obiecte, 
Substante, la substanta lr diferita. 

Alain stins tigara,sorbi cateva inghitituri 

Din vinul rosum care-i aprinsera si mai tare buzele 

Ca doi lotsi imbobociti si incandescenti. 

Se ridica, parca aducndu-si aminte de ceva. 

Picioarele lui lungi, vazute din spate, era imbracate in jeansi 
si fndul lui ingut rotund, se sprijini de tablia 
mesei din partea opusa. 

Cand deodata cineva batu in usa. Intra sfioasa, cu ochii 
Intr-un val de emotiimisterioase 
Iubita lui cathy. 

Alain!... exlamaa. Se presupunea ca trebuie sa fii la 4 fix 
La intrarea in Universitate... 

Oh, exclama Alain, privind-o pierdut, 

Eu credeam ca la 2!.. nu mi-a spus nimeni, iubita mea. 

Eu la 2 nu mai puteam a ajung, a fost teribil de aglomeat 
Oameni calcandu-te picioare, zapusealam, masini, 

Taxiuri!... intr-un cuvant, o invalmaseala de nedescris!... 

Oh, Puiul meu Alin, si ai renuntat... sopti ea coborand vocea. 

Se apropie de el, si buzele lor se lipira cu dulceata 
Saontan, ca atrase de-un magne. 



Cathy, sopti usor barbatul cuprinzand- cu bratele, mi-a fost dor de tine 
Iubita mea... 

si mie, sopti ea, cu ochii inrourati de lacrimi. 

Somaeam ca s-a rupt ceva in mine, Puiul meu, dulcispru meu. 


Sprutari fara de numar curgeau din buzee lor aprinse 

Ca doua flori lovite de furtuna 

Cu petalele incandescente si aorinse de fulger. 

Cathy, mai rost Alain, pierzandu-se in bratele ei. 

Apoi simti ca intrp brusc in tunelul oranj, ca sufletul lui se inalta 
Im vazduh, printre particulele scanteietoare, opace 
Ale universului. 

Simtea fericire, teama, anxietate... dorinta, frica, disperare 
si plutea valurit pe-p parte si pe alta 
de curentooo cosmici 

care-1 trageau in miezul lor ca-ntr-un vartej. 

Cathy, mai sopti el inca o data...dragostea mea... 

Sufletul lui se inalta in vazduh, 
plutea printre nori, tremurator, spriat 
Indreptandus-e spre o destinatie necunoscuta... 


Smoothly 

His tired eyes rose from the sheets in front of him. 

He took a glass of water, took a few swallows 

Then he stretched himself on his back, lighting a cigarette. 

Oh, who knows how many thoughts went through his head 
At that moment! 

Flushes of memories, emotions, feelings, 
sensations overwhelmed him. 

He longed for cthy, it meant that his heart was in his chest 
He is crying. 

She bent, shaking the ash, drawing a grimace from her full lips 

Tomatoes, bloodshot 

Which had opened the questioner 

Like two watered-down water lilies, like two hot bubbling 
Lotus, hit the light. 

Here he did not understand: as fundamentalism, non-confundamentality 
Substantiality, con-substantiality? ... 

O, of course, the Divinity is fundamental and unspeakable 

It does not enter into the substance of other substances 

Because otherwise it would not be fundamental and unique. Thus 

It represents the fundamentality of all objects 

and does not participate in the co-fundamentality of lorr. 



While the substance of the unique divine principle 

It does not prevent him from participating in the consubstantiality of other things, objects, 
Substances, different substance lr. 

Alain put out his cigarette, sipped a few bites 
From the red wine that pressed his lips even harder 
Like two embossed and glowing lots. 

He stood up, as if remembering something. 

His long legs, seen from behind, were dressed in jeans 
and his round bottom, resting on the table 
table on the opposite side. 

When suddenly someone knocked on the door. He enters the room with his eyes 
In a veil of mysterious emotions 
Cathy's girlfriend. 

Alain! ... she exclaimed. You were supposed to be at 4 
Upon entering the University ... 

Oh, exclaimed Alain, looking at her lost, 

I thought at 2! ..no one told me, my lover. 

I could not reach 2, it was terribly crowded 
People stepping on your feet, stomping, cars. 

Taxis! ... in a word, an indescribable juxtaposition! 

Oh, my baby Alin, and you gave up ... she whispered lowering her voice. 

She came closer to him, and their lips clenched sweetly 
Saunari, as if attracted by a magnet. 

Cathy, you whispered gently to the man with your arms, I missed you 
My girlfriend... 

And me, she whispered, her eyes red with tears. 

I was dreaming that something broke in me, my Chicken, my sweetmeat. 


Countless blasts flowed from their lit lips 

Like two flowers hit by the storm 

With incandescent and lightning-colored petals. 

Cathy, more like Alain, getting lost in her arms. 

Then you feel that I enter suddenly into the orange tunnel, that his soul is rising 
I see, among the sparkling particles, opaque 
Of the universe. 

He felt happiness, fear, anxiety ... desire, fear, despair 
and floated sailing on both sides 
of cosmic currents 

who pulled him into their core like a whirlwind. 


Cathy, he whispered again ... my love ... 



His soul rises into the air, 

floating through the clouds, shaking, sprinkled 

Heading to an unknown destination ... 

Te iubesc Tudor, ndrei,Alin, Mihai, puiul meu. 

Te iubesc nespus , Alin Puiul emu, Dulcele meu. 

Te doresc, Puiul meu,Te iubes, Dulceata mea Victor, Puiul eu. Lin 


Ochii lui obositi se ridicara din foile intinse in fata. 
Lua un pahar cu apa, sorbi catva inghitituri 
Apoi se intinse pe spate, aprinzandu-si o tigara. 
0,cine stie cate ganduri ai treceau prin cap 
In clipa aceea!... 

Valmpsaguri de amintiri, de emotii, sentimete, 
senzatii il coplesira. 

Ii era foarte dor de cthy, imtea ca inim ain piept 
Ii plesneste. 


Sea apleca, scutura scrumul, schitand o grimasa,din buzele lui pline 
Rosii, imbujorte de sange 
Care se deschisera intrebtor 

Ca doi nuferi imbobociti, ca doi bobociarzand fierbinte 
De lotus, loviti de lumina. 

Aici parca nu intelegea: cum adica fundamentality, non-confundamentality 
Substantiality, con-substantiality?... 

O, desigur, Divinitatea e fundamental si indizibila 

Ea nu intra in fundamentaliattea altor substante 

Pentru ca altfel n-ar maifi fundamental si unica. Prin urmare 

Ea reprezinta fundamentalitatea tuturir obiectelor 

si nu partcipa la con-fundamentalitatea lorr. 

Pe cand substantialitatea principiului unic divin 

Nu-1 ampiedica sa participe la con-substantialitatea altor lucruri, obiecte, 
Substante, la substanta lr diferita. 


Alain stins tigara,sorbi cateva inghitituri 

Din vinul rosum care-i aprinsera si mai tare buzele 

Ca doi lotsi imbobociti si incandescenti. 

Se ridica, parca aducndu-si aminte de ceva. 

Picioarele lui lungi, vazute din spate, era imbracate in jeansi 
si fndul lui ingut rotund, se sprijini de tablia 
mesei din partea opusa. 



Cand deodata cineva batu in usa. Intra sfioasa, cu ochii 
Intr-un val de emotiimisterioase 
Iubita lui cathy. 

Alain!... exlamaa. Se presupunea ca trebuie sa fii la 4 fix 
La intrarea in Universitate... 

Oh, exclama Alain, privind-o pierdut, 

Eu credeam ca la 2!.. nu mi-a spus nimeni, iubita mea. 

Eu la 2 nu mai puteam a ajung, a fost teribil de aglomeat 
Oameni calcandu-te picioare, zapusealam, masini, 

TaxiuriL. intr-un cuvant, o invalmaseala de nedescris!... 

Oh, Puiul meu Alin, si ai renuntat... sopti ea coborand vocea. 
Se apropie de el, si buzele lor se lipira cu dulceata 
Saontan, ca atrase de-un magne. 


Cathy, sopti usor barbatul cuprinzand- cu bratele, mi-a fost dor de tine 
Iubita mea... 

si mie, sopti ea, cu ochii inrourati de lacrimi. 

Somaeam ca s-a rupt ceva in mine, Puiul meu, dulcispru meu. 


Sprutari fara de numar curgeau din buzee lor aprinse 

Ca doua flori lovite de furtuna 

Cu petalele incandescente si aorinse de fulger. 

Cathy, mai rost Alain, pierzandu-se in bratele ei. 

Apoi simti ca intrp brusc in tunelul oranj, ca sufletul lui se inalta 
Im vazduh, printre particulele scanteietoare, opace 
Ale universului. 

Simtea fericire, teama, anxietate... dorinta, frica, disperare 
si plutea valurit pe-p parte si pe alta 
de curentooo cosmici 

care-1 trageau in miezul lor ca-ntr-un vartej. 

Cathy, mai sopti el inca o data...dragostea mea... 

Sufletul lui se inalta in vazduh, 
plutea printre nori, tremurator, spriat 
Indreptandus-e spre o destinatie necunoscuta... 

Smoothly 

His tired eyes rose from the sheets in front of him. 

He took a glass of water, took a few swallows 

Then he stretched himself on his back, lighting a cigarette. 

Oh, who knows how many thoughts went through his head 
At that moment! 

Flushes of memories, emotions, feelings, 
sensations overwhelmed him. 

He longed for Cathy, it meant that his heart was in his chest 
He is crying. 



She bent, shaking the ash, drawing a grimace from her full lips 

Tomatoes, bloodshot 

Which had opened the questioner 

Like two watered-down water lilies, like two hot bubbling 
Lotus, hit the light. 

Here he did not understand: as fundamentalism, non-confundamentality 
Substantiality, con-substantiality? ... 

O, of course, the Divinity is fundamental and unspeakable 

It does not enter into the substance of other substances 

Because otherwise it would not be fundamental and unique. Thus 

It represents the fundamentality of all objects 

and does not participate in the co-fundamentality of theirs. 

While the substance of the unique divine principle 

It does not prevent him from participating in the consubstantiality of other things, objects, 
Substances, different substance of them. 


Alain put out his cigarette, sipped a few bites 
From the red wine that pressed his lips even harder 
Like two embossed and glowing lots. 

He stood up, as if remembering something. 

His long legs, seen from behind, were dressed in jeans 
and his round bottom, resting on the table 
table on the opposite side. 

When suddenly someone knocked on the door. He enters the room with his eyes 
In a veil of mysterious emotions 
Cathy's girlfriend. 

Alain! ... she exclaimed. You were supposed to be at 4 
Upon entering the University ... 

Oh, exclaimed Alain, looking at her lost, 

I thought at 2! ..no one told me, my lover. 

I could not reach 2, it was terribly crowded 
People stepping on your feet, stomping, cars, 

Taxis! ... in a word, an indescribable juxtaposition! 

Oh, my baby Alin, and you gave up ... she whispered lowering her voice. 

She came closer to him, and their lips clenched sweetly 
uncountless kisses were flowing from their lips 
as if attracted by a magnet. 


Cathy, you whispered gently to the man with your arms, I missed you 
My girlfriend... 

And me, she whispered, her eyes red with tears. 

I was dreaming that something broke in me, my Chicken, my sweetmeat. 



Countless blasts flowed from their lit lips 

Like two flowers hit by the storm 

With incandescent and lightning-colored petals. 

Cathy, more like Alain, getting lost in her arms. 

Then you feel that I enter suddenly into the orange tunnel, that his soul is rising 
I see, among the sparkling particles, opaque 
Of the universe. 

He felt happiness, fear, anxiety ... desire, fear, despair 
and floated sailing on both sides 
of cosmic currents 

who pulled him into their core like a whirlwind. 

Cathy, he whispered again ... my love ... 

His soul rises into the air, 

floating through the clouds, shaking, sprinkled 

Heading to an unknown destination ... 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu, Puiul meu. 

Linen reflux 
Te iubesc, Andrei. 


At the entrance to his small spacious apartment on Florilor Street 
Catherine paused, thinking a little: 
this would not be one of the endless 
incursions between the leaves of love 


full of candy, no purpose? ... 

yet something attracted her, with a suspected force 

with an incomprehensible charm 

to Jack's apartment in the spring 

on Florilor street... 


His gaze troubled with sadness 

It had been pierced in his heart like a painful imputation ... 
The silky brown chestnut, falling on it 
Eyes of violet, the lyrics are old ... 


A memory with Jack floated between the folds of memory 
To disperse in the spring expressions: 

They, jumping in the rain puddles, like two children 
holding hands, laughing happily, without even knowing them. 


why they are happy, why and why ... 
the rain danced around their wet bodies 
with clothes sticking to the skin 

In his arms, Catherine swayed, with rain and drunken love - 
a deflated farmhouse 



while the valuables, they washed the golden sands 
retreating into a gentle ebb, looking into his eyes, then laughing. 


I met you in the summer night 

And you got on my knees, with your blossomed skirt 

of deflated witch 

you swung likewise the waves of the sea 
then when they come washing the land 
and they retreat in slow reflux 


My sweetheart, it's summer 

and cricket crickets in the grass 

to me, they turn whiteheads, with violet faces 

long stalks of hollyhock 

I fell down with my face upwards 

watching with wonder eyes 

under the shadow the sky 

and then looking in our eyes we're laughing... 


I met you on a summer night 

And you got on my knees, with your blossomed skirt 
of deflated witch 

you swung likewise the waves of the sea 
then when they come washing the land 
and they retreat in slow reflux 

Translationb: Carl Gustav Jung 

Te iubesc Dulcele meu Fiu Andrei, Tudir, Mihai, Alin 
Victor the Sun. 

Sotil meu iubit si dulce, Te iubesc, dulcele meu. Te voi iubi mereu. 
Lord Abraxas 


Privind de sub oala padurii acum 
La ceata car invaluie irasul 

Nu pot sa nu ma gandesc ca nu exista un Dumnezeu 
Fara mila colo sus 


Un Dumnezeu pentru care nu exista scapare. 
Ochiul lui de fier 

Inregistreaza totul cu deplina obiectivitate 
Impenetrabilitate si raceala 


Ii ete totuna daca esti un inger roz 
Sau aca arzi in cazanul cu smoala. 




Faptele conteaza pentru el. 

Fie c sunt simple cuvinte, ganduri 
Sau fapte teribile transpuse in practica. 


Tot ce vine intru existenta 

Este supus nepasatoarei, ingrozitoarei sale 

Atrocitati. 


El nu iara. N-are de ce sa ierte. 

Nici nu trece cu vederea 
Figura sa imobila, fara nicio grimasa 
Ar putea parea unora ca schiteaza 
Un zambet cinic. 


El este alcatuit din semne grafice si simboluri matematice 
Din membrane rosii si priviri imbile fixe 
El este nemiscarea ochilor, inclestarea gurii 
Oprirea pe loc matelpr. 


Totul este imobil aici. Totul ete incremenit. 
Dumnezeu s-a transformat intr-o masa de aer, miscata 
Cu repeziciune 

Deasupra unilelor noastre capete 
Intr-un fulger scutit ca un junghi 


Intr-un tunet zdrobit, zgduduitor 

In lama unui brici 

Intr-o flacara rosie-alabstra 

Ce arde cu valvataie deasupra cugetelor noastre 


Ca un foe parjolitor uscat dib inlturu. 


Tot ce vine intru existenta 

Este supus nepasatoarei, ingrozitoarei sale 

Atrocitati. 



El nu iara. N-are de ce sa ierte. 

Nici nu trece cu vederea 
Figura sa imobila, fara nicio grimasa 
Ar putea parea unora ca schiteaza 
Un zambet cinic. 


El este alcatuit din semne grafice si simboluri matematice 
Din membrane rosii si priviri imbile fixe 
El este nemiscarea ochilor, inclestarea gurii 
Oprirea pe loc matelpr. 

Privind de sub oala padurii acum 
La ceata car invaluie irasul 

Nu pot sa nu ma gandesc ca nu exista un Dumnezeu 
Fara mila colo sus 


Un Dumnezeu pentru care nu exista scapare. 
Ochiul lui de fier 

Inregistreaza totul cu deplina obiectivitate 
Impenetrabilitate si raceala 


Ii ete totuna daca esti un inger roz 
Sau un diavol rosu in cazanul cu smoala. 


Rather, the question of Spinoza’s pantheism is really going to be answered on the psychological side of things, 
with regard to the proper attitude to take toward Deus sive Natura. And however one reads the relationship 
between God and Nature in Spinoza, it is a mistake to call him a pantheist in so far as pantheism is still a kind 
of religious theism. What really distinguishes the pantheist from the atheist is that the pantheist does not reject 
as inappropriate the religious psychological attitudes demanded by theism. Rather, the pantheist simply asserts 
that God—conceived as a being before which one is to adopt an attitude of worshipful awe—is or is in Nature. 
And nothing could be further from the spirit of Spinoza’s philosophy. Spinoza does not believe that worshipful 
awe or religious reverence is an appropriate attitude to take before God or Nature. There is nothing holy or 
sacred about Nature, and it is certainly not the object of a religious experience. Instead, one should strive to 
understand God or Nature, with the kind of adequate or clear and distinct intellectual knowledge that reveals 
Nature’s most important truths and shows how everything depends essentially and existentially on higher 
natural causes. The key to discovering and experiencing God, for Spinoza, is philosophy and science, not 
religious awe and worshipful submission. The latter give rise only to superstitious behavior and subservience 
to ecclesiastic authorities; the former leads to enlightenment, freedom and true blessedness (i.e., peace of 
mind). 

Te iubesc 

This proof that God—an infinite, necessary and uncaused, indivisible being—is the only substance of the 
universe proceeds in three simple steps. First, establish that no two substances can share an attribute or essence 



(Ip5). Then, prove that there is a substance with infinite attributes (i.e., God) (Ipl 1). It follows, in conclusion, 
that the existence of that infinite substance precludes the existence of any other substance. For if there were to 
be a second substance, it would have to have some attribute or essence. But since God has all possible 
attributes, then the attribute to be possessed by this second substance would be one of the attributes already 
possessed by God. But it has already been established that no two substances can have the same attribute. 
Therefore, there can be, besides God, no such second substance. 


If God is the only substance, and (by axiom 1) whatever is, is either a substance or in a substance, then 
everything else must be in God. “Whatever is, is in God, and nothing can be or be conceived without God” 
(Ipl5). Those things that are “in” God (or, more precisely, in God’s attributes) are what Spinoza calls modes. 


As soon as this preliminary conclusion has been established, Spinoza immediately reveals the objective of his 
attack. His definition of God—condemned since his excommunication from the Jewish community as a “God 
existing in only a philosophical sense”—is meant to preclude any anthropomorphizing of the divine being. In 
the scholium to proposition fifteen, he writes against “those who feign a God, like man, consisting of a body 
and a mind, and subject to passions. But how far they wander from the true knowledge of God, is sufficiently 
established by what has already been demonstrated.” Besides being false, such an anthropomorphic conception 
of God standing as judge over us can have only deleterious effects on human freedom and activity, insofar as it 
fosters a life enslaved to hope and fear and the superstitions to which such emotions give rise. 

Te doresc. 

... In dimineata aceea de vara urcasem eu si Bujor, 
cred ca pe jos de-acasa 
Spre Rosia. 

Prin livezi, prin livada lui Tariu 


Si dadeam sa trecem cumpana de lemn 

Facuta intr-un gard 

Ce despartea o livada de alta livada. 

Ne jucam 


Ne jucam printre arbori, printre fagi 
Si culegeam frunzele de fag 
Pe care se-nchegasera fructele 
Niste mici alunite 


Din care Bujor voia sa-mi faca un colier. 
Am cules multe, amandoi 
Si Bujor mi-a facut un colier pe cinste. 
Rupeam bobitele din frunze 


Si Bujor petrecea un ac cu ata prin gaurile 
De la ambele capete. 

Si asa am facut colierul. 

Nu aveam multe podoabe in acele vremuri 



Decat margelele de sticla colorate 
Ale mamei 

Si apoi colierul lui Bujor. 

Nu aveam nevoie de multe ca sa fim fericiti 


Si copilaria e cea mai fericita varsta 
Din viata mea 

Cea in care totul era minunat 
Si-apoi, descoperisem cartile.... 


Privind in urma, fara manie 

Imi dau seama c-am avut o copilarie frumoasa 

Chiar daca nu eram niste copii 

Asa indestulati si imbuibati. 


Totul era un miracol. Iubeam natura, 
Rosia, bunicii, parintii 
Ne bucura pana la lacrimi, fara s-o stim, 
fericirea de a fi viu. 

Te iubbesc si te doresc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Lord Abraxis 


Looking under the pot of the forest now 
At the haze that envelops the phages 
I can't help but think there is no God 
No mercy up there 


A God for whom there is no escape. 

His iron eye 

It records everything with full objectivity 
Impenetrability and cold 


You're fine if you're a pink angel 




Or here you burn in the pitcher cauldron. 


Facts matter to him. 

Whether it's just words, thoughts 
Or terrible facts transposed into practice. 


Everything that comes into existence 
He is subject to his carelessness, his dread 
Atrocities. 


He does not do it again. There's no reason to forgive. 

It is not overlooked either 

His figure is immobile, without any grimaces 

It might seem to some to be sketching 

A cynical smile. 


It is made up of graphical signs and mathematical symbols 
From red membranes and fixed looks 
He is the move of his eyes, the close of his mouth 
The stillness of the viscera. 


Everything is immobile here. Everything's stuck. 

God has turned into a moving air mass 

With speed 

Above our fingertips 

In a lightning-like lightning strike 


In a crushed, shaking thunder 
In the blade of a knife 
In a red-alabaster flame 

What burns with a whirlwind above our minds 


Like a dry roaring fire overhead. 


Everything that comes into existence 




He is subject to his carelessness, his dread 
Atrocities. 


He does not do it again. There's no reason to forgive. 

It is not overlooked either 

His figure is immobile, without any grimaces 

It might seem to some to be sketching 

A cynical smile. 


It is made up of graphical signs and mathematical symbols 
From red membranes and fixed looks 
He is the move of his eyes, the close of his mouth 
The stillness of the viscera. 


Looking under the pot of the forest now 
At the haze that envelops the phages 
I can't help but think there is no God 
No mercy up there 


A God for whom there is no escape. 

His iron eye 

It records everything with full objectivity 
Impenetrability and cold 


You're fine if you're a pink angel 
Or a red devil in the pit cauldron. 


...te iubesc dulcele meu. 


Rather, the question of Spinoza’s pantheism is really going to be answered on the psychological side of things, 
with regard to the proper attitude to take toward Deus sive Natura. And however one reads the relationship 
between God and Nature in Spinoza, it is a mistake to call him a pantheist in so far as pantheism is still a kind 
of religious theism. What really distinguishes the pantheist from the atheist is that the pantheist does not reject 
as inappropriate the religious psychological attitudes demanded by theism. Rather, the pantheist simply asserts 
that God—conceived as a being before which one is to adopt an attitude of worshipful awe—is or is in Nature. 
And nothing could be further from the spirit of Spinoza’s philosophy. Spinoza does not believe that worshipful 
awe or religious reverence is an appropriate attitude to take before God or Nature. There is nothing holy or 
sacred about Nature, and it is certainly not the object of a religious experience. Instead, one should strive to 
understand God or Nature, with the kind of adequate or clear and distinct intellectual knowledge that reveals 




Nature’s most important truths and shows how everything depends essentially and existentially on higher 
natural causes. The key to discovering and experiencing God, for Spinoza, is philosophy and science, not 
religious awe and worshipful submission. The latter give rise only to superstitious behavior and subservience 
to ecclesiastic authorities; the former leads to enlightenment, freedom and true blessedness (i.e., peace of 
mind). 

Te iubesc 

This proof that God—an infinite, necessary and uncaused, indivisible being—is the only substance of the 
universe proceeds in three simple steps. First, establish that no two substances can share an attribute or essence 
(Ip5). Then, prove that there is a substance with infinite attributes (i.e., God) (Ipl 1). It follows, in conclusion, 
that the existence of that infinite substance precludes the existence of any other substance. For if there were to 
be a second substance, it would have to have some attribute or essence. But since God has all possible 
attributes, then the attribute to be possessed by this second substance would be one of the attributes already 
possessed by God. But it has already been established that no two substances can have the same attribute. 
Therefore, there can be, besides God, no such second substance. 


If God is the only substance, and (by axiom 1) whatever is, is either a substance or in a substance, then 
everything else must be in God. “Whatever is, is in God, and nothing can be or be conceived without God” 
(Ipl5). Those things that are “in” God (or, more precisely, in God’s attributes) are what Spinoza calls modes. 


As soon as this preliminary conclusion has been established, Spinoza immediately reveals the objective of his 
attack. His definition of God—condemned since his excommunication from the Jewish community as a “God 
existing in only a philosophical sense”—is meant to preclude any anthropomorphizing of the divine being. In 
the scholium to proposition fifteen, he writes against “those who feign a God, like man, consisting of a body 
and a mind, and subject to passions. But how far they wander from the true knowledge of God, is sufficiently 
established by what has already been demonstrated.” Besides being false, such an anthropomorphic conception 
of God standing as judge over us can have only deleterious effects on human freedom and activity, insofar as it 
fosters a life enslaved to hope and fear and the superstitions to which such emotions give rise. 

Te doresc. 

... In dimineata aceea de vara urcasem eu si Bujor, 
cred ca pe jos de-acasa 
Spre Rosia. 

Prin livezi, prin livada lui Tariu 


Si dadeam sa trecem cumpana de lemn 

Facuta intr-un gard 

Ce despartea o livada de alta livada. 

Ne jucam 


Ne jucam printre arbori, printre fagi 
Si culegeam frunzele de fag 
Pe care se-nchegasera fructele 
Niste mici alunite 


Din care Bujor voia sa-mi faca un colier. 



Am cules multe, amandoi 

Si Bujor mi-a facut un colier pe cinste. 

Rupeam bobitele din frunze 


Si Bujor petrecea un ac cu ata prin gaurile 
De la ambele capete. 

Si asa am incut colierul. 

Nu aveam multe podoabe in acele vremuri 


Decat margelele de sticla colorate 
Ale mamei 

Si apoi colierul lui Bujor. 

Nu aveam nevoie de multe ca sa fim fericiti 


Si copilaria e cea mai fericita varsta 
Din viata mea 

Cea in care totul era minunat 
Si-apoi, descoperisem cartile.... 


Privind in urma, fara manie 

Imi dau seama c-am avut o copilarie frumoasa 

Chiar daca nu eram niste copii 

Asa indestulati si imbuibati. 


Totul era un miracol. Iubeam natura, 
Rosia, bunicii, parintii 
Ne bucura pana la lacrimi, fara s-o stim, 
fericirea de a fi viu. 


I want you. 

... That summer morning, I and Bujor climbed, 
I think walking home 




To Rosia. 

Through orchards, through Tariu's orchard 


And we were about to pass the wooden log 
Made in a fence 

What separated an orchard from another orchard. 
We play 


We play among the trees, among the beech trees 
And I was collecting beech leaves 
On which the fruits were collected 
Some small moles 


Of which Bujor wanted to make me a necklace. 

I picked a lot, both of us 

And Bujor made me a very good necklace. 

I was breaking the buds from the leaves 


And Peony was spinning a needle through the holes 
From both ends. 

And so did the necklace. 

I didn't have many ornaments in those days 


Than the colored glass beads 
Mother's go 

And then Bujor's necklace. 

We didn't need much to be happy 


And childhood is the happiest age 
From my life 

The one where everything was wonderful 
And then, we had discovered the books. 


Looking back, without anger 




I realize I had a beautiful childhood 
Even if we were not children 
That's how you stir and soak. 


Everything was a miracle. I loved nature, 

Rosia, grandparents, parents 

We are happy to tears, without knowing it, 

the happiness of being alive. Te iubesc si te doresc, puiul meuu. 

te doresc, dulceata mea. 

Victor, Alin, Tudor, Mihai, Andrei, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Dulce Victor, Puiul meu. 
Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The second Book 
Painting three 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea. 

Lord Jim 

(o nava disparand sub ape) 

In halatul meu subtire, albastru, sintetic 
Gaurit peste tot cu scrum fierbinte 
De tigara 

Ma prezentam in fata medicului psihiatru 
Care m-a chemat pentru o intrevedere 
Medicala. 


Am intrat timid, tensionata 
Incercand sa dau o buna impresie. 

Aceasta intentie venea probabil 
Din partea inca constienta 

Deoarece, trebuie s-o spun, mult din constientul meu 
Era ingropat adanc in inconstient. 


Trebuia sa ma uit la o veche imagine, alb-negru 
Prezentand o fata 
Care semana cu mine. 


Trebuia s-o descriu. 

Am descris-o cat de bine am putut 
Tesand o intreaga, frumoasa poveste 
Despre frumoasa fata. 

Intoarsa cu chipul spre stanga 
Si purtand un fel de basma. 



I-am spus ca este Fecioara Maria... 

Si ca are o misiune pe Pamant 
De a salva Lumea si pe Fiul Ei 
De a deveni al doilea Iisus FIristos. 

Am incercat sa interpretez fiecare detaliu 
Cat de bine am putut 
Dand o multime de amanunte 
Si incercand sa fac povestea veridica. 

Medicul mi-a scris apoi pe foaia de iesire din spital 
Ca sufar de tulburare borderline. 


Trebuie sa spun ca mi-a placut termenul. 

Am citit de multe ori acea scrisoare medicala de iesire 

Fericita de stranietatea ei 

Care desigur se datora stranietatii mele. 

0 data chiar am citit-o stand la o terasa in centra 

In micul meu oras, band bere 

Avand un aer important 

De functionar superior, sau poate profesor 

La Universitate. 


Am fost chiar un fel de soricel de laborator 
Pe care studentii la medicina isi faceau 
Practica. 


0 stare de constienta si inconstienta 
De tristete si fericire 
Toate acestea 

Incercand sa-i relatez o poveste despre Lord Jim 
Doamnei doctor 

0 carte al carai subiect nu mi-1 puteam aminti. 

Toti studentii in jural meu... 

Uitandu-se la bietul Iisus 
Care era de fapt o femeie tanara 
Curiosi, foarte curiosi... 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulcele meu. Te voi iubi mereu. 
Lord Abraxas 

Privind de sub poala padurii acum 
La ceata car invaluie orasul 

Nu pot sa nu ma gandesc ca nu exista un Dumnezeu 
Fara mila acolo sus 




Un Dumnezeu pentru care nu exista scapare. 
Ochiul lui de fier 

Inregistreaza totul cu deplina obiectivitate 
Impenetrabilitate si raceala 

Ii ete totuna daca esti un inger roz 
Sau aca arzi in cazanul cu smoala. 


Faptele conteaza pentru el. 

Fie ca sunt simple cuvinte, ganduri 
Sau fapte teribile transpuse in practica. 

Tot ce vine intru existenta 

Este supus nepasatoarei, ingrozitoarei sale 

Atrocitati. 


El nu iarta. N-are de ce sa ierte. 

Nici nu trece cu vederea 
Figura sa imobila, fara nicio grimasa 
Ar putea parea unora ca schiteaza 
Un zambet cinic. 


El este alcatuit din semne grafice si simboluri matematice 
Din membrane rosii si priviri imbile fixe 
El este nemiscarea ochilor, inclestarea gurii 
Oprirea pe loc a matelor. 

Totul este imobil aici. Totul ete incremenit. 

Dumnezeu s-a transformat intr-o masa de aer, miscata 
Cu repeziciune 

Deasupra umilelor noastre capete 
Intr-un fulger ascutit ca un junghi 

Intr-un tunet zdrobitor, zgduduitor 

In lama unui brici 

Intr-o flacara rosie-albastra 

Ce arde cu valvataie deasupra cugetelor noastre 

Ca un foe parjolitor uscat dintru inalturi.. 

Tot ce vine intru existenta 

Este supus nepasatoarei, ingrozitoarei sale 

Atrocitati. 

El nu iarta. N-are de ce sa ierte. 

Nici nu trece cu vederea 
Figura sa imobila, fara nicio grimasa 
Ar putea parea unora ca schiteaza 
Un zambet cinic. 


El este alcatuit din semne grafice si simboluri matematice 
Din membrane rosii si priviri imbile fixe 




El este nemiscarea ochilor, inclestarea gurii 
Oprirea pe loc a matelor. 

Privind de sub poala padurii acum 
La ceata care invaluie orasul 
Nu pot sa nu ma gandesc ca exista un Dumnezeu 
Fara mila colo sus 

Un Dumnezeu pentru care nu exista scapare. 
Ochiul lui de fier 

Inregistreaza totul cu deplina obiectivitate 
Impenetrabilitate si raceala 

Ii ete totuna daca esti un inger roz 
Sau un diavol rosu in cazanul cu smoala. 


Rather, the question of Spinoza’s pantheism is really going to be answered on the psychological side of things, 
with regard to the proper attitude to take toward Deus sive Natura. And however one reads the relationship 
between God and Nature in Spinoza, it is a mistake to call him a pantheist in so far as pantheism is still a kind 
of religious theism. What really distinguishes the pantheist from the atheist is that the pantheist does not reject 
as inappropriate the religious psychological attitudes demanded by theism. Rather, the pantheist simply asserts 
that God—conceived as a being before which one is to adopt an attitude of worshipful awe—is or is in Nature. 
And nothing could be further from the spirit of Spinoza’s philosophy. Spinoza does not believe that worshipful 
awe or religious reverence is an appropriate attitude to take before God or Nature. There is nothing holy or 
sacred about Nature, and it is certainly not the object of a religious experience. Instead, one should strive to 
understand God or Nature, with the kind of adequate or clear and distinct intellectual knowledge that reveals 
Nature’s most important truths and shows how everything depends essentially and existentially on higher 
natural causes. The key to discovering and experiencing God, for Spinoza, is philosophy and science, not 
religious awe and worshipful submission. The latter give rise only to superstitious behavior and subservience 
to ecclesiastic authorities; the former leads to enlightenment, freedom and true blessedness (i.e., peace of 
mind). 

Te iubesc 

This proof that God—an infinite, necessary and uncaused, indivisible being—is the only substance of the 
universe proceeds in three simple steps. First, establish that no two substances can share an attribute or essence 
(Ip5). Then, prove that there is a substance with infinite attributes (i.e., God) (Ipl 1). It follows, in conclusion, 
that the existence of that infinite substance precludes the existence of any other substance. For if there were to 
be a second substance, it would have to have some attribute or essence. But since God has all possible 
attributes, then the attribute to be possessed by this second substance would be one of the attributes already 
possessed by God. But it has already been established that no two substances can have the same attribute. 
Therefore, there can be, besides God, no such second substance. 

If God is the only substance, and (by axiom 1) whatever is, is either a substance or in a substance, then 
everything else must be in God. “Whatever is, is in God, and nothing can be or be conceived without God” 
(Ipl5). Those things that are “in” God (or, more precisely, in God’s attributes) are what Spinoza calls modes. 

As soon as this preliminary conclusion has been established, Spinoza immediately reveals the objective of his 
attack. His definition of God—condemned since his excommunication from the Jewish community as a “God 
existing in only a philosophical sense”—is meant to preclude any anthropomorphizing of the divine being. In 
the scholium to proposition fifteen, he writes against “those who feign a God, like man, consisting of a body 
and a mind, and subject to passions. But how far they wander from the true knowledge of God, is sufficiently 
established by what has already been demonstrated.” Besides being false, such an anthropomorphic conception 
of God standing as judge over us can have only deleterious effects on human freedom and activity, insofar as it 
fosters a life enslaved to hope and fear and the superstitions to which such emotions give rise. 

Te doresc. 

... In dimineata aceea de vara urcasem eu si Bujor, 



cred ca pe jos de-acasa 
Spre Rosia. 

Prin livezi, prin livada lui Tariu 

Si dadeam sa trecem cumpana de lemn 

Facuta intr-un gard 

Ce despartea o livada de alta livada. 

Ne jucam 

Ne jucam printre arbori, printre fagi 
Si culegeam frunzele de fag 
Pe care se-nchegasera fructele 
Niste mici alunite 


Din care Bujor voia sa-mi faca un colier. 
Am cules multe, amandoi 
Si Bujor mi-a facut un colier pe cinste. 
Rupeam bobitele din frunze 

Si Bujor petrecea un ac cu ata prin gaurile 
De la ambele capete. 

Si asa am incut colierul. 

Nu aveam multe podoabe in acele vremuri 


Decat margelele de sticla colorate 
Ale mamei 

Si apoi colierul lui Bujor. 

Nu aveam nevoie de multe ca sa fim fericiti 


Si copilaria e cea mai fericita varsta 
Din viata mea 

Cea in care totul era minunat 
Si-apoi, descoperisem cartile.... 


Privind in urma, fara manie 

Imi dau seama c-am avut o copilarie frumoasa 

Chiar daca nu eram niste copii 

Asa indestulati si imbuibati. 


Totul era un miracol. Iubeam natura, 
Rosia, bunicii, parintii 
Ne bucura pana la lacrimi, fara s-o stim, 
fericirea de a fi viu. 

Te iubbesc si te doresc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Lord Abraxis 

Looking under the pot of the forest now 
At the haze that envelops the phages 
I can't help but think there is no God 
No mercy up there 

A God for whom there is no escape. 

His iron eye 




It records everything with full objectivity 
Impenetrability and cold 

You're fine if you're a pink angel 
Or here you burn in the pitcher cauldron. 


Facts matter to him. 

Whether it's just words, thoughts 
Or terrible facts transposed into practice. 

Everything that comes into existence 
He is subject to his carelessness, his dread 
Atrocities. 


He does not do it again. There's no reason to forgive. 

It is not overlooked either 

His figure is immobile, without any grimaces 

It might seem to some to be sketching 

A cynical smile. 


It is made up of graphical signs and mathematical symbols 
From red membranes and fixed looks 
He is the move of his eyes, the close of his mouth 
The stillness of the viscera. 


Everything is immobile here. Everything's stuck. 

God has turned into a moving air mass 

With speed 

Above our fingertips 

In a lightning-like lightning strike 

In a crushed, shaking thunder 
In the blade of a knife 
In a red-alabaster flame 

What burns with a whirlwind above our minds 
Like a dry roaring fire overhead. 

Everything that comes into existence 
He is subject to his carelessness, his dread 
Atrocities. 

He does not do it again. There's no reason to forgive. 

It is not overlooked either 

His figure is immobile, without any grimaces 

It might seem to some to be sketching 

A cynical smile. 


It is made up of graphical signs and mathematical symbols 
From red membranes and fixed looks 
He is the move of his eyes, the close of his mouth 
The stillness of the viscera. 




Looking under the pot of the forest now 
At the haze that envelops the phages 
I can't help but think there is no God 
No mercy up there 

A God for whom there is no escape. 

His iron eye 

It records everything with full objectivity 
Impenetrability and cold 

You're fine if you're a pink angel 
Or a red devil in the pit cauldron. 

...te iubesc dulcele meu. 

Rather, the question of Spinoza’s pantheism is really going to be answered on the psychological side of things, 
with regard to the proper attitude to take toward Deus sive Natura. And however one reads the relationship 
between God and Nature in Spinoza, it is a mistake to call him a pantheist in so far as pantheism is still a kind 
of religious theism. What really distinguishes the pantheist from the atheist is that the pantheist does not reject 
as inappropriate the religious psychological attitudes demanded by theism. Rather, the pantheist simply asserts 
that God—conceived as a being before which one is to adopt an attitude of worshipful awe—is or is in Nature. 
And nothing could be further from the spirit of Spinoza’s philosophy. Spinoza does not believe that worshipful 
awe or religious reverence is an appropriate attitude to take before God or Nature. There is nothing holy or 
sacred about Nature, and it is certainly not the object of a religious experience. Instead, one should strive to 
understand God or Nature, with the kind of adequate or clear and distinct intellectual knowledge that reveals 
Nature’s most important truths and shows how everything depends essentially and existentially on higher 
natural causes. The key to discovering and experiencing God, for Spinoza, is philosophy and science, not 
religious awe and worshipful submission. The latter give rise only to superstitious behavior and subservience 
to ecclesiastic authorities; the former leads to enlightenment, freedom and true blessedness (i.e., peace of 
mind). 

Te iubesc 

This proof that God—an infinite, necessary and uncaused, indivisible being—is the only substance of the 
universe proceeds in three simple steps. First, establish that no two substances can share an attribute or essence 
(Ip5). Then, prove that there is a substance with infinite attributes (i.e., God) (Ipl 1). It follows, in conclusion, 
that the existence of that infinite substance precludes the existence of any other substance. For if there were to 
be a second substance, it would have to have some attribute or essence. But since God has all possible 
attributes, then the attribute to be possessed by this second substance would be one of the attributes already 
possessed by God. But it has already been established that no two substances can have the same attribute. 
Therefore, there can be, besides God, no such second substance. 

If God is the only substance, and (by axiom 1) whatever is, is either a substance or in a substance, then 
everything else must be in God. “Whatever is, is in God, and nothing can be or be conceived without God” 
(Ipl5). Those things that are “in” God (or, more precisely, in God’s attributes) are what Spinoza calls modes. 

As soon as this preliminary conclusion has been established, Spinoza immediately reveals the objective of his 
attack. His definition of God—condemned since his excommunication from the Jewish community as a “God 
existing in only a philosophical sense”—is meant to preclude any anthropomorphizing of the divine being. In 
the scholium to proposition fifteen, he writes against “those who feign a God, like man, consisting of a body 
and a mind, and subject to passions. But how far they wander from the true knowledge of God, is sufficiently 
established by what has already been demonstrated.” Besides being false, such an anthropomorphic conception 
of God standing as judge over us can have only deleterious effects on human freedom and activity, insofar as it 
fosters a life enslaved to hope and fear and the superstitions to which such emotions give rise. 

Te doresc. 

... In dimineata aceea de vara urcasem eu si Bujor, 
cred ca pe jos de-acasa 




Spre Rosia. 

Prin livezi, prin livada lui Tariu 

Si dadeam sa trecem cumpana de lemn 

Facuta intr-un gard 

Ce despartea o livada de alta livada. 

Ne jucam 

Ne jucam printre arbori, printre fagi 
Si culegeam frunzele de fag 
Pe care se-nchegasera fructele 
Niste mici alunite 


Din care Bujor voia sa-mi faca un colier. 
Am cules multe, amandoi 
Si Bujor mi-a facut un colier pe cinste. 
Rupeam bobitele din frunze 

Si Bujor petrecea un ac cu ata prin gaurile 
De la ambele capete. 

Si asa am incut colierul. 

Nu aveam multe podoabe in acele vremuri 


Decat margelele de sticla colorate 
Ale mamei 

Si apoi colierul lui Bujor. 

Nu aveam nevoie de multe ca sa fim fericiti 


Si copilaria e cea mai fericita varsta 
Din viata mea 

Cea in care totul era minunat 
Si-apoi, descoperisem cartile.... 


Privind in urma, fara manie 

Imi dau seama c-am avut o copilarie frumoasa 

Chiar daca nu eram niste copii 

Asa indestulati si imbuibati. 


Totul era un miracol. Iubeam natura, 
Rosia, bunicii, parintii 
Ne bucura pana la lacrimi, fara s-o stim, 
fericirea de a fi viu. 


I want you. 

... That summer morning, I and Bujor climbed, 
I think walking home 
To Rosia. 

Through orchards, through Tariu's orchard 

And we were about to pass the wooden log 
Made in a fence 




What separated an orchard from another orchard. 
We play 

We play among the trees, among the beech trees 
And I was collecting beech leaves 
On which the fruits were collected 
Some small moles 


Of which Bujor wanted to make me a necklace. 

I picked a lot, both of us 

And Bujor made me a very good necklace. 

I was breaking the buds from the leaves 

And Peony was spinning a needle through the holes 
From both ends. 

And so did the necklace. 

I didn't have many ornaments in those days 


Than the colored glass beads 
Mother's go 

And then Bujor's necklace. 

We didn't need much to be happy 


And childhood is the happiest age 
From my life 

The one where everything was wonderful 
And then, we had discovered the books. 


Looking back, without anger 
I realize I had a beautiful childhood 
Even if we were not children 
That's how you stir and soak. 


Everything was a miracle. I loved nature, 

Rosia, grandparents, parents 

We are happy to tears, without knowing it, 

the happiness of being alive. Te iubesc si te doresc, puiul meuu. 

te doresc, dulceata mea. 

Puiul meu dulce, te iubesc nespus. 

Puiul meu, Te doresc si Te iubesc nespus, Animusul meu si Aehetipul meu,doritul meu sot. 
Love story 













te iubesc. 

I kiss your arms, your shoulders 
I am falling down into the snowing of your body 
As into an emerald sea 

With the smile of oblivion on my face, of the total oblivion 

With the smile of everlasting 
Remembrance 

Te iubesc Puiul emu Carl, Tudor, Alin, Mihai, Puiul meu Dulce Andro, Victor the sun, Dragostea mea. 
Love story 


With pigeons in the hospital 

it was a beautiful story of love. This was one 

of the main reasons 

why I didn't want to leave salon no. 14. 


The window on the opposite side of the entrance 
overlooks the roof of the building, 
the cover of the hospital covered 
with a kind of pitch. 


There, on the mornings, and at noon, 
the pigeons came in search of food. 

From salon no. 15 they were given food at the beginning, 
over the roof, 

then the doves gathered to me, 
in front, and on the window sill. 


It was beautiful to see them, 

to touch them if they let me, to talk to them. 

I encouraged and loved her very much. 

There were also two or three blue ones, 

with the feather of the dual harps, 

in two colors: they were exceedingly beautiful. 


Most of them they were blue. 

There was one hit in the head, at back, dark-blue, 
black, every time I whispered a lot: 

Mother's baby, what do you care for, 

what can mother do for you, 

what happened to my darling, his mother's love? 


Then I would talk to each one separately. 

A few days later, two white pigeons appeared, 



one completely white 

and one white painted red, rusty. 

I told everyone: make slices at home, chickens of mother, 
dears of mother, look for me at home! ... 


The pigeons were too adventurous on the squash 
and didn't seem too hungry ... 
so I gave them food to the peacock, 
on the roof, under their nose. 

In general, ugly, black crows did not venture too close. 


The pigeons swarmed and fluttered away 
like rain showers. 

They would put their beaks between window 

and sill, to pick up the fallen bread 

or even enter the inner window, to eat the fallen bread. 


I ate two pieces of bread from them in the room. 

All the bread, a lot, which was overrunning, 

I gave to them. 

In one of the last ones one spontaneously 

dropped me a breakdowns beautiful, small, almost black feather, on the interior window, 
until I spoke to you. 


There was also a beautiful love story. 

I loved them 

and I love them very much... 

te iubesc, Victor,doritul si dulcele meu puisor, dragostea mea. 

te iubesc, doritul meu sot. 

Love story 

te iubesc. 

I kiss your arms, your shoulders 
I am falling down into the snowing of your body 
As into an emerald sea 

With the smile of oblivion on my face, of the total oblivion 


With the smile of everlasting 
Remembrance 













Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulcele meu. 
Lumea atroce din adancuri... 


Lumi intunecate in deriva 

In noaptea-albastra din care au purees 

Ascult al inimii eres 

Ascuns adanc ‘ntr-a pieptului ogiva. 


umbre se prelinsera 

pe chipul scalciat de spasme si de maladii 
umbre plecate dintre morti 
pe calea celor vii 

ca aripi mari, intrebatoare de pescarusi in asfintit 
i-atinsera obrazul in tacut sarut. 


hidoase umbre negre 
se scursera pe chipul lui palid si livid 
in care moartea isi sapa drum obsesiv 
si-o flamura de indicibile dureri 
izvoral isi aflau pe fruntea lui 
boltita 

prins intre umbrele lui azi si ieri 

in care moartea isi sapa a ei nemuritoare 
cripta. 


prins intre azi si ieri, intre atunci si-acum 
intre acolo si dincoace 

un metafizic gand dadea incet tarcoale trupului lui 
din oase si din oale 
eliberandu-1 din trista carapace 

si teasta lui parea deschisa 
lumii de dincoace 

in care sufletul gasi o cale 
sa zboare dincolo de nemiloase 
armuri de piatra si de zale 


lasand caverna pieptului deschisa 
lumii atroce din adancuri 
in care intr-un stol funebru ganduri 
de dincolo 






dadeau incet tarcoale. 


cu ochii deschisi peste rasarit 
cu spume atamand de buza lui botita 
lasa cadavrul lumii de acum 
zacand in cimitir de trupuri si de vieti 


si sufletul zbura spre lumi imaginare 
sub raza selenara a eternei 
dimineti. 


Ma privesc descumpanita in oglinda. 

Un cap saten cu blonde bucle 

imi apare... Aceasta nu sunt eu, eu sunt oare?... 

Aceasta nu pot fi eu, cacu sufletu-mi ma doare... 

Aceasta nu sunt eu, eu sunt oare?. 

Aceeasi din nebunestile-mi vise departate in timp... 
Aceeasi dintr-un primavaratic anotimp 
Agatat ca ramuri verzi de vase in grinda. 


Doi ochi caprui, tristi si furibunzi 
ma pivesc din oglinda reprobator... 

Buzele, rosii, pline, se stramba intr-o grimasa 
Abia ce am venit de acasa.. 

Prada unor intunecate si nevolnice vise, ce imi vorbeau 
despre-un omor.... 


Prada unui acces de furie subit 

Sparg oglinda cu pumnii, cu palmele... apele onglinzii se stramba. 
Nu, nu vreau sa ma vad in oglinda... 

Demonul din argintatele-i ape, cu ura si cruzime 
Sa ma prinda... 


In mine gem toti demonii strambati din oglinda... 

Nu, nu vreau sa ma vad in oglinda... 

Demonul din argintatele-i ape, cu ura si cruzime 
sa ma prinda... 

apele imi intorc chipul pe care nu vreau sa-1 privesc 
nu pot sa-1 privesc... 

din mine valuri de cruzime si de ura cresc... 

Sparg oglinda cu pumnii, cu palmele... apele onglinzii se stramba. 





Nu, nu vreau sa ma vad in oglinda... 

Demonul din argintatele-i ape, cu ura si cruzime 
Sa ma prinda... 


Din oglinzi strambate un chip de fata ma priveste stramb 
Sunt eu aceeasi, dintr-un alt anotimp... 

Nu-mi pot suporta chipul, privirea 

Un ochi si-a sapat o carare pe strambele-i ape 

Un altul si-a sapat un alt drum.... 


Prada unui acces de furie subit 

Sparg oglinda cu pumnii, cu palmele... apele onglinzii se stramba. 
Nu, nu vreau sa ma vad in oglinda... 

Demonul din argintatele-i ape, cu ura si cruzime 
sa ma prinda... 

apele imiintorc chipul pe care nu vreau sa-1 privesc 
nu pot sa-1 privesc... 

din mine valuri de cruzime si de ura cresc... 

Din oglinzi strambate un chip sfios de fata 
ma priveste stramb 

Sunt eu aceeasi, dintr-un alt anotimp... 

Eu nu sunt frumoasa, nu pot sa ma mint 

Un chip de fata, don ape strambe, argintate, ma priveste stramb... 


Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 




Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din niilioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 


I love you, Victor, my sweet. 

The atrocious world in the depths ... 


Dark drifting worlds 

On the blue night from which they were pursuing 

I listen to the heart you are 

Hidden deep in the chest of the nose. 


shadows had flared 

on the ragged face of spasms and diseases 
shadows left by the dead 
on the path of the living 

like large, questioning wings of seagulls at dusk 
They had touched his cheek in silent kiss. 


hideous black shadow 

they flowed on his pale, livid face 

in which death digs its way obsessively 

and a flame of unspeakable pain 

the fountain was on his forehead 

vaulted 

caught between his shadows today and yesterday 

in which death digs her immortal 
crypt. 


caught between today and yesterday, between then and now 
between there and there 

a metaphysical thought was slowly giving way to his body 

from bones and pots 

releasing him from the sad shell 

and his head seemed open 
the world from here 


in which the soul found a way 
to fly beyond ruthless 
stone and chain armor 





leaving the chest cavern open 
the atrocious world from the deep 
in which in a funeral flock thoughts 
from beyond 

they were slowly wandering. 


with his eyes wide open 

with foam hanging from his bruised lip 

left the body of the world now 

lying in the graveyard of bodies and lives 


and the soul flies to imaginary worlds 
below the selenium radius of eternity 
mornings. 


I look at her confused in the mirror. 

A brown head with blonde curls 
it appears to me ... This is not me, am I? 

This cannot be me, because my soul hurts ... 

This is not me, am I? 

The same of my crazy dreams far back in time ... 

The same from a spring season 

Hanging like green branches of mistletoe in the beam. 


Two brown eyes, sad and furious 
I look in the mirror disapproving ... 

Lips, red, full, "he croaked in a grimace 
I just came home. 

Prey for dark and ungodly dreams, what they were talking about 
about a murder. 


Prey of sudden anger 

I smash the mirror with my fists, my palms... the waters of the mirror crumble. 
No, I don't want to see myself in the mirror ... 

The demon in the silvery waters, with hatred and cruelty 
To get me ... 


In me I groan all the wicked demons in the mirror ... 

No, I don't want to see myself in the mirror ... 

The demon in the silvery waters, with hatred and cruelty 





to catch me ... 


the waters turn my face that I do not want to look at 
I can't look at him ... 

waves of cruelty and hatred grow in me ... 

I smash the mirror with my fists, my palms... the waters of the mirror crumble 
No, I don't want to see myself in the mirror ... 

The demon in the silvery waters, with hatred and cruelty 
To get me ... 


From a mirrored face a face of a girl looks at me crooked 
I'm the same, from another season ... 

I can't stand my face, my gaze 

One eye dug a path on its crooked waters 

Another one I took another road. 


Prey of sudden anger 

I smash the mirror with my fists, my palms... the waters of the mirror crumble 
No, I don't want to see myself in the mirror ... 

The demon in the silvery waters, with hatred and cruelty 
to catch me ... 

the waters return the face that I do not want to look at 
I can't look at him ... 

waves of cruelty and hatred grow in me ... 

Out of the mirrors a crooked face of a girl 

he looks at me crooked 

I'm the same, from another season ... 

I'm not beautiful, I can't lie 

A face of a shy girl, from the crooked, silver waters, looks at me crooked ... 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 
I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 



dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the template iubesc, Victor, Dragostea mea, Puiul meu. 

Lumea dontr-un bob de roua... 

Te iubesc Tudor-Andrei,Puiul meu. 

Aceasta intamplare s-a petrecut 
cu multi ani in urma. 

Eram copil, poate tanara, la liceu, sau cum inclin sa cred acum 
La facultate. 


Eram la usa grajdului vitelor, intr-o vara frumoasa, aurie. 
Stateam afara, si priveam inauntru. 

Lumina galbena se cernea prin micul geamlac de-afara 
Inauntru,intra de asemenea prin mica usita 
De afara. 

Intru. Liniste si pace. Lumina se cernea ireal 
si era o oaza de umbra si racoare 
langa staulul vitelor. 

Firisoare de praf minuscule infinitezimale pluteau 
In razele de lumina 

Ca niste hum microscopice in miniatura... 

O lume a colbului a prafului, si a gazelor - 
Aduse de la milioane de ani departare - cand raza ei abia acum 
Luci vederii noastre.... 


Te oiubesc dulceaa emea. 

Fan. In iesle. Langa staulul vitelor 

Plutea o plasa vere de racoare, o liniste asurzitoare... 

Lumina galbena se cernea prin micul geamlac de-afara 
Inauntru,intra de asemenea prin mica usita 
Inuntru. 

Intru. Liniste si pace. Lumina se cernea ireal 
si era o oaza de umbra si racoare 
langa staulul vitelor. 

Firisoare de praf minuscule infinitezimale pluteau 
In razele de lumina 

Ca niste hum microscopice in miniatura... 

O lume a colbului a prafului, si a gazelor - o lume mistica, a lu Dumnezeu 



si a amicilor sai ingeri inaripati.... 


meditand la frumusetea razelor, a colbului, a linistei si pacii 
eram trasa int-un tunel atemporal - intr-o lume 
in care se petreceau minuni, o lume atemporala - unde Timpul 
incetase sa existe... 

o lume onirica, a miraclului, a visului, deschis in pieptul Realitatii 
o lume a Sarmanului Dionis... 

”Nu exista nici timp, nici spatiu, isi spuse el, ele sunt numai in sufletul nostra.” Aceasta inseamna ca lumea 
impreuna cu toate manifestarile ei este o reflectare sensibila, subiectiva a constiintei noastre si noi avem 
puterea sa modificam toate evenimentele si lucrurile exterioare. Omul, prin esenta sa, este atotputernic, 
deoarece poarta in sine o scanteie dumnezeiasca, imaginea divina a sufletului: ” ...si tot astfel, daca inchid un 
ochi vad mana mea mai mica decat cu amandoi. De as avea trei ochi as vedea-o si mai mare, si cu cat mai 
multi ochi as avea cu atata lucrurile toate dimprejurul meu ar parea mai mari. Cu toate astea, nascut cu mii de 
ochi, in mijlocul unor aratari colosale, ele toate in raport cu mine, pastrandu-si proportiunea, nu mi-ar parea 
nici mai mari, nici mai mici de cum imi par azi. Sa ne-nchipuim lumea redusa la dimensiunile unui glonte, si 
toate celea din ea scazute in analogie, locuitorii acestei lumi, presupuindu-i dotati cu organele noastre, ar 
pricepe toate celea absolut in felul si in proportiunile in care le pricepem noi. Sa ne-o inchipuim, caeteris 
paribus (cu alte cuvinte, la fel n.a.), inmiit de mare — acelasi lucru. Cu proportiuni neschimbate — o lume 
inmiit de mare si alta inmiit de mica ar fi pentru noi tot atat de mare. Si obiectele ce le vad, privite c-un ochi, 
sunt mai mici; cu amandoi — mai mari; cat de mari sunt ele absolut? Cine stie daca nu traim intr-o lume 
microscopica si numai faptura ochilor nostri ne face s-o vedem in marimea in care o vedem? Cine stie daca nu 
vede fiecare din oameni toate celea intr-alt fel, si nu aude fiecare sunet intr-alt fel — si numai limba, numirea 
intr-un fel a unui obiect ce unul il vede asa, altul altfel, ii uneste in intelegere. — Limba? — Nu. Poate fiecare 
vorba suna diferit in urechile diferitilor oameni — numai individul, acelasi ramaind, o aude intr-un fel. Si, intr- 
un spatiu inchipuit ca fara margini, nu este o bucata a lui, oricat de mare si oricat de mica ar fi, numai o 
picatura in raport cu nemarginirea? Asemenea, in eternitatea fara margini nu este orice bucata de timp, oricat 
de mare sau oricat de mica, numai o clipa suspendata? Si iata cum. Presupuind lumea redusa la un bob de roua 
si raporturile de timp, la o picatura de vreme, secolii din istoria acestei lumi microscopice ar fi clipite, si in 
aceste clipite oamenii ar lucra tot atata si ar cugeta tot atata ca in evii nostri — evii lor pentru ei ar fi tot atat de 
lungi ca pentru noi ai nostri. In ce nefinire microscopica s-ar pierde milioanele de infuzorii (mici animale, 
invizibile ochiului liber, care se dezvolta in lichide: microorganisme) ale acelor cercetatori, in ce infinire de 
timp clipa de bucurie — si toate acestea, toate, ar fi — tot astfel ca si azi. 

...In fapta lumea-i visul sufletului nostra. Nu exista nici timp, nici spatiu — ele sunt numai in sufletul nostra. 
Trecut si viitor e in sufletul meu, ca padurea intr-un sambure de ghinda, si infinitul asemenea, ca reflectarea 
cerului instelat intr-un strop de roua. Daca am afla misterul prin care sa ne punem in legatura cu aceste doua 
ordini de lucrari care sunt ascunse in noi, mister pe care 1-au posedat poate magii egipteni si asirieni, atuncea in 
adancurile sufletului coborandu-ne, am putea trai aievea in trecut si am putea locui lumea stelelor si a soarelui. 
Pacat ca stiinta necromantiei si aceea a astrologiei s-au pierdut — cine stie cate mistere ne-ar fi descoperit in 
aceasta privinta! Daca lumea este un vis — de ce n-am putea sa coordonam sirul fenomenelor sale cum voim 
noi? Nu e adevarat ca exista un trecut — consecutivitatea e in cugetarea noastra — cauzele fenomenelor, 
consecutive pentru noi, aceleasi intotdeauna, exista si lucreaza simultan. Sa traiesc in vremea lui Mircea cel 
Mare sau a lui Alexandra cel Bun — este oare absolut imposibil? Un punct matematic se pierde-n 
nemarginirea dispozitiunii lui, o clipa de timp in impartibilitatea sa infinitezimala, care nu inceteaza in veci. In 
aceste atome de spatiu si timp, cat infinit! Dac-as putea si eu sa ma pierd in infinitatea sufletului meu pan' in 
acea faza a emanatiunii lui care se numeste epoca lui Alexandra cel Bun de exemplu... si cu toate acestea... ” 

Te iubesc, dulcisor scump.te doresc, uiul meu. Sotulleu iubit. 

he world of dew 


This happened 



many years ago. 

I was a kid, maybe young, in high school, or how I tend to believe now 
At college. 


I was at the door of the cattle bam, in a beautiful, golden summer. 

I was sitting outside, and I was looking inside. 

The yellow light sifted through the little window outside 
Inside, he also entered through the little door 
From outside. 

Enter. Quiet and peace. The light sifted unreally 
and it was an oasis of shade and coolness 
near the cattle barn. 

Infinite tiny miniature dust rifles floated 
In the rays of light 

Like miniature microscopic worlds ... 

A world of dust mackerel and geese - 

Brought from millions of years away - when its radius is only now 
Lights of our sight.... 


I love you sweet lady. 

Hay. In the alleys. Near the cattle bam 
A cool net floated, a deafening silence. 

The yellow light sifted through the little window outside 
Inside, he also entered through the little door 
To come in. 

Enter. Quiet and peace. The light sifted unreally 
and it was an oasis of shade and coolness 
near the cattle bam. 

Infinite tiny miniature dust rifles floated 
In the rays of light 

Like miniature microscopic worlds ... 

A world of the pigeon of dust and geese - a mystical world, of God 
and his winged angel friends ... 

meditating on the beauty of the rays, the dove, the peace and peace 
I was drawn into a timeless tunnel - into a world 
in which miracles occurred, a timeless world - where Time 
it had ceased to exist... 

a dreamlike world, of the miracle, of the dream, open in the chest of Reality 
a world of poor Dionysus ... 

"There is neither time nor space," he said, "they are only in our soul." This means that the world with all its 
manifestations is a sensitive, subjective reflection of our consciousness and we have the power to change all 
external events and things. . Man, by its very essence, is omnipotent, because it carries in it a divine spark, the 
divine image of the soul: "... and yet, if I close an eye, I see my hand lower than with both. If I had three eyes I 
would see her even bigger, and the more eyes I had with all the things around me, the bigger it would seem. 



However, bom with thousands of eyes, amidst colossal looks, they all in relation to me, keeping their 
proportion, would not seem to me bigger or smaller than they seem to me today. To imagine the world reduced 
to the size of a bullet, and all that is low in analogy, the inhabitants of this world, supposing them equipped 
with our organs, would understand all that absolutely in the way and in the proportions in which we understand 
them. Let's imagine, caeteris paribus (in other words, the same n.a.), surrounded by the sea - the same thing. 
With unchanged proportions - a world bounded by the sea and another bounded by the small would be so great 
for us. And the objects I see, viewed with one eye, are smaller; with both - larger; how big are they absolutely? 
Who knows if we do not live in a microscopic world and only the opening of our eyes makes us see it in the 
size we see it? Who knows if they do not see each and every one of them in a different way, and do not hear 
each and every sound in another way - and only the language, the naming in one way of an object that one sees 
it that way, another otherwise, unites them in the understanding . - Language? - Not. Maybe every word sounds 
different in the ears of different people - only the individual, the same remaining, hears it in a way. And, in a 
space conceived as without borders, is not a piece of it, no matter how big and how small it is, just a drop in 
relation to the boundless? Also, in eternity without borders, is not every piece of time, however big or small, 
just a moment suspended? And here's how. Assuming the world reduced to a dewhead and the time ratios, at a 
drop of time, the centuries in the history of this microscopic world would have blinked, and in these blinkers 
people would work as hard and think as much as in our swarms - their swarms for them it would be as long as 
ours. In what microscopic infinity would the millions of infusers (small animals, invisible to the free eye, 
which develop in liquids: microorganisms) of those researchers be lost, in what infinite amount of time the joy 
- and yet, all, would be - all like today. ... In fact, the world is the dream of our soul. There is neither time nor 
space - they are only in our soul. Past and future is in my soul, like the forest in an acorn-tree, and the infinity 
as well, as the reflection of the starry sky in a dew. If we were to find out the mystery by which we could relate 
to these two orders of things that are hidden in us, a mystery that maybe the Egyptian and Assyrian magicians 
possessed, it was in the depths of the soul descending, we could live in the past and we could inhabit the world 
of stars and the sun. Too bad the science of necromancy and that of astrology have been lost - who knows how 
many mysteries we would have discovered in this regard! If the world is a dream - why couldn't we coordinate 
the range of its phenomena how we want it? It is not true that there is a past - the consecutiveness is in our 
thinking - the causes of the phenomena, consecutive for us, always the same, exist and work simultaneously. 

To live in the time of Mircea cel Mare or Alexandra cel Bun - is it absolutely impossible? A mathematical 
point is lost in the boundlessness of its disposition, a moment in its infinitesimal impartability, which does not 
cease forever. In these atoms of space and time, how infinite! If I could lose myself in the infinity of my soul 
until that phase of his emancipation, which is called the epoch of Alexander the Good for example ... and yet... 
" Te iubesc, Te doresc, dulcisor dorit. 

The sidereal light of the stars ... 

That night Vali called me late. 

I replied, happy, trying to delve into his words on the phone 
which were very weak. 

Vali, do you know that I wrote a poem, A banal night? 

Yes? ... he told me, vaguely, as if away ... 

Tell me, please, dear Lia 
Read it. 

I read it. 

Lamentation is the one-body body 
and wax drops are his tears ... 
in me it opens and closes in a gates, creaking 
between renunciations and temptations ... 

I held the tears of heaven in my hands 

and I slept with them in bed, in the bed of our desires. 

My lips cannot embrace the landscape 



Made from millions of kali-yuga 
With the star attached to the temple 

I can not cover your lips, over which was left the bitter kiss of forgetfulness 
Sieved in the hourglass. 

I cannot encompass your body, indefinable, vague, distant 
Above which the ashes of past reunions were left... 

I can't cover your clay body 

In a disturbance, full of tears, ineffable kiss ... 

It's indefinable, vague, distant 

Over them the sand of time, sifted in the hourglass 

Slowly and painfully he left... 

In the bed of our desires we are naked 

As if silent, as if troubled ... sick of desire, passionate 

I feel his heartbeat, infinite, silent, distant 

In the bed of our desires 

Where naked, sick of love, we slept. 


My soul is sad 

The pain of the past, the silence of the kiss 

The tears of the sky that left over the sparkling beach of the body 

From the loud rumble, it sounds like sleep 

Of the clay of your body, hot, empty 

Removed 

Above that the silence of the past, sifted from the hourglass 
Slowly and painfully he left. 


I held the tears of heaven in my hands 

and I slept with them in bed, in the bed of our desires. 

My lips cannot embrace the landscape 
Made from thousands and millions of kali-yuga 
With the star attached to the temple 

Not a whip encompasses the lips, over which the bitter kiss of oblivion was 
Sieved in the hourglass. 

Maybe candle is the body of a poem 
and his wax drops are his tears ...? 
in me it opens and closes in a gates, creaking 
between renunciations and temptations ... 


It's beautiful whispered Vali slowly ... 

Did you write it? ... 

Yeah, me, I whispered in a voice full of emotion. 


That night we had a hard time 




After many vague inaudible, indefinite, distant phones ... 
Vali is holding my hand ... 

Then come with me and buy a bottle of brandy. 


We're heading right I don't know exactly where ... 

It's a friend's apartment... 

It gives me Vali clarification. 

Enter. It's dark in the corridor. 

The apartment is under construction, with green velvet blankets covering the cabinets 
The bed.. 

An air of desolation and abandonment 
We sit on the bed, undress our clothes. 

Vali pours a glass of brandy. 


Get up, Lia to see you better. 

I stand up. The pants tight on the legs, are lycra, slightly flared 
Lacquered leather sandals with targets 
Closed in front 

Red blouse, cotton and on the neck ... 

Vali looked at me. 

You are very beautiful, Lia .... I did not know how beautiful breasts are ... 
and the sandals are beautiful. 

I sit on the bed. We kiss, just sketched, clumsily. 

Vali brings my hand down and closes my eyes ... 

Then, waking up from a long sleep, he asks me: Lia, what time is it 
Ten without 20. 

It's too late, he said. 

I do not want to create problems for you .... 

Go... 

Vali closes the door with the key and we go out into the darkened gang 
Then outside, in the cold, hot light of the stars 
Glittering away ... intermittently ... 


Te iubesc si te Doresc Dulcele meu Mihai, Tudor, Andrei, Alin, Carl, Puisorul meu. Puiul meu Victor The sun, 
te doresc si te iubesc nespus. 

Te oiubec, Victor, Pouiul meu. 


Victor, Puiul meu, Te iubesc, puiul meu drag, 
magnolia violet 

astazi ma simt foarte obosita 
azi-dumineata am avut un vis erotic 



cam ciudat... 

mestecam intruna guma... 

guma mi se-ncleiase pe dinti 
ce pacat... era femeie sau barbat?... 


decorul era-necat in clarobscur 
o luasem intruna in cur 
si degetele se-afundau in orhidee 
intr-un du-te vino pe umeda alee. 


era un nimeni, un ciudat 
dar eu stateam cu el in pat. 
se masturba se mangaia ma mangaia 
si linistea in jur ne era grea. 


aveam un trup ca de pastaie 
si el se mangaia pe coaie 
umflate ca doua ascunse prune 
iesite la carti sau la rune. 


trecut bezmetic ascuns in cerneala 
tree ganditor pe vestede alei - 
si vestede frunze cad in uscata toropeala 
pe-ascutiti umerii mei. 

sunete indepartate de nave ancorand 
in port, scrasnit cam ruginit 
de vestede meduze 

trecutul imi ofera scuze 
iesit din trupul sau de mort. 


dar eu cu el nu ma mai cert 
trecand prin pare prin violeta ploaie 
acolo unde magnolia roz se indoaie 
si-mi mangaie trupul inert. 

Victor, Puiul meu, Dulceata mea, puiul meu dulce, te doresc si te iubesc, dragostea mea. 
The violet magnolia 

Today I feel very tired... 

This morning I had an erotic dream 
so strange 

I was chewing invariably chewing gum 

the gum has attached by my teeth 
what a shame... was it a woman 
or a man?... 

the background was drowned in clearly obscure 
I had her in my ass continuously 








and fingers were sinking in the orchid 
devastating the poor moist alley. 


it was nobody, a stranger... 
but I was staying with him in my bed 
In a strange, rarefied atmosphere 
he was caressing me lascivious 
and the silence around us was heavy 
likewise a dark, tough night. 


I had a body like an amphor 
And he was caressing himself on his balls 
Swollen like two hidden plums 
Coming out on cards or runes. 

batty, strange past hidden in the ink 
I pass thoughtful on wilted alleys 
and sear leaves are falling in dry apathy 
On my sharp young shoulders. 

Distant sounds of naves anchoring in the harbor 
Grumbled a little rusty jellyfish 
The past is offering me excuses 
come out from its dead extended body. 

But I with him I don't quarrel anymore - 
passing through the park 
through the violet rain... 

there where the rosy magnolia is bending itself 
and softly is caressing my body inert. 

Te iubesc,Victor-Tudor, Te doresc, Dragostea mea, Puiul meu. 


Magnoliile cadeau... 

Te iubesc Victor, Puiul meu Dulce. 

Vewneam tacut pe drum, in clipa aceasta de scrum 
Intarziam ieri 
Pe coridoarele memoriei 
Dintr-un viitor incert 

Magnoliile cadeau, dintr-un cer galbui, roz-pal 
so-mi mangaiau trupul inert. 

Sopteam cuvinte de dragoste 
In geamul aburit 

De ploile ce au spalat tinuturile sufletului 
Peste-un actor straniu, iubit... 


Muscatele se priveau tacute, febrile in feresti 
Cu fete zabitoare... 

Eu ma-ntrebam unde esti.... 





...Apaream si dispaream 

In mica piateta cu dale pietruite, imbucate 

Apareau si dispareai... 

Toitul respra un aer de gri si cenisa 
Parca eraum pe un alt taram htonic, subterean 
Parca paseam intruu vis 
Eram si nu eram... 

...Apaream si dispaream 

In mica piateta cu dale pietruite, imbucate 

Apareau si dispareai... 

Toitul respra un aer de roze si cenusa 
Un aer scoborat dintr-un alt taram.. 


My face in the rain 

(erau trandafirii aceia roz) 

Era o biserica inalta 
In stil gotic 

De rit catolic, in mica piateta pietruita. 


Facusem o escala acolo 
In drum spre casa. 


clopotele bateau cu un sunet grav 
vibrant 

reverberat in imprejurimile 

care parca respirau aerul de sarbatoare. 

Era o nunta. 

Nunta mea desigur. 

Ajunsesem pana la ora 7 seara acasa 
Ajunsesem la timp 

Tocmai la timp pentru a intra in camara 

Nuntii 

Cu Florin 

Enigmaticul meu iubit. 


Clopotele bateau 

Era nunta cosmica dintre Florin si Lia 
Nunta mirelui ceresc si a fecioarei 
htonice 

Purtand mirul in cadelnita. 




era aerul acela 

intre galben si gri, intre portocaliu si cenusa 
intre soare si umbra 

erau trandafirii aceia roz 
si muscatele rosii, galbene, roz, portocalii 
ce atarnau de pervazurile ferestrelor 
flori curgatoare 

pe fruntea miresei, imbracate in alb. 


Era mult suprarealism acolo 
in acea piateta, si biserica era nespus 
de frumoasa 

clopotele bateau 

cu glasul lor armonios, grav, melodic 


totul avea un aer vag de neterminat. 
destin si pura intamplare 
istoricitate si iesire din timp. 

Treceam pe langa propria mea nunta 
Eram si nu eram acolo 
Apaream si dispaream, apareai si 
dispareai 


Eram in Ceriale 

In toamna aceea luminoasa, blanda, aurie 
La tarmul Marii Ligurice 

In care amanuntele bizare ale unei 
Lumi paralele 
Ma tulburasera atat de mult 
Incat hotarasem sa plec la Milano. 


nu era tren la ora aceea in micul orasel 
linistit 

parca uitat de lume. 





tree and pe langa mica gara 
inecata in liniste 

cu geamurile ei fumurii si cercevelele 
verzi 

am auzit batand clopotele. 

Dar nu am zarit nicio biserica imprejur. 
Era un miros de floare 
si de primavara 

pomii, mirifici, erau infloriti... 


nelinistita, am intrebat o doamna 
ce trecea pe mica straduta 
inecata in soarele alb al amiezii: 

< nu va suparati doamna, ce zi este astazi?...> 

<astazi este sambata.. .> 


de atunci confund anotimpurile. 
Toamna cu primavara 
si mi se pare mereu... 

.ca clopotele bat pentru mine. 


Victor, sotul meu dorit 
T e doresc te iubesc dulceata mea 
iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

Nu pot cuprinde peisajul... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface in cenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu care dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 






Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din niilioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din niilioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

I can not cover the landscape ... 

Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything turns into ashes 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with which God sees the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 

Trying to recover from solitude 
From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 



Surrounded by snow. 


My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything becomes crooked 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with a god looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 
te iubesc. 


Magnoliile cadeau... 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Dulcisorul meu. 

Vewneam tacut pe drum, in clipa aceasta de scrum 
Intarziam ieri 
Pe coridoarele memoriei 
Dintr-un viitor incert 

Magnoliile cadeau, dintr-un cer galbui, roz-pal 
so-mi mangaiau trupul inert. 

Sopteam cuvinte de dragoste 
In geamul aburit 

De ploile ce au spalat tinuturile sufletului 
Peste-un actor straniu, iubit... 


Muscatele se priveau tacute, febrile in feresti 
Cu fete zabitoare... 

Eu ma-ntrebam unde esti.... 

...Apaream si dispaream 

In mica piateta cu dale pietruite, imbucate 

Apareau si dispareai... 

Toitul respra un aer de gri si cenisa 




Parca eraum pe un alt taram htonic, subterean 
Parca paseam intruu vis 
Eram si nu eram... 

...Apaream si dispaream 

In mica piateta cu dale pietruite, imbucate 

Apareau si dispareai... 

Toitul respra un aer de roze si cenusa 
Un aer scoborat dintr-un alt taram.. 


My face in the rain 

(erau trandafirii aceia roz) 

Era o biserica inalta 
In stil gotic 

De rit catolic, in mica piateta pietruita. 


Facusem o escala acolo 
In drum spre casa. 


clopotele bateau cu un sunet grav 
vibrant 

reverberat in imprejurimile 

care parca respirau aerul de sarbatoare. 

Era o nunta. 

Nunta mea desigur. 

Ajunsesem pana la ora 7 seara acasa 
Ajunsesem la timp 

Tocmai la timp pentru a intra in camara 

Nuntii 

Cu Florin 

Enigmaticul meu iubit. 


Clopotele bateau 

Era nunta cosmica dintre Florin si Lia 
Nunta mirelui ceresc si a fecioarei 
htonice 

Purtand mirul in cadelnita. 


era aerul aceia 

intre galben si gri, intre portocaliu si cenusa 





intre soare si umbra 


erau trandafirii aceia roz 
si muscatele rosii, galbene, roz, portocalii 
ce atarnau de pervazurile ferestrelor 
flori curgatoare 

pe fruntea miresei, imbracate in alb. 


Era mult suprarealism acolo 
in acea piateta, si biserica era nespus 
de frumoasa 

clopotele bateau 

cu glasul lor armonios, grav, melodic 


totul avea un aer vag de neterminat. 
destin si pura intamplare 
istoricitate si iesire din timp. 

Treceam pe langa propria mea nunta 
Eram si nu eram acolo 
Apaream si dispaream, apareai si 
dispareai 


Eram in Ceriale 

In toamna aceea luminoasa, blanda, aurie 
La tarmul Marii Ligurice 

In care amanuntele bizare ale unei 
Lumi paralele 
Ma tulburasera atat de mult 
Incat hotarasem sa plec la Milano. 


nu era tren la ora aceea in micul orasel 
linistit 

parca uitat de lume. 


tree and pe langa mica gara 
inecata in liniste 

cu geamurile ei fumurii si cercevelele 


verzi 




am auzit batand clopotele. 


Dar nu am zarit nicio biserica imprejur. 
Era un miros de floare 
si de primavara 

pomii, mirifici, erau infloriti... 


nelinistita, am intrebat o doamna 
ce trecea pe mica straduta 
inecata in soarele alb al amiezii: 

< nu va suparati doamna, ce zi este astazi?...> 

<astazi este sambata.. .> 


de atunci confund anotimpurile. 
Toamna cu primavara 
si mi se pare mereu... 

.ca clopotele bat pentru mine. 


Victor, sotul meu dorit 
T e doresc te iubesc dulceata mea 
iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

Nu pot cuprinde peisajul... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface in cenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu care dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 






Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

I can not cover the landscape ... 

Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything turns into ashes 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with which God sees the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 

Trying to recover from solitude 
From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 



Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep reveries and dreams 
With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything becomes crooked 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with a god looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 
te iubesc. 

Preached Mother and ever-Virgo 

Preached Mother and ever-Virgo, I fully acknowledge You and identify with You, Preached Virgin Mary, 
though I am but a sinful and helpless soul. Defend us, save us, and love us for Your great mercy, let our word 
to Jesus God, Your Son, be your everlasting shield and shelter, casemate and forgiveness, ferocious and 
defensive guard, Mother of our Good Emperor. It allows us to spend our sleep in peace, not to deceive our 
soul, to love it with the strongest and most burning love and from now on. Thou hast mercy on all the souls of 
the fallen, Thou makest them the good way, in the army of the Lord, and make them partakers of victory. 
Helps, defends and protects, as a good healer and protector, quickly, all the children and young people of this 
generation, as well as the elderly, who need shelter for strengthening, health, protection, salvation. So God 
help us. Glory to you, Mary, glory to you. Amen. 

Prayer of Natalia Galapin 
12.07.2019, 1.11 

Mama 

Astazi am stat afara, am admirat natura 
Acest urias organism verde si viu. 

Numai cine a stat in celula unei inchisori 
Multi ani, fara sa iasa afara 

E fermecat de frumusetea fara seaman, de neinchipuit a Naturi. 


Nu este Maya. 

Ea este deplina si bine-indreptatita Realitate 
Ea este miezul Lumiisiesenta Universului. 


Stan cu talpile pe treytele de gresie, ami urmaream taal 



Cum u=spala curtea de beton fin 
Cu furtunul si apoi uda gradina. 


0 fericire de neinchipuit ma cuprinse 
Privind perdeaua de stropi ce e inalta in aer 
Briza calda, sarata a Austrului de toamna. 

Uminditata plutea in aer 

Ca o racoare sarata, pparfumata si binefacatoare. 
Ramurile, frunzulitele din arbustul bogat, plin 
A1 Mainii Maicii Domnului 
Se miscau ca purtate de un vant celest. 


Ma simteam un copil, un copil atat de batran 
Privindu-mi Tatal cum uda curtea si gradina. 

Pe bancuta, cu tapile goale, 

Priveam cu ochii inchisi soarele. 

Un rosu deschis, intens, imi navali in obraji, in ochi 
In toata faptura 

Ca o mare de lumina, de dragoste, de puritate. 


Merg clatinindu-ma prin sanul Naturii 

Coapcii, pe jumaate golasi 

Se clatinau de un Vant celest 

Vantul celest le patrundea toata fiinta, tulburandu-i 

Miscandu-i. 


Cerul albastru, un albastruOgru, limpede 
Se profila deasupra capului meu 
Ca o uriasa chemare din Inaltimi. 

Ca o nostalgie a unei Fiinte superoare 

Ce priveste cu tristete, cu Dragostenesfarsita pamantul. 


Amintrat pe portita in Gradina Mamei. 

Palcul de gherbere, de crizanteme se prifila aproape 
In mijlocul Gradinii de zarzavat 
Acum golita de roade. 

m-am indreptat spre ele. 

Sunt o garoafa verde? Galbena? Lamaie? 

O papadie, un zbor de flutur mic? 

Un sfant modest cu flori la palarie 
Trecand prin lume desert 
ca un pustnic?.... 




Am aes, cu grija, meditand, doua flori mov, 
Unamai deschis, alta mai inchis 
Doua flori violet spre rosu, cu puisori 
0 floare alb. 


Le due Mamei. 


Fericita, tree inconstient prin Sanul Naturii 

Coapcii, pe jumaate golasi 

Se clatinau de un Vant celest 

Vantul celest le patrundea toata fiinta, tulburandu-i 

Miscandu-i. 


Cerul albastru, un albastruOgru, limpede 
Se profila deasupra capului meu 
Ca o uriasa chemare din Inaltimi. 

Ca o nostalgie a unei Fiinte superoare 

Ce priveste cu tristete, cu Dragostenesfarsita pamantul 


Mama nu este. 


mi-e dor de mama. 

0 caut prin camerele goale ale casei pe Mama. 
Mama este la Biserica. 


Sera ii intind ilorile, intr-un gest copilaresc 
In curtea din beton. 

Mama imi intindela randul eirifele 
Pe care le-a adunat pentru mine. 

Sunt curate. 

Cu fata ei rotunda, cu chipul i rotund, fara varsta 
Copilaresc 

Mama imi ia din mana florile 
Intinse scolareste. 

Mama zambeste larg, fericita, din toata Fiinta, inonstient 
Cu chpul ei rotund, bucalat, de Copil mare. 

Maa simt ca un vierme in fata ei 

Valtorit intr-o parte si-n alta, de Vantul celest, necrutator 
De Briza serii. 


Mama se ridica binisor 
Si se aseza pe mormant. 




Priveste buruienile care au crescut intre timp, 
Asculta ciorile. 

Vede crucile cum stau sa se darame, 

Observa morminte noi si alte crapaturi 
In zidul bisericii. 

Si cand isi arunca ochii, na! c-a disparut 
Ulmul din varful dealului, de pe mejdina noastra, 
De stateau oamenii la umbra, 

Cand asternea ea masa pe pamant, vara. 

Fata de masa, de canepa, fixata la colturi 
Cu bulgari de pamant. Si pe ea aseza bucatele, 
Aduse cu banita in cap, 

C-o mana tinand de banita, si in cealalata carand 
Ulciorul cu apa. 

Suia, ei! era greu, dar ce sa faca... 

Si ulmul pentru asta era acolo, in buza dealului, 
Deasupra Salistii - asta era misunea lui: 

Sa faca umbra, vara cand mananca oamenii. 

Oftau cand se asezau jos. 

Dar macar sedeau la umbra. 

Si cum de 1-au taiat? Unde-o fi disparut? 

Si ulmul aude gandul ei. 

Locul unde a fost se nelinisteste, fosta umbra 
Se agita si copacul apare falnic si se intrupeaza 
Numarandu-si cercurile, fosnind din cercuri, 
Acoperind cu coroana imensa 
Imaginea Salistei din vale. 

Se dau inapoi intamplarile lui. 

Se zaresc taietorii izbind cu securea trunchiul tare, 
Nadusind, glumind si ferindu-se 
De aschiile care sar ca schijele. 

Cade. E curatat de crengi si carat in sat 
Cu sase perechi de boi. Nu incape in curte. 

E lasat la poarta. 

Apoi o ploaie grozava. 

Curg ududoaiele, se varsa valcelele. 

Raculetul, Guura Racului, Bisa, Ungureanca, 

Se varsa valea a mare, ca niciodata. 

Si ulmul e incins de puhoaie 
Si luat pe sus, pluteste, aluneca, 

Sar vreo doi oameni si il proptesc 

De alt copac, tocmai cand era gata sa alunece 

In marele fluviu al vaii. 

Apoi, zboara si prinde radacini, 

La locul lui. 

Acum sta falnic, acolo sus, pe creasta, 



Ca pe vremuri. 

Se uita in jur si intreaba: 


Unde sunt oamenii? Seceratorii? Prasitorii? 
Culegatorii de porumb, de floarea soarelui? 

Cetele hamice, vesele, misunand ca albinele, 
Femei intrecandu-se, care ajunge mai repede 
La capul locului si la vremea mesei 
Nazuind sa se aseze la umbra mea? 

Unde e Nicolita, care venea 

Cu banita in cap si cu ulciorul de apa in mana 

Cu de mancare pentru zece-cincsprezece oameni? 

Si mama, rezemata de propria-i cruce, 

Semanand cu cea din poza, 

Vede - ce minune! - ulmul la loc. 

Cand? Cum a aparut? Ca adineaori nu era? 

Locul - ca inainte, cu mejdinile vechi. 

Se vede pe ea insasi, cu banita in cap 
Si cu ulciorul al mare in mana, 

Gafaind printre randurile de porumbi, 

Or prin grau, urcand coasta. 

Sare Nea Florea si-i ajuta sa puna banita jos, 

Tata Mari ii ia ulciorul. 

Ea ofteaza de usurare 
Si incepe sa intinda servetul, scoate oalele, 
Bajbele cu mancare, strachinile, lingurile, sarea. 
Femeile, barbatii, copiii, se strang 
Dejghinati de munca. 

Ilie al Floarei s-a intins pe pamant, cu fata-n sus 
Si incearca sa priveasca prin frunzisul des 
Cerul incins ca sticla de lampa. 

”Ti-ai putea aprinde tigara de la cer - 
Asa dogoreste. ” 

Mama se uita tot mai uimita la ulm, 

Ulmul nostra. 

Si ulmul o vede ca il vede. 

’’Doamne, cum nu trece vremea! ” ofteaza. 
’’Credeam ca vremea trece, dar ea nu trece. 

Nu trece neam. Nu, nu trece. ” 

Ulmul fericit, fosneste ca asa e - 

Si dispar amandoi, intr-o clipa: 

Mama de pe mormantul ei 
Si ulmul de pe coasta. 


love you, Victor, my baby, my sweet. 



Mother 


Today I sat outside, admired nature 
This huge green living organism. 

Only who was in a prison cell 
Many years, without going out 

He is enchanted by the incomparable beauty, unmistakable of Natures. 


It's not Maya. 

She is the full and well-justified Reality 

She is the heart of the world-light of the Universe. 

I stand with my soles on the tiles, following my father 
How he wash the fine concrete yard 
With the hose and then water the garden. 

An unmistakable happiness filled me 
Looking at the splash curtain that's high in the air 
The warm, salty breeze of the Austrian Autumn. 

Moisture floated in the air 

Like a salty, perfumed and beneficial chill. 

The branches, the leaves of the rich, full shrub 

Of the Hand of the Virgin 

They moved as if carried by a celestial wind. 


I felt like a child, a child so old 

Looking at my Father as the yard and garden water. 

On the bench, with the empty soles, 

I watched the sun with my eyes closed. 

A deep red, deep in my cheeks, in my eyes 
In the whole thing 

Like a sea of light, of love, of purity. 


I go rocking through the breast of Nature 

Thighs, half empty 

They were rocking a Celestial Wind 

The celestial wind penetrated their whole being, disturbing them 
Moving them. 


The sky blue, a blue blue, clear 
It was hovering above my head 
Like a huge call from Heights. 



As a nostalgia for a higher Being 

What about sadness, with love the end of the earth. 


Restored on the porch in the Mother's Garden. 

The chickpea, chrysanthemum stick is almost ringing 
In the middle of the vegetable garden 
Now drained of fruit. 

I turned to them. 

Am I a green carnation? Yellow? Lemon? 

A dandelion, a small butterfly flight? 

A modest saint with flowers in the hat 
Passing through the desert world 
like a hermit? 


I carefully, meditating, two purple flowers, 
One open, one darker 
Two flowers purple to red, with chicks 
A white flower. 


I'm taking Mom. 


Happy, I pass unconscious through the Breast of Nature 

Thighs, half empty 

They were rocking a Celestial Wind 

The celestial wind penetrated their whole being, disturbing them 
Moving them. 


The sky blue, a blue blue, clear 
It was hovering above my head 
Like a huge call from Heights. 

As a nostalgia for a higher Being 

What about sadness, with love the end of the earth 


Mom is not. 


I miss my mother. 

I'm looking through the empty rooms of the house on Mother. 
My mother is at church. 


Evening stretch out her flowers, in a childish gesture 
In the concrete yard. 




My mother was stretching the sheriffs 
That he gathered for me. 

They are clean. 

With her round face, with her round face, without age 
Childlike 

My mother takes my flowers in my hand 
He stretched his school. 

The mother smiles broadly, happily, from all Being, unconsciously 
With her round, chubby, big baby cheek.. 

I feel like a worm in front of her 

Traveled on one side and the other, by the heavenly, merciless Wind 
Breeze series. 

My mother was getting up 
And he sat on the tomb. 

Look at the weeds that grew in the meantime, 

Listen to the crows. 

He sees the crosses as they fall. 

Look at new graves and other cracks 
Inside the church wall. 

And when he rolls his eyes, no! he disappeared 
The elm from the top of the hill, from our table, 

Where the people were in the shade, 

When she lay down on the table in the summer. 

Table top, hemp, fixed to the corners 

With earth bubbles. And she put the dishes on it, 

He brought the money with his head, 

There is a hand holding the money, and the other hand 
Water jug. 

Suia, they! it was hard, but what to do ... 

And the elm tree for that was there, on the edge of the hill, 

Above Saliste - that was his mission: 

Shadow, summer when people eat. 

They sighed as they sat down. 

But at least they sat in the shade. 

And how did they cut it? Where did she go? 

And the elm tree hears her thought. 

The place where he was is restless, the former shadow 
The tree appears shaky and incarnate 
Counting their circles, hissing from circles, 

Covering with the huge crown 
The image of the Salt Valley. 

His events are back. 

You can see the cutters hitting the heavy log securely. 

Hoping, joking and avoiding each other 
From the chips that jump like skis. 

Cade. It is cleaned of branches and carried into the village 



With six pairs of oxen. He doesn't fit in the yard. 

He's left at the gate. 

Then a great rain. 

The watercourses flow, the watercourses flow. 

Raculetul, Guura Cancer, Bisa, Hungarian, 

The great valley flows, as never before. 

And the elm is heated by stingrays 
And taken up, it floats, it slides. 

Some two people jump and I propose 

From another tree, just when it was ready to slide 

In the great river valley. 

Then fly and take root, 

In his place. 

Now he sits high, up there, on the ridge, 

Like old times. 

He looks around and asks: 

- Where are the people? Reapers? Hoeings? 

Harvesters of corn, sunflower? 

The fierce, cheerful forts, moving like bees. 

Women competing, which gets faster 
At the head of the place and at table time 
Not wanting to sit in my shadow? 

Where's Nicoliita coming from 

With the money in his head and the water jug in his hand 
With food for ten to fifteen people? 

And the mother, supported by her own cross, 

Similar to the one in the picture, 

See - what a wonder! - the elm tree again. 

When? How did it come about ? That it really wasn't? 

The place - as before, with the old media. 

She sees herself, with the money in her head 
And with the big pitcher in his hand, 

Snorting among the rows of pigeons, 

Or through the wheat, climbing the coast. 

Salt Nea Florea helps them put the money down, 

Taca Mari takes his jug. 

She sighs in relief 

And he begins to stretch the napkin, remove the pots, 
Plums, food, spoons, spoons, salt. 

Women, men, children, are tightening 
You get off work. 

Elijah of the Flower lay on the ground, face up 
And he tries to look through the thick foliage 
The sky lit up like a lamp glass. 

"You could light your cigarette from the sky - 
That's how bad it is. " 



My mother is looking more and more at the elm, 
Our elm tree. 

And the elm sees her seeing him. 

"God, how the time goes by! ’’Sighs. 

"I thought the weather was passing, but it wasn't. 
No family passes. No, it does not pass. " 

Happy elm, it is shameful that it is - 

And they both disappear, in a moment: 

The mother from her grave 
And the elm on the coast. 


Te iubsc si Te doresc, Victor, Puiul meu Dulce, sotul meu. 

Te iubesc, Tudor, dragosteamea 
Te iubesc si te doresc Mihai, puiul mu. 

Mana lui fina, mirosind a parfum de violete si de mosc 

Ajunsi acs la Cathy, tinerii se dezlantuira brusc. 

Imbratatise aruncara p pat 
Sarutandu-se frenetic, pana la sange. 

Sarutari patimse, cand abia imbobocite, ca doua flori de lotus 
Lvite de lumina 

Cand fragede, dulci, ca fructele coapte de duzi 
Lasandu-ti a lo dulceata pe obraz - 
Corzile pieptului lor erau gata sa s parga. 

Cathy, sopti tanarul, ilantuind-o cu bratele 
Ce mult te ubesc dragostea mea!... 

Te doresc Puiul meu, sopti ea, te iubec, Mihai... 

Se privira in ochi, el cu ochii tulburati, privind putiin crucis 
Ea, cu ochii rosii, din carese prelingeau 
Lacrimi de fericire, durere, dorinta, placere... 


Apo ea isi ascunse obrazul sub jacheta lui de jeansi, peste camasa 
Respirand in pieptului rasuflari 
Fierbinti, adanci... 

Ii imtea bata inimii lui iute prin camsa 
si un val de placere, de durere o napadi. 

Parca asteptase clipa asta o mie de ani.... 

Sau nu stia nici ea prea bine... 

Mihai se apleca, punanduOi o mana dupa talie 
soptindu-i intretaiate cuvinte de amor. 


Apoi ii ridica incet barbia 

Cu mana lui fina, mirosind a parfum de violete si de mosc... 
Tanarul stia din intuitie, din inconstient 
Miscarile iubiii pe de rost... 






Ah, spuse ea pierduta, privondu-i fata lui alba - 

Lovit brusc de-un val de toseata roz 

Alba dulce-amaruie Candida, rece-neteda 

Precum e apa siroind pe geam, precum sunt florile albe de boz. 


O, Mighai, dulcele meu bland cu vocea ta duioasa 
Privirea ta ma-ngheata, ochul tau m-apasa 
Venit esti din taramurittcute, reci, ubpamantene 
si ma-ncalzesti in vatrra cu caldele-ti poeme... 


o, dulce, dulce e numeletau mireasa 
o Cathy vino 1-al meu san 
si lasa crudul tautaram 
se mistuie departe prin bucati de noapte 


o dulce dulcee numele-ti Mihai 
ca parul tau cel negru, ca parul tau balai 
ssuvite matasoase negre de calda ebonita 
se lase peste fruntea-m, cu ochii-ti e iubita 
as vrea pe vecii ma mistui in parul taubalai!... 
cu buze ce soptec divin cu-a lor placere 
lasand-o intr-ale mele calde 
acolo unde luna scalde 
tacute sentimente simistere!.... 

O vino, mai aproape tot mai aproape 

Sa-mi cazi pe piept 

Sa te sarut pe crestet sipe piept 

Atunci cand Luna se mistuie in noapte printre soapte 

o, dulce, dulce e numeletau mireasa 

o Cathy vino 1-al meu san 

si lasa crudul tautaram 

se mistuie departe prin bucati de noapte 

o dulce dulcee numele-ti Mihai 

ca parul tau cel negru, ca parul tau balai 

ssuvite matasoase negre de calda ebonita 

se lase peste fruntea-mi, pe ochii-mi de ubita 

cu buze ce soptec divin cu-a lor placere 

lasand-o intr-ale mele calde 

acolo unde luna scalde 

tacute sentimente simistere!.... 


Mihai se pierdu in racoarea caldaa trupului ei, a trupului lui 
Ca doua florialbe-roz, dulci amarui 
Cautandu-sicalea srpre ascunsul ei taram 
Mihai lasa omana sa-i lunece in san. 





Cu miscari dulci de nevastuica 

O penetra dulce si neted, ca unsarpe rece ce deveni incandescent 
si sarutari curgeau fara de numar, printre soapte 
atarnate parca de obrazul lui roz-alb, dement. 


si sanii ei ca doua pitulice 
isi luara zbprulin causul palmelor lui 
se mistuita ca doua fructe coapte 
in cerul gurii lui, dulce-amarui. 


O dulce sarutari fara de numar, e amestecau cu dulcea apa 
A gurii lor, fierbinte-rece-calda nastrapa 
Oftand incovrigati unul intraltul de placere 
Gustau din necuprinsul mari de durere... 


Parul lui blond subite matpsoase lovite de lumina 
Pareau cuprinse de luminaraiului, gradina- 
inmiresmata cu parfum de mosc 

ce-si strnge printre stele de rua din trandfiri,parfumul ei in chiosc. 


O vino, mai aproape tot mai aproape 

Sa-mi cazi pe piept 

Sa te sarut pe crestet sipe piept 

Atunci cand Luna se mistuie in noapte printre soapte 

o, dulce, dulce e numeletau mireasa 

o Cathy vino 1-al meu san 

si lasa crudul tautaram 

se mistuie departe prin bucati de noapte 

o dulce dulcee numele-ti Mihai 

ca parul tau cel negru, ca parul tau balai 

ssuvite matasoase negre de calda ebonita 

se lase peste fruntea-mi, pe ochii-mi de ubita 

cu buze ce soptec divin cu-a lor placere 

lasandu-se intr-ale mele calde 

acolo unde luna scalde 

tacute sentimente simistere!....te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 


His fine hand smelled of violet and musk 


Arriving at Cathy, the young men suddenly broke loose. 

They hugged the bed 
Kissing frantically, to the blood. 

Passionate kisses, when just blossomed, like two lotus flowers 
Hit the light 

When fruity, sweet, like ripe fruit of mulberry tree 

Leaving it sweet on the cheek - 

The strings of their breasts were ready to burst. 




Cathy, the young man whispered, waving her arms 
How much I love my love! 

I wish you my baby, she whispered, I love you, Mihai... 

They looked into his eyes, his eyes troubled, looking at the little cross 

She, with red eyes, caressed them 

Tears of happiness, pain, desire, pleasure ... 


Then she hid her cheek under his denim jacket over her shirt 
Breathing in the chest breaths 
Hot, deep ... 

His heart beat fast through his shirt 

and a wave of pleasure, of pain gripped her. 

He seemed to have waited this moment for a thousand years. 
Or she didn't know too well... 

Mihai leaned over, placing a hand on his waist 
whispering words of love to him. 


Then he slowly raised his chin 

With his fine hand, smelling the scent of violets and musk ... 
The young man knew from intuition, from the unconscious 
The movements of love on purpose ... 


Ah, she said lost, looking at his white face - 
Suddenly hit by a veil of pink bachelor 
Candy white - bitter candy, cold-smooth 

As is the water splashing on the glass, as are the white flowers of the bulb. 


Oh, Mihai, my gentle sweet with your sweet voice 
Your look freezes me, your eye presses me 
You come from the realms of the land, cold, and earthly 
and you warm me in the fireplace with your warm poems ... 

Oh, sweet, sweet, it's called the bride 

o Cathy came my breast 

and let the cruel cuddle 

it is consumed far away by night pieces 


a sweet sweet name Mihai 

as your black hair, as your hair you waved 

black ebony warm silk towels 

it was left over my forehead, your eyes are beloved 

I would like forever to consume me in the hair of the table! ... 

with lips that whisper divine with their pleasure 

leaving it in my warm 

where the moon is warm 

silent feelings of shame! 

Come on, closer and closer 



Fall on my chest 

Let me kiss you on the chest 

When the moon is consumed in the night among the whispers 


Oh, sweet, sweet, it's called the bride 

o Cathy came my breast 

and let the cruel cuddle 

it is consumed far away by night pieces 

a sweet sweet name Mihai 

as your black hair, as your hair you waved 

black ebony warm silk towels 

it was left over my forehead, my eyes staring 

with lips that whisper divine with their pleasure 

leaving it in my warm 

where the moon is warm 

silent feelings of shame! 

Mihai lost himself in the warmth of her body, his body 
Like two pink flowers, bittersweet 
Searching for her hiding place we hide 
Mihai let his hand slip into her breast. 


With sweet movements of the bride 

It penetrates sweet and smooth, like a cold snake became incandescent 
and kisses flowed without number, among the whispers 
hung like his pink-white cheek, demented. 

and her breasts like two wrens 

They clutched at the palm of his palm 

it is consumed as two ripe fruits 

in the heaven of his mouth, bitter-sweet. 


A sweet kiss numberless, it was mixed with sweet water 
Of their mouth, hot-cold-warm clay amphora 
Often, you are wrapping one in high pleasure 
They tasted from the unbelievable sea of pain ... 


His blond hair fluttered silky light 

They seemed to be covered by the luminaire, garden- 

scented with musk scent 

which squeezes among the dew stars of the roses, its perfume in the kiosk. 


Come on, closer and closer 

Fall on my chest 

Let me kiss you on the chest 

When the moon is consumed in the night among the whispers 


Oh, sweet, sweet, it's called the bride 
o Cathy came my breast 



and let the cruel cuddle 

it is consumed far away by night pieces 

a sweet sweet name Mihai 

as your black hair, as your hair you waved 

black ebony warm silk towels 

it was left over my forehead, my eyes staring 

with lips that whisper divine with their pleasure 

leaving it in my warm 

where the moon is warm 

silent feelings of sadness! .... I love you, Victor, my sweet baby, my love. 
Te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu, dragostea mea. 

Te iubesc Victor the sun, Puiul meu, Dulceta mea. 

Te iubesc,Puiul meu, dragosta mea. 

Marea de Atlaz 

A fi sentimental e-o stare 

De-adanca, continua fervoare 

De-a fi cu tine trecand prin proopriul Sine 

De-a fi cu ceilalti 

trecand prrin propriul Eu 

Acolo unde Lumea se deschide, ca o floare 

Alba, vouptoasa, 

laintalnirea cu nemuritorul-i Zeu. 

A fi duios e-o stare de tandrete 

Pe car e so simt doar mamele in suflet 

Atunci cand decerul ce ninge ce plange 

mi—am atarnat speriata ochi 

cu gandul a venirea Ta - duioasa dragostea... 


Senzatii plutesc usor in Cerul de-azuur 
Se-atarna„ nalucite, de Marea de Atlaz 
Atunci cand dulci sentimente, indicible poeme 
Mi se deschid, moi, poparfumate 
Ca Floarea pe obraz.... 


A fi duios e-o staree tandrete 

Pe car e so simt doar mamele in suflet 

Atunci cand decerul ce ninge ce plange 

mi—am atarnat speriata ochi 

cu gandul a venirea Ta - duioasa dragostea... 


A fi sentimental e-o stare 

De-adanca, continua fervoare 

De-a fi cu tine trecand prin proopriul Sin 

De-a fi cu ceilalti 

trecand prrin propriul Eu 

Acolo unde Lumea se deschide, ca o floare 

Alba, vouptoasa, 

laintalnirea cu nemuritorul-i Zeu. 



Senzatii plutesc usor in Cerul de-azuur 
Se-atarna„ nalucite, de Marea de Atlaz 
Atunci cand dulci sentimente, indicible poeme 
Mi se deschid, moi, poparfumate 
Ca Floarea pe obraz.... 

The sea of Atlaz 

Being sentimental is a state 

Deep down, fervor continues 

Being with you passing through the own sin 

Being with the others 

passing through my own Self 

Where the World opens, like a flower 

White, tenderly, 

at the meeting with his immortal God. 

To be sweet is a tender state 
Because only mothers feel it in the soul 
When by the sky which snows what is crying 
I hung my scared eyes 

with the thought of your coming - sweet love . 


The sensations float slightly in the azure sky 
It hangs, glinted, by the Great Sea 
When sweet feelings, poems unspeakable 
They open to me, soft, smoky 
Like the Flower on the cheek .... 


To be sweet is a tender state 
Because only mothers feel it in the soul 
When by the sky which snows what is crying 
I hung my scared eyes 

with the thought of your coming - sweet love . 


Being sentimental is a state 

Deep down, fervor continues 

Being with you passing through the prop sin 

Being with the others 

passing through my own Self 

Where the World opens, like a flower 

White, tenderly, 

at the meeting with his immortal God. 


The sensations float slightly in the azure sky 
It hangs, glinted, by the Great Sea 
When sweet feelings, poems unspeakable 
They open to me, soft, smoky 
Like the Flower on the cheek .... 



te iubesc dulcele meu Puisor, dragostea mea. 


Te iubesc, Victor the sun, Puiul meu Dulce, Dragostea mea. Te doresc Puiul meu. 
Marea de Atlaz 


A fi sentimental e-o stare 
De-adanca, continua fervoare 
De-a fi cu tine trecand prin proopriul Sin 
De-a fi cu ceilalti 
trecand prrin propriul Eu 
Acolo unde Lumea se deschide, ca o floare 
Alba, vouptoasa, 
laintalnirea cu nemuritorul Zeu. 


A fi duios e-o staree tandrete 

Pe car e so simt doar mamele in suflet 

Atunci cand decerul ce ninge ce plange 

mi—am atarnat speriata ochi 

cu gandul a venirea Ta - duioasa dragostea... 


Senzatii plutesc usor in Cerul de-azuur 
Se-atarna„ nalucite, de Marea de Atlaz 
Atunci cand dulci sentimente, indicible poeme 
Mi se deschid, moi, poparfumate 
Ca Floarea pe obraz.... 


A fi duios e-o staree tandrete 

Pe car e so simt doar mamele in suflet 

Atunci cand decerul ce ninge ce plange 

mi—am atarnat speriata ochi 

cu gandul a venirea Ta - duioasa dragostea... 


A fi sentimental e-o stare 
De-adanca, continua fervoare 
De-a fi cu tine trecand prin proopriul Sin 
De-a fi cu ceilalti 
trecand prrin propriul Eu 
Acolo unde Lumea se deschide, ca o floare 
Alba, vouptoasa, 
laintalnirea cu nemuritorul Zeu. 



Senzatii plutesc usor in Cerul de-azuur 
Se-atarna„ nalucite, de Marea de Atlaz 
Atunci cand dulci sentimente, indicible poeme 
Mi se deschid, moi, poparfumate 
Ca Floarea pe obraz.... 


The sea of Atlaz 


Being sentimental is a state 

Deep down, fervor continues 

Being with you passing through the own sin 

Being with the others 

passing through my own Self 

Where the World opens, like a flower 

White, tenderly, 

at the meeting with his immortal God. 


To be sweet is a tender state 
Because only mothers feel it in the soul 
When by the sky which snows what is crying 
I hung my scared eyes 

with the thought of your coming - sweet love .. 


The sensations float slightly in the azure sky 
It hangs, glinted, by the Great Sea 
When sweet feelings, poems unspeakable 
They open to me, soft, smoky 
Like the Flower on the cheek .... 


To be sweet is a tender state 
Because only mothers feel it in the soul 
When by the sky which snows what is crying 
I hung my scared eyes 

with the thought of your coming - sweet love .. 


Being sentimental is a state 

Deep down, fervor continues 

Being with you passing through the prop sin 

Being with the others 

passing through my own Self 



Where the World opens, like a flower 
White, tenderly, 

at the meeting with his immortal God. 


The sensations float slightly in the azure sky 
It hangs, glinted, by the Great Sea 
When sweet feelings, poems unspeakable 
They open to me, soft, smoky 
Like the Flower on the cheek .... 

Marius 

Era prin fumoarul pimitor 

Un tanar baiat la vreo 18-22 de ani 

Cu ochii verzi neasemuit de frumosi 

si cu parul negri putin rarit in mijlocul capului. 

Ochul stang il avea pe jumatate inchis 

Din cauza bolii 

Sau a vreunei boli de ochi. 

Dar imi amintesc ca si eu aveam ochiul drept pe trei sfert inchis 
Cu multi ani in urma,la vreo 42 de ani. 


Bietul baiat nu avea pe nimeni 
Era singur cue 

si avea mainile apre si cu nodurile falangelor batucite, scorojite 
cu pilea tbacta 

probbilde lovituri, lovitui in pereti, in table, 
in materiale dure. 

Cand m-am dezmeticit putin i 1-eam luat si i le-am mangait usor. 
Marius, caci Marius il chema, dupa cum imi spusese 
Bea cafeaua tuturor 
Sucurile din pahare 

Din porniri bruste, neasteptate, apoi scuipa cu scarba cu scarba pe kos. 
Dintr-o data 1-am inteles, in sfarsit. 

Gusturileerau trucat, false, neplacute 

Oamennii erau falsi, trucati, prefacuti 

si nu ramana nimic akltceva decat sa scuipi lichidul pe jos 

nprimit de simtul Intuitiei si al SfantuluiDuh. 


i-am spus: Marius nu mai scuipa pe jos 
nu-i frumos 

sa-ti aduc servetele sa scuipi in ele?... 


elcontinuya sa scuipe p jos. 

i-am dat o tigara, primadin pachet si 1-am invitat sa bea din ceageaua ema. 



Iti mi vine saascuipi?... 

Marius clatina din cap cu hotarare 
Nu, nu-i vine sa scuipe, 

Apoi ii-am adus sue in doua pahare 

Unul,cana galbena mai mica, din care bause 
Fusese aruncata la cosde doamna Ana 
si luata de acolosi spalata de un un bolnav. 

Ne intalnim pe coridor. 

Marius degustaambele canile pana la fund 
Ca un cunoscator 
sinu scuipa. 

Iipun pachetul marlborointreh 1 abuzunarul de la pipt, alaturi de cele 3 tigari dat mai inainte. 

Apoi ii spun: Marius, tu trebuie sa-ti spui tie insutii: 

Eu trebuie sa ma fac bine!... 

Eu rebuie sa ma fac bine!.. 

Apoima due in camera, si ii due in salonul 18 
Unde era internat 

Un mare pachet de biscuiti de cereale, o sticla de jumatate de cafea, de-avasa 

Un iaurt cu cereale, si o lingurita de inox 

De-acasa. 


Epilog: 

Mai apo aflu de la alti bolnavi 
Ca Mariu, dragulmue,desfacuse toate paturile 
si runcase hainele de pat 
pe kos 

asa ca 1-auluat brancadierii sa-1 duca la Zam. 
n-am apucat si nici n-am putut sa-mi iau 
Rpamas-bun de lael. 

1-au dus la Zam, unde niste medci pricepui puteau sa-s puna 

ae picioare 

sa-iredea libertatea 

sa-i faca analize si sa-ltrateze. 


Speram doar cail voi putea revedea din nou intr-ozi 
Acest baiat inteligentcare gasea de prisos 
Sa vorbeasca prea mult 

Asa cum era cuprins de disperare pana in temelii. 


Un baiat frumos, cu liceulteminat 

Cu ochii verzi larg deschisi; cu cravatasi nod la gat 



si gata sa intre la facultate. 


Bietul baiat nu avea pe nimeni 
Era singur cue 

si avea mainile apre si cu nodurile falangelor batucite, scorojite 
cu pilea tbacta 

probbilde lovituri, lovitui in pereti, in table, 
in materiale dure. 

Cand m-am dezmeticit putin i 1-eam luat si i le-am mangait usor. 
Ela simtit totul - intr-o miime de secunda. 


Marius 

It was through the smoking pimple 
A young boy about 18-22 years old 
With green eyes not very beautiful 

and with the black hair slightly curled in the middle of the head. 

His left eye was half closed 
Because of the disease 
Or any eye disease. 

But I do remember that I also had my eyes straight on three quarters 
Many years ago, about 42 years ago. 


The poor boy had no one 
He was the only cuckoo 

and he had his hands open and with the knots of the phalanges bent, pointed 
with the battered pile 
probably hits, hit walls, boards, 
in hard materials. 

When I awoke a little I took them and comforted them slightly. 

Marius, because Marius called him, as he told me 
Drink everyone's coffee 
Juices in glasses 

From sudden, unexpected beginnings, then spit with spit on tiles. 

Suddenly I finally understood. 

The tastes were tricky, fake, unpleasant 

The people were fake, cheated, pretended 

and there was nothing left except spilling the liquid on the floor 

impressed by the sense of intuition and the Holy Spirit. 


I said, Marius didn't spit on the floor anymore 



it's not nice 

to get your towels to spit in? 
he continued to spit down. 

I gave him a cigarette, the first fromthe packet and invited him to drink from my tea. 

Can you find me? 

Marius shook his head resolutely 
No, he can't spit, 

Then I brought her juice in two glasses 

One, the smaller yellow mug from which he drank 

Mrs. Ana had been thrown into the basket 

and taken by the washerwoman washed by a sick man. 

We meet on the corridor. 

Marius tastes both the cups to the bottom 
Like a connoisseur 
spit rail. 

I put the marlboro package between the breast scanner, along with the 3 cigarettes given above. 

Then I tell him: Marius, you have to tell yourself: 

I must do well! 

I have to do well! .. 

Then I go to the room, and I take them to room 18 
Where he was admitted 

A large packet of cereal biscuits, a half-glass bottle of coffee 
A yogurt with cereal, and a teaspoon of stainless steel 
From home. 


Epilogue: 

I also learn from other patients 

That Mariu, my dear, had opened all the beds 

and threw away the bedding 

on down 

so he yelled at the junkies to take him to Zam. 

I didn't grab it and couldn't take it 
Goodbye from him. 

they took him to Zam, where some good doctors could put him 
those legs 
to irritate freedom 
to analyze and treat them. 


I was just hoping I could see him again in the oasis 
This intelligent boy found it superfluous 



To talk too much 

As it was filled with despair to the ground. 


A handsome boy with high school 

With green eyes wide open; with tie knots around the neck 
and ready to go to college. 


The poor boy had no one 
He was the only cuckoo 

and he had his hands open and the knots of the phalanges bent, pointed 
with the battered pile 
probably hits, hit walls, boards, 
in hard materials. 

When I awoke a little I took them and comforted them slightly. 

She felt everything - in a thousandth of a second. 


...te iubesc Carl, Victor, Tudor, puiulmeu. 

I love you, Victor, my sweet. 

Masks, clumsy words ... 

It was late night and it was raining outside. 

My heart was twitching and clutching me like a beast. 
His right hand crunched, he became tired, he became ash 
Writing the lyrics now 
Lyrics of pain and smoke .... 

... I leave her in awe, she kept quiet... 
and I try to write with my left hand nails ... 


Anne is the center of attention at the smoker 
got on the bench 

he pulled his little zipper from his jeans 

and it looks like a small sheep, ridge up the ramp 

ready to explode ... and bomb us ... 


Speak masks ... 

Everyone speaks his own language. 

All are attentive and at the same time indolent 
The words were taken from her. 


I look at her ashamed, a little dismayed 

Smiling to myself 

But I'm worried about it 




While Anne undresses in a row ... 


Anne is the center of attention at the smoker 
got on the bench 

he pulled his little zipper from his jeans 

and it looks like a small sheep, ridge up the ramp 

ready to explode ... and bomb us ... 

Speak masks ... 

Everyone speaks their language ... 

They are all attentive and at the same time are not.. 
The words were taken from her. 


I look at I do not know how many times the ceiling ..., 
Shoulder wall trapezoidal 
On which story masks are written ... 

Word guides, with a venal tone, that is trivial... 


Mask words of clack 
Like the tent door 

Patients were trapped in an archetypal attitude 
They appear directly from the transcendent, 
from Archetype ... 

Anne with her deadly weapon 
It got us all thinking ... 


We're leaving Anne and I. On the corridors, in another hospital wing 
I open the door to the living room screaming: 

"Do you have an erection?" 

Repent and cry with the powerful flute like a thunder 
Giving the front door to the wall 
Iisu came a second time "... 

If you do not do it now, at the time of judgment the list of sins 
I'm afraid it's going to hurt... 

Repentingly, the loud voice screams like a thunder 
Giving the front door to the wall 
Jesus came a second time "... 

Amen, the scared old men whispered 
In doing so he grows cross 

Ane looked at me with resignation, she spoke to me squirming, furry 
How she does it 

Then he kisses me noisily on both cheeks. 



He felt a force growing in me 
A thunder like lightning 
I left slamming the door 

While the parade ladies, raisins were doing their cross ... 
As if he had seen strange signs of Jesus on the cross 
Thank you very much ... 

The thief whispering silently in thought. 


Mask words of clack 
Like the tent door 

Patients were trapped in an archetypal attitude 
They appear directly from the transcendent, 
from Archetype ... 

Anne with her deadly weapon 
It got us all thinking ... 


I look at I do not know how many times the ceiling ..., 
Shoulder wall trapezoidal 
On which story masks are written ... 

Word guides, with a venal tone, that is trivial... 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubesc. 

Te iubesc Mihai, Dragostea mea, Puiul meu. Te doresc. 

Michael... 

Cathy came in, looking at Alain. 

But he looked at Mihai 

He was sitting breathless, smiling with his hands close to his body 
Thinking about who knows where ... 



There wasn't much in the library 

On that rainy March day 

In the sun, the sun had barely come out 

Among the frightened clouds, swirling like little puddles 

Lightning and lightning 

Just be-dark, like copies weeping. 

Mihai was smiling, with Foucault's book open in front 
Next to a book of poems, by Goethe. 

...his smile was jealous, just sketched 
On his cold lips 
Like two rose petals 
Rain kiss 

and opened to a drifting inner world ... 

Eyes, slightly shaded by glasses 

They had a mysterious, poetic, timid smile 

Taken from his red lips, blood-smeared 

By the pallor of the thin cheek 

Milk, on which the first lintel of the beard - 

Two silky haunches from his blond-haired man 

Rich chestnut with a middle ground. 

Mihai, whispered Cathy approaching. Haven't you seen Alin? 

Oh, no ... the young man said suddenly, amazed 
Winking at her. 

Ah, I told her we should meet here, read together ... 

I wanted to ask him something ... 

Let's talk about books. 

You can sit next to me, he smiled as if scared 
Mysteriously the young man. He is a bookkeeper ... 

Okay, now I'm going to the toilet to wash my face 
It was a terrible jolt... now in March ... 

Cathy said, touching her shoulder lightly. 

As Mihai shivered, his eyes fluttered in the book. 

In the bath, Cathy looked in the mirror. 

His eyes were bulging, trying. She hadn't given Michele two months 
After their last date. 

Wash your face 

Then it is supported by a recess of the wall 
Lost in thoughts. 

When Mihai suddenly enters. 

She found it in her viscose dress, with the beret 
With bare arms and shoulders, he reached 
Her silky wavy hair 
Like a spiral. 

Do we smoke a cigarette? ... the young man asked as if he was confused 



Not knowing what to say. 

Then he handed her a note from Alin. 

Baby, today is coming ... 

Michele needs me 

At a project for the service, my sweet love .. 

Mihai, my younger brother, will keep you company. 

The red-eyed young man reads. 

Oh, exclaims Cathy ... putting out her cigarette. I miss him! 

I know, ’’Mihai said, leaning over her to tell her something 
then, overwhelmed by the scent of her body 
he got lost in the line and tied with his arms 
slowly pulling her to his chest. 

Slowly, it seemed like in a thousand years 
and he touched it with his red lips on his lips. 

Cathy shivered, then chained her 
and she tightened her breast tightly. 

My sweetness, still the whisper, then they chained and kissed frantically 

As if he had really met 

After a thousand years 

Of longing, waiting, love, suffering ... 

The young man had changed. Become a hungry, voracious wolf at once 

A tiger with feline movements 

Who surrounds his prey and draws it to himself... 

Mihai, Cathy whispered, with red cheeks, my love 
We are lost... 


Mihai was smiling, with Foucault's book open in front 
Next to a book of poems, by Goethe. 

...his smile was jealous, just sketched 
On his cold lips 
Like two rose petals 
Rain kiss 

and opened to a drifting inner world ... 

Eyes, slightly shaded by glasses 

They had a mysterious, poetic, timid smile 

Taken from his red lips, blood-smeared 

By the pallor of the thin cheek 

Milk, on which the first lintel of the beard - 

Two silky haunches from his blond-haired man 

Rich chestnut with a middle ground. 

There wasn't much in the library 

On that rainy March day 

In the sun, the sun had barely come out 

Among the frightened clouds, swirling like little puddles 



Lightning and lightning 

Just be-dark, like copies weeping. 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu Dulce Mihai, Dragostea mea 
Te doresc §i Te iubesc.Victor, Puiul meu. 

Te iiubesc Alin, Dragostea mea. 

Dulceata mea... Te iubesc dulceata mea Victor, pOuiul meu. 
Michele... 

Peste tot in visul meu lucid 
Insecte-uriase mancand de dulce 
Pe neted Pamant negru pe care Ceru-si duce 
Greul si usuratatea propriei vesnicii... 

Michele cohort in goana scarile 

Apoi se rezema serios de balsutrada de inox 

Cu fundul rotund ingust sprijinit 

De barele scanteietoare in soarele de martie. 

Picioareel elui erau interesante vazute din spate 
Parea ca este unul singur, unul fund acoperit 
De barele rotunde de metal 
Ce coborau in pamant. 

Cathy!... strigael, in timp ce o fata trecea 
Ganditoare cu capu-n pamant. 

Michele!... exclama ea parca obosita,lasandu-se sa cada 
Pe bancutavisinie 
Din micyl parculet 

Cu brazi albi, ornamentali, ca niste copii 
Zambareti 

Cu zametul intepator. 


Apoi se ridica agale si prni spre el. 

Micele ii sprijini capul obsoit de pieptul lui 
In vreme ce ii murmura soapte de-amor. 


Dintr-o fata, fata incepu sa planga. 

Alangea cu sughituri, soptind printre suspine: 

Ce dor mi-a fost de tine!... nespus de dor!... 

stiu, dragotea mea, spuse el cu impacare,, cu tandrete 

stiu, dragsostea mea, si mie mi-a fost dor... 


Apoi o lua in bratele lui albe, rotunde ca laptele 

si roz ca flaorea d cires 

si os transe puternic la pieptul lui. 

Buzele lor se unira in sarutari fara de numar 
Buzele lui rosiiOroz de descisera ca doua flori dlotus 
Nespus de frumoase , de gratioase si de gingase 
s-i soarba sufletul viata di ea 
si sa i-o dea in schimb pe-a sa. 



Saruturi glasuri dau duiaoselor mistere 
Strapunse de volupoasa calda miere 
Ce curgea in gurile lor aprinse 
C douavite de vie 

Ca doi faguri uriasi galbeni si parfumati de miere. 


Peste tot in visul meu lucid 
Insecte-uriase mancand de dulce 
Pe neted Pamant negru pe care Ceru-si duce 
Greul si usuratatea propriei vesnicii... 

Michele cobori in goana scarile 

Apoi se rezema serios de balsutrada de inox 

Cu fundul rotund ingust sprijinit 

De barele scanteietoare in soarele de martie. 

Picioareel elui erau interesante vazute din spate 
Parea ca este unul singur, unul fund acoperit 
De barele rotunde de metal 
Ce coborau in pamant. 

Cathy!... strigael, in timp ce o fata trecea 
Ganditoare cu capu-n pamant. 

Michele!... exclama ea parca obosita,lasandu-se sa cada 
Pe bancutavisinie 
Din micyl parculet 

Cu brazi albi, ornamentali, ca niste copii 
Zambareti 

Cu zametul intepator. 


Apoi se ridica agale si prni spre el. 

Micele ii sprijini capul obsoit de pieptul lui 
In vreme ce ii murmura soapte de-amor. 

Saruturi glasuri dau duiaoselor misterioase 
Strapunse de volupoasa calda miere 
Ce curgea in gurile lor aprinse cu putere... 

C douavite de vie 

Ca doi faguri uriasi galbeni si parfumati de miere. 
Michele ... 

All over my lucid dream 

Huge insects eating sweet 

On the smooth black Earth that Heaven takes 

The difficulty and the ease of one's eternity ... 

Michele ran down the stairs 

Then it is seriously supported by the stainless steel baler 
With narrow round bottom supported 
By the sparkling bars in the March sun. 

His legs were interesting to see from behind 
It seemed to be one, one being covered 
Round metal bars 

What they were down to the ground. 



Cathy! ... she screamed as a girl passed by 
Thinking with his head on the ground. 

Michele! ... she exclaimed, feeling tired, letting herself fall 
On the violet bench 
From the little park 

With white, ornamental fir trees, like children 
smiling 

With a stinging smile. 


Then he got up and grabbed for him. 

The little boy rested his tired head on his chest 
As he whispered out of love. 


From a girl, the girl started to cry. 

She waved with hints, whispering between sighs: 
What I missed was you! ... especially longing! ... 
I know, my love, "he said," with tenderness 
I know, my sweetheart, and I missed ... 


Then he took it in his white arms, round like milk 
and pink as the cherry blossom 
and bone clung tightly to his chest. 

Their lips joined in numberless kisses 

FTis red lips had descended like two lotus flowers 

Not especially beautiful, graceful and kind 

the soul of her life is lost 

and give him his own instead. 


Kissing voices give mysterious duos 
Fie pierced the hot honey voluptuous 
What was flowing in their mouths 
As vines 

Like two giant honeycombs, yellow and scented with honey. 


All over my lucid dream 

Fluge insects eating sweet 

On the smooth black Earth that Fleaven takes 

The difficulty and the ease of one's eternity ... 

Michele ran down the stairs 

Then it is seriously supported by the stainless steel baler 
With narrow round bottom supported 
By the sparkling bars in the March sun. 

FTis legs were interesting to see from behind 
It seemed to be one, one being covered 
Round metal bars 

What they were down to the ground. 

Cathy! ... she screamed as a girl passed by 
Thinking with his head on the ground. 



Michele! ... she exclaimed, feeling tired, letting herself fall 
On the violet bench 
From the little park 

With white, ornamental fir trees, like children 
smiling 

With a stinging smile. 


Then he got up and grabbed for him. 

The little boy rested his tired head on his chest 
As he whispered out of love. 

Kissing voices give mysterious duos 
Fie pierced the hot honey voluptuous 
What was flowing in their mouths lit with power ... 

As vines 

Like two giant honeycombs, yellow and scented with honey. 

te iubesc, Michele, te doresc, dragostea mea. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc Victor-Michele, Puiul mu. 


Victor, Alin, Tudor, Mihai, Andrei, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Dulce Victor, Puiul meu. 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The second Book 
Painting four 

Te iubesc si Te doresc Alin, Dulcisor iubit. 

Iubirea si Puiul meu, Dragostea mea, Dulcele meu, Te iubesc dulceata mea Victor, pOuiul meu. 
Michele... 

Peste tot in visul meu lucid 
Insecte-uriase mancand de dulce 
Pe neted Pamant negru pe care Ceru-si duce 
Greul si usuratatea propriei vesnicii... 

Michele cohort in goana scarile 

Apoi se rezema serios de balsutrada de inox 

Cu fundul rotund ingust sprijinit 

De barele scanteietoare in soarele de martie. 

Picioareel elui erau interesante vazute din spate 
Parea ca este unul singur, unul fund acoperit 
De barele rotunde de metal 
Ce coborau in pamant. 

Cathy!... strigael, in timp ce o fata trecea 
Ganditoare cu capu-n pamant. 

Michele!... exclama ea parca obosita,lasandu-se sa cada 
Pe bancutavisinie 
Din micyl parculet 

Cu brazi albi, ornamentali, ca niste copii 
Zambareti 

Cu zametul intepator. 



Apoi se ridica agale si prni spre el. 

Micele ii sprijini capul obsoit de pieptul lui 
In vreme ce ii murmura soapte de-amor. 


Dintr-o fata, fata incepu sa planga. 

Alangea cu sughituri, soptind printre suspine: 

Ce dor mi-a fost de tine!... nespus de dor!... 

stiu, dragotea mea, spuse el cu impacare,, cu tandrete 

stiu, dragsostea mea, si mie mi-a fost dor... 


Apoi o lua in bratele lui albe, rotunde ca laptele 

si roz ca flaorea d cires 

si os transe puternic la pieptul lui. 

Buzele lor se unira in sarutari fara de numar 
Buzele lui rosiiOroz de descisera ca doua flori dlotus 
Nespus de frumoase , de gratioase si de gingase 
s-i soarba sufletul viata di ea 
si sa i-o dea in schimb pe-a sa. 


Saruturi glasuri dau duiaoselor mistere 
Strapunse de volupoasa calda miere 
Ce curgea in gurile lor aprinse 
C douavite de vie 

Ca doi faguri uriasi galbeni si parfumati de miere. 


Peste tot in visul meu lucid 
Insecte-uriase mancand de dulce 
Pe neted Pamant negru pe care Ceru-si duce 
Greul si usuratatea propriei vesnicii... 

Michele cobori in goana scarile 

Apoi se rezema serios de balsutrada de inox 

Cu fundul rotund ingust sprijinit 

De barele scanteietoare in soarele de martie. 

Picioareel elui erau interesante vazute din spate 
Parea ca este unul singur, unul fund acoperit 
De barele rotunde de metal 
Ce coborau in pamant. 

Cathy!... strigael, in timp ce o fata trecea 
Ganditoare cu capu-n pamant. 

Michele!... exclama ea parca obosita,lasandu-se sa cada 
Pe bancutavisinie 
Din micyl parculet 

Cu brazi albi, ornamentali, ca niste copii 
Zambareti 

Cu zametul intepator. 



Apoi se ridica agale si prni spre el. 

Micele ii sprijini capul obsoit de pieptul lui 
In vreme ce ii murmura soapte de-amor. 

Saruturi glasuri dau duiaoselor mistere 
Strapunse de volupoasa calda miere 
Ce curgea in gurile lor aprinse cu putere... 

C douavite de vie 

Ca doi faguri uriasi galbeni si parfumati de miere. 

Michele ... 

All over my lucid dream 

Huge insects eating sweet 

On the smooth black Earth that Heaven takes 

The difficulty and the ease of one's eternity ... 

Michele ran down the stairs 

Then it is seriously supported by the stainless steel baler 
With narrow round bottom supported 
By the sparkling bars in the March sun. 

His legs were interesting to see from behind 
It seemed to be one, one being covered 
Round metal bars 

What they were down to the ground. 

Cathy! ... she screamed as a girl passed by 
Thinking with his head on the ground. 

Michele! ... she exclaimed, feeling tired, letting herself fall 
On the violet bench 
From the little park 

With white, ornamental fir trees, like children 
smiling 

With a stinging smile. 


Then he got up and grabbed for him. 

The little boy rested his tired head on his chest 
As he whispered out of love. 


From a girl, the girl started to cry. 

She waved with hints, whispering between sighs: 
What I missed was you! ... especially longing! ... 
I know, my love, "he said," with tenderness 
I know, my sweetheart, and I missed ... 


Then he took it in his white arms, round like milk 
and pink as the cherry blossom 
and bone clung tightly to his chest. 

Their lips joined in numberless kisses 

His red lips had descended like two lotus flowers 

Not especially beautiful, graceful and kind 

the soul of her life is lost 

and give him his own instead. 



Kissing voices give mysterious duos 
He pierced the hot honey voluptuous 
What was flowing in their mouths 
As vines 

Like two giant honeycombs, yellow and scented with honey. 


All over my lucid dream 

Huge insects eating sweet 

On the smooth black Earth that Heaven takes 

The difficulty and the ease of one's eternity ... 

Michele ran down the stairs 

Then it is seriously supported by the stainless steel baler 
With narrow round bottom supported 
By the sparkling bars in the March sun. 

His legs were interesting to see from behind 
It seemed to be one, one being covered 
Round metal bars 

What they were down to the ground. 

Cathy! ... she screamed as a girl passed by 
Thinking with his head on the ground. 

Michele! ... she exclaimed, feeling tired, letting herself fall 
On the violet bench 
From the little park 

With white, ornamental fir trees, like children 
smiling 

With a stinging smile. 


Then he got up and grabbed for him. 

The little boy rested his tired head on his chest 
As he whispered out of love. 

Kissing voices give mysterious duos 
He pierced the hot honey voluptuous 
What was flowing in their mouths lit with power ... 

As vines 

Like two giant honeycombs, yellow and scented with honey, 
te iubesc, Michele, te doresc, dragostea mea. 


Te iubesc Alin, Puiul mu. 

Te doresc ssi Te iubesc dulceata mea Victor, pOuiul meu. 
Michele... 


Peste tot in visul meu lucid 
Insecte-uriase mancand de dulce 
Pe neted Pamant negru pe care Ceru-si duce 
Greul si usuratatea propriei vesnicii... 



Michele cobori in goana scarile 

Apoi se rezema serios de balsutrada de inox 

Cu fundul rotund ingust sprijinit 

De barele scanteietoare in soarele de martie. 


Picioareel elui erau interesante vazute din spate 
Parea ca este unul singur, unul fund acoperit 
De barele rotunde de metal 
Ce coborau in pamant. 


Cathy!... strigael, in timp ce o fata trecea 
Ganditoare cu capu-n pamant. 

Michele!... exclama ea parca obosita,lasandu-se sa cada 
Pe bancutavisinie 
Din micyl parculet 

Cu brazi albi, ornamentali, ca niste copii 
Zambareti 

Cu zametul intepator. 


Apoi se ridica agale si prni spre el. 

Micele ii sprijini capul obsoit de pieptul lui 
In vreme ce ii murmura soapte de-amor. 


Dintr-o fata, fata incepu sa planga. 

Alangea cu sughituri, soptind printre suspine: 

Ce dor mi-a fost de tine!... nespus de dor!... 

stiu, dragotea mea, spuse el cu impacare,, cu tandrete 

stiu, dragsostea mea, si mie mi-a fost dor... 


Apoi o lua in bratele lui albe, rotunde ca laptele 

si roz ca flaorea d cires 

si os transe puternic la pieptul lui. 

Buzele lor se unira in sarutari fara de numar 
Buzele lui rosiiOroz de descisera ca doua flori dlotus 
Nespus de frumoase , de gratioase si de gingase 
s-i soarba sufletul viata di ea 
si sa i-o dea in schimb pe-a sa. 


Saruturi glasuri dau duiaoselor misterioase 
Strapunse de volupoasa calda miere 



Ce curgea in gurile lor aprinse 
C douavite de vie 

Ca doi faguri uriasi galbeni si parfumati de miere. 


Peste tot in visul meu lucid 
Insecte-uriase mancand de dulce 
Pe neted Pamant negru pe care Ceru-si duce 
Greul si usuratatea propriei vesnicii... 


Michele cobori in goana scarile 

Apoi se rezema serios de balsutrada de inox 

Cu fundul rotund ingust sprijinit 

De barele scanteietoare in soarele de martie. 


Picioareel elui erau interesante vazute din spate 
Parea ca este unul singur, unul fund acoperit 
De barele rotunde de metal 
Ce coborau in pamant. 


Cathy!... strigael, in timp ce o fata trecea 
Ganditoare cu capu-n pamant. 

Michele!... exclama ea parca obosita,lasandu-se sa cada 
Pe bancutavisinie 
Din micyl parculet 

Cu brazi albi, ornamentali, ca niste copii 
Zambareti 

Cu zametul intepator. 


Apoi se ridica agale si prni spre el. 

Micele ii sprijini capul obsoit de pieptul lui 
In vreme ce ii murmura soapte de-amor. 


Saruturi glasuri dau duiaoselor misterioase 
Strapunse de volupoasa calda miere 
Ce curgea in gurile lor aprinse cu putere... 

C douavite de vie 

Ca doi faguri uriasi galbeni si parfumati de miere. 
Michele ... 


All over my lucid dream 

Huge insects eating sweet 

On the smooth black Earth that Heaven takes 

The difficulty and the ease of one's eternity ... 



Michele ran down the stairs 

Then it is seriously supported by the stainless steel baler 
With narrow round bottom supported 
By the sparkling bars in the March sun. 


His legs were interesting to see from behind 
It seemed to be one, one being covered 
Round metal bars 

What they were down to the ground. 


Cathy! ... she screamed as a girl passed by 
Thinking with his head on the ground. 

Michele! ... she exclaimed, feeling tired, letting herself fall 
On the violet bench 
From the little park 

With white, ornamental fir trees, like children 
smiling 

With a stinging smile. 


Then he got up and grabbed for him. 

The little boy rested his tired head on his chest 
As he whispered out of love. 


From a girl, the girl started to cry. 

She waved with hints, whispering between sighs: 
What I missed was you! ... especially longing! ... 
I know, my love, "he said," with tenderness 
I know, my sweetheart, and I missed ... 


Then he took it in his white arms, round like milk 
and pink as the cherry blossom 
and bone clung tightly to his chest. 

Their lips joined in numberless kisses 

His red lips had descended like two lotus flowers 

Not especially beautiful, graceful and kind 

the soul of her life is lost 

and give him his own instead. 


Kissing voices give mysterious duos 



He pierced the hot honey voluptuous 
What was flowing in their mouths 
As vines 

Like two giant honeycombs, yellow and scented with honey. 


All over my lucid dream 

Huge insects eating sweet 

On the smooth black Earth that Heaven takes 

The difficulty and the ease of one's eternity ... 


Michele ran down the stairs 

Then it is seriously supported by the stainless steel baler 
With narrow round bottom supported 
By the sparkling bars in the March sun. 


His legs were interesting to see from behind 
It seemed to be one, one being covered 
Round metal bars 

What they were down to the ground. 


Cathy! ... she screamed as a girl passed by 
Thinking with his head on the ground. 

Michele! ... she exclaimed, feeling tired, letting herself fall 
On the violet bench 
From the little park 

With white, ornamental fir trees, like children 
smiling 

With a stinging smile. 


Then he got up and grabbed for him. 

The little boy rested his tired head on his chest 
As he whispered out of love. 


Kissing voices give mysterious duos 
He pierced the hot honey voluptuous 
What was flowing in their mouths lit with power ... 

As vines 

Like two giant honeycombs, yellow and scented with honey. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc , Mihai, Puiul meu Dulce. 

Mihai... 


Cathy intra, cautandu-1 cu privirea pe Alain. 
Ddu insa cu privirea de Mihai 



Care sedea sfios, zambind cu mainile lasate pe langa corp 
Gandindu-se cine stie unde... 


Nu era multa lume in biblioteca 

In acea zi de martie, ploioasa 

In ere soarele abia iesise trenurator 

Printre norii speriati, gonindu-se ca mici balatuci 

Delumina si fulger 

Abi-inunecati, ca niste copiimari pusi pe plans.... 


Mijhai sedea zambind, cu cartea lui Foucault deschisa in fata 
Alaturi o carte de poeezii, de Goethe. 

..zambetul lui era geciorelnic, abia schitat 
Pe buzele lui fragede 
Ca dooua petale de trandafir 
Sanitate de ploaie 

si deschse unei lumi interioare in deriva... 


Ochii, putin umbriti d ochelari 
Aveau un suras misterios, poetic, gingas timid 
Preluat de buzele lui rosii,lovite de sange 
De paloarea obrazului subtire 

De lapte, pe care mijeau primele tuleie ale barbisei - 
Doua suvie matasoase din barul lui saten-blond 
Pieptanay bogat cu caare la mijloc. 


Mihai, sopti apropiindu-se Cathy. Nu 1-ai vazut pe Alin?.. 
O, nu... spuse brusc tanarul, uimit 
Dand cu ochi de ea. 


Ah, i-am spus ca trebuie sa ne intalnim aici, sa citim impreuna... 
Voiam sa-1 mi intreb cate ceva... 

Sa discutam depre carti.... 


Poti sa te asezi langa mine, surase parca speriat 
Misterios tanarul. E un locliber... 


Bine, acum merg la toaleta, sa ma spal pe fata 
A fost o teribila zapuseala... acum in martie... 

Mai spuse Cathy, atingandu-i usor umarul, 

In timp ce Mihai se infiora, apecandu-si pesemne ochii in carte. 



Kla baie, Cathy se privi in oglinda. 

Avea ochiiiobositi, incercanti. Nu mai daduse de Michele doua luni 
Dupa ultima lor intalnire. 

Se spala pe fata 

Apoi se rezema de o iesituraa peretului 
Perduta in ganduri. 


Cand deodata Mihai intra. 

O gasi i rochia ei de vascoza, cu bereta 
Cu bratele si umerii goi, la care ajungea 
Parul ei matasos ondulat 
Ca niste spirale invoalte. 


Fymam o tigara?... intreba tanarul parca zapacit 
Nestiind ce sa zica. 

Apoi ii intinse un bilet de la Alin. 

Iubito, azi nupot veni... 

Michele are nevoie de mine 

La un proiect pentru serviciu, dragostea mea dulce.. 

Iti va tine companie Mihai, fratele meu mai mic. 

Tanarul rosi privind-ocum citeste. 

Oh, exclamaCathy... stingan tigara. Ce dor mi-era de el!... 
stiu, spuse Mihai aplecandu-se spre ea, sa-i spuna ceva 
apoi, zapacit de mireasma trupului ei 
se pierdu cu firea sio innlantui cu bratele 
atragand-o incet la pieptul lui. 

Seapleca, incet, parca intr-o mie de ani 
si o atinse cu buele lui rosii pe buze. 

Cathy tresarisperiata, apoi ilinlantui si ea 
si-1 stranse ppueternic lapieptul ei. 


Dulceata mea, mai soptitanarul, apoi se inlantuira si se satutara frenetic 
Ca si cum s-ar fi intalnit intr-adevar 
Dupa o mie de ani 

De dor, asteptare, dragoste, suferinta... 


Tanarul se schimbase. Deveni pe data un lup flamand, vorace 

Un tigru cu miscari de felina 

Care-si invaluie prada si o atrage spre sine... 



Mihai, mai sopti Cathy, cu obrajii rosii, dragoste meaa 
Suntem pierdui... 


Mijhai sedea zambind, cu cartea lui Foucault deschisa in fata 
Alaturi o carte de poeezii, de Goethe. 

..zambetul lui era geciorelnic, abia schitat 
Pe buzele lui fragede 
Ca dooua petale de trandafir 
Sanitate de ploaie 

si deschse unei lumi interioare in deriva... 


Ochii, putin umbriti d ochelari 
Aveau un suras misterios, poetic, gingas timid 
Preluat de buzele lui rosii,lovite de sange 
De paloarea obrazului subtire 

De lapte, pe care mijeau primele tuleie ale barbisei - 
Doua suvie matasoase din barul lui saten-blond 
Pieptanay bogat cu caare la mijloc. 

Nu era multa lume in biblioteca 

In acea zi de martie, ploioasa 

In ere soarele abia iesise trenurator 

Printre norii speriati, gonindu-se ca mici balatuci 

Delumina si fulger 

Abi-inunecati, ca niste copiimari pusi pe plans.... 

Michael... 

Cathy came in, looking at Alain. 

But he looked at Mihai 

He was sitting breathless, smiling with his hands close to his body 
Thinking about who knows where ... 


There wasn't much in the library 

On that rainy March day 

In the sun, the sun had barely come out 

Among the frightened clouds, swirling like little puddles 

Lightning and lightning 

Just be-dark, like copies weeping. 


Mijhai was smiling, with Foucault's book open in front 
Next to a book of poems, by Goethe. 

... his smile was jealous, just sketched 
On his cold lips 
Like two rose petals 



Rain kiss 

and opened to a drifting inner world ... 


Eyes, slightly shaded by glasses 

They had a mysterious, poetic, timid smile 

Taken from his red lips, blood smeared 

By the pallor of the thin cheek 

Milk, on which the first lintel of the beard - 

Two silky haunches from his blond-haired man 

Rich chestnut with a middle ground. 


Mihai, whispered Cathy approaching. Haven't you seen Alin? 
Oh, no ... the young man said suddenly, amazed 
Winking at her. 


Ah, I told her we should meet here, read together ... 
I wanted to ask him something ... 

Let's talk about books. 


You can sit next to me, he smiled as if scared 
Mysteriously the young man. He is a bookkeeper ... 


Okay, now I'm going to the toilet to wash my face 
It was a terrible jolt... now in March ... 

Cathy said, touching her shoulder lightly. 

As Mihai shivered, his eyes fluttered in the book. 


Kla bath, Cathy looked in the mirror. 

His eyes were bulging, trying. She hadn't given Michele two months 
After their last date. 

Wash your face 

Then it is supported by a recess of the wall 
Lost in thoughts. 


When Mihai suddenly enters. 

She found it in her viscose dress, with beret 
With bare arms and shoulders, he reached 
Her silky wavy hair 
Like a spiral. 



Do we smoke a cigarette? ... the young man asked as if he was confused 
Not knowing what to say. 

Then he handed her a note from Alin. 

Baby, today is coming ... 

Michele needs me 

At a project for the service, my sweet love .. 

Mihai, my younger brother, will keep you company. 

The red-eyed young man reads. 

Oh, exclaims Cathy ... putting out her cigarette. I miss him! 

I know, ’’Mihai said, leaning over her to tell her something 
then, overwhelmed by the scent of her body 
he got lost in the line and tied with his arms 
slowly pulling her to his chest. 

Slowly, it seemed like in a thousand years 
and he touched it with his red lips on his lips. 

Cathy shivered, then chained her 
and she tightened her breast tightly. 


My sweetness, still the whisper, then they chained and kissed frantically 

As if he had really met 

After a thousand years 

Of longing, waiting, love, suffering ... 


The young man had changed. Become a hungry, voracious wolf at once 

A tiger with feline movements 

Who surrounds his prey and draws it to himself... 


Mihai, Cathy whispered, with red cheeks, my love 
We are lost... 


Mijhai was smiling, with Foucault's book open in front 
Next to a book of poems, by Goethe. 

... his smile was jealous, just sketched 
On his cold lips 
Like two rose petals 
Rain kiss 

and opened to a drifting inner world ... 


Eyes, slightly shaded by glasses 

They had a mysterious, poetic, timid smile 



Taken from his red lips, blood smeared 

By the pallor of the thin cheek 

Milk, on which the first lintel of the beard - 

Two silky haunches from his blond-haired man 

Rich chestnut with a middle ground. 

There wasn't much in the library 

On that rainy March day 

In the sun, the sun had barely come out 

Among the frightened clouds, swirling like little puddles 

Lightning and lightning 

Just be-dark, like copies weeping. 

Te iubesc, Andrei, Tudor, Mihai, Dulcisorul meu. 

Mihai... 

Cathy intra, cautandu-1 cu privirea pe Alain. 

Ddu insa cu privirea de Mihai 

Care sedea sfios, zambind cu mainile lasate pe langa corp 
Gandindu-se cine stie unde... 


Nu era multa lume in biblioteca 

In acea zi de martie, ploioasa 

In ere soarele abia iesise trenurator 

Printre norii speriati, gonindu-se ca mici balatuci 

Delumina si fulger 

Abi-inunecati, ca niste copiimari pusi pe plans.... 


Mijhai sedea zambind, cu cartea lui Foucault deschisa in fata 
Alaturi o carte de poeezii, de Goethe. 

..zambetul lui era geciorelnic, abia schitat 
Pe buzele lui fragede 
Ca dooua petale de trandafir 
Sanitate de ploaie 

si deschse unei lumi interioare in deriva... 


Ochii, putin umbriti d ochelari 
Aveau un suras misterios, poetic, gingas timid 
Preluat de buzele lui rosii,lovite de sange 
De paloarea obrazului subtire 

De lapte, pe care mijeau primele tuleie ale barbisei - 
Doua suvie matasoase din barul lui saten-blond 
Pieptanay bogat cu caare la mijloc. 


Mihai, sopti apropiindu-se Cathy. Nu 1-ai vazut pe Alin?.. 

O, nu... spuse brusc tanarul, uimit 
Dand cu ochi de ea. 

Ah, i-am spus ca trebuie sa ne intalnim aici, sa citim impreuna... 
Voiam sa-1 mi intreb cate ceva... 

Sa discutam depre carti.... 



Poti sa te asezi langa mine, surase parca speriat 
Misterios tanarul. E un locliber... 

Bine, acum merg la toaleta, sa ma spal pe fata 
A fost o teribila zapuseala... acum in martie... 

Mai spuse Cathy, atingandu-i usor umarul, 

In timp ce Mihai se infiora, apecandu-si pesemne ochii in carte. 


Kla baie, Cathy se privi in oglinda. 

Avea ochiiiobositi, incercanti. Nu mai daduse de Michele doua luni 
Dupa ultima lor intalnire. 

Se spala pe fata 

Apoi se rezema de o iesituraa peretului 
Perduta in ganduri. 


Cand deodata Mihai intra. 

0 gasi i rochia ei de vascoza, cu bereta 
Cu bratele si umerii goi, la care ajungea 
Parul ei matasos ondulat 
Ca niste spirale invoalte. 

Fymam o tigara?... intreba tanarul parca zapacit 
Nestiind ce sa zica. 

Apoi ii intinse un bilet de la Alin. 

Iubito, azi nupot veni... 

Michele are nevoie de mine 

La un proiect pentru serviciu, dragostea mea dulce.. 

Iti va tine companie Mihai, fratele meu mai mic. 

Tanarul rosi privind-ocum citeste. 

Oh, exclamaCathy... stingan tigara. Ce dor mi-era de el!... 
stiu, spuse Mihai aplecandu-se spre ea, sa-i spuna ceva 
apoi, zapacit de mireasma trupului ei 
se pierdu cu firea sio innlantui cu bratele 
atragand-o incet la pieptul lui. 

Seapleca, incet, parca intr-o mie de ani 
si o atinse cu buele lui rosii pe buze. 

Cathy tresarisperiata, apoi ilinlantui si ea 
si-1 stranse ppueternic lapieptul ei. 

Dulceata mea, mai soptitanarul, apoi se inlantuira si se satutara frenetic 
Ca si cum s-ar fi intalnit intr-adevar 
Dupa o mie de ani 

De dor, asteptare, dragoste, suferinta... 


Tanarul se schimbase. Deveni pe data un lup flamand, vorace 

Un tigru cu miscari de felina 

Care-si invaluie prada si o atrage spre sine... 



Mihai, mai sopti Cathy, cu obrajii rosii, dragoste meaa 
Suntem pierdui... 


Mijhai sedea zambind, cu cartea lui Foucault deschisa in fata 
Alaturi o carte de poeezii, de Goethe. 

..zambetul lui era geciorelnic, abia schitat 
Pe buzele lui fragede 
Ca dooua petale de trandafir 
Sanitate de ploaie 

si deschse unei lumi interioare in deriva... 


Ochii, putin umbriti d ochelari 
Aveau un suras misterios, poetic, gingas timid 
Preluat de buzele lui rosii,lovite de sange 
De paloarea obrazului subtire 

De lapte, pe care mijeau primele tuleie ale barbisei - 
Doua suvie matasoase din barul lui saten-blond 
Pieptanay bogat cu caare la mijloc. 

Nu era multa lume in biblioteca 

In acea zi de martie, ploioasa 

In ere soarele abia iesise trenurator 

Printre norii speriati, gonindu-se ca mici balatuci 

Delumina si fulger 

Abi-inunecati, ca niste copiimari pusi pe plans.... 

Michael... 

Cathy came in, looking at Alain. 

But he looked at Mihai 

He was sitting breathless, smiling with his hands close to his body 
Thinking about who knows where ... 


There wasn't much in the library 

On that rainy March day 

In the sun, the sun had barely come out 

Among the frightened clouds, swirling like little puddles 

Lightning and lightning 

Just be-dark, like copies weeping. 


Mihai was smiling, with Foucault's book open in front 
Next to a book of poems, by Goethe. 

... his smile was jealous, just sketched 
On his cold lips 
Like two rose petals 
Rain kiss 

and opened to a drifting inner world ... 



Eyes, slightly shaded by glasses 

They had a mysterious, poetic, timid smile 

Taken from his red lips, blood smeared 

By the pallor of the thin cheek 

Milk, on which the first lintel of the beard - 

Two silky haunches from his blond-haired man 

Rich chestnut with a middle ground. 

Mihai, whispered Cathy approaching. Haven't you seen Alin? 
Oh, no ... the young man said suddenly, amazed 
Winking at her. 

Ah, I told her we should meet here, read together ... 

I wanted to ask him something ... 

Let's talk about books. 


You can sit next to me, he smiled as if scared 
Mysteriously the young man. He is a bookkeeper ... 


Okay, now I'm going to the toilet to wash my face 
It was a terrible jolt... now in March ... 

Cathy said, touching her shoulder lightly. 

As Mihai shivered, his eyes fluttered in the book. 


In bath, Cathy looked in the mirror. 

His eyes were bulging, trying. She hadn't given Michele two months 
After their last date. 

Wash your face 

Then it is supported by a recess of the wall 
Lost in thoughts. 


When Mihai suddenly enters. 

She found it in her viscose dress, with beret 
With bare arms and shoulders, he reached 
Her silky wavy hair 
Like a spiral. 

Do we smoke a cigarette? ... the young man asked as if he was confused 
Not knowing what to say. 

Then he handed her a note from Alin. 

Baby, today is coming ... 

Michele needs me 

At a project for the service, my sweet love .. 

Mihai, my younger brother, will keep you company. 

The red-eyed young man reads. 

Oh, exclaims Cathy ... putting out her cigarette. I miss him! 

I know, ’’Mihai said, leaning over her to tell her something 
then, overwhelmed by the scent of her body 



he got lost in the line and tied with his arms 
slowly pulling her to his chest. 

Slowly, it seemed like in a thousand years 
and he touched it with his red lips on his lips. 

Cathy shivered, then chained her 
and she tightened her breast tightly. 

My sweetness, still the whisper, then they chained and kissed frantically 

As if he had really met 

After a thousand years 

Of longing, waiting, love, suffering ... 


The young man had changed. Become a hungry, voracious wolf at once 

A tiger with feline movements 

Who surrounds his prey and draws it to himself... 

Mihai, Cathy whispered, with red cheeks, my love 
We are lost... 


Mihai was smiling, with Foucault's book open in front 
Next to a book of poems, by Goethe. 

... his smile was jealous, just sketched 
On his cold lips 
Like two rose petals 
Rain kiss 

and opened to a drifting inner world ... 


Eyes, slightly shaded by glasses 

They had a mysterious, poetic, timid smile 

Taken from his red lips, blood smeared 

By the pallor of the thin cheek 

Milk, on which the first lintel of the beard - 

Two silky haunches from his blond-haired man 

Rich chestnut with a middle ground. 

There wasn't much in the library 

On that rainy March day 

In the sun, the sun had barely come out 

Among the frightened clouds, swirling like little puddles 

Lightning and lightning 

Just be-dark, like copies weeping. 


Mii de kali-yuga 

Pe cararilebatatorite 
Dunele le matura vantul 
Luasem choul unui inorog violet 
Pe panza timpului picat desuet. 



Ma-ntorc cu pasi mari dinspre apus 
In casa goala 
Nematurata de saptamani 
Cu mmasa plina de tutun... 

Cu capul meu stramb, pe gatul intepenit 
Cazut in inconstient 
In care orbitele inoata goale 
Ca irisii trecutelor noastre intaniri 
Sub sirul pierdut de salcii plangatoare... 


Pe cararile batatorite 
Dunele le matura vantul 
Luasem chipul unui inorog violet 
Pe panza timpului picat desuet. 


Ma-ntorc cu pasi mari dinspre apus 
In casa goala 
Nematurata desaptamani 
Cu masa plina de tutun... 

Cu capul meu stramb, pe gatul intepenit 
Cazut in inconstient 
In care orbitele inoata goale 
Ca irisii trecutelor noastre intaniri 
Sub sirul pierdutde salcii plangatoare... 


Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Thousands of kali-yuga 

On the beaten paths 
The dunes swept through the wind 
I had the chill of a purple horn 
On the canvas of time dropped out. 




I'm coming back from the sunset 
In the empty house 
Unspoiled for weeks 
With tobacco full of tobacco ... 

With my crooked head on my throat stiff 
Fallen into the unconscious 
Where the orbits are empty 
Like the irises of our past encounters 
Under the row lost by crying holes ... 


On the beaten paths 
The dunes swept through the wind 
I took the face of a purple horn 
On the canvas of time dropped out. 


I'm coming back from the sunset 
In the empty house 
Unobtrusive weeks 
With the mass of tobacco ... 

With my crooked head on my throat stiff 
Fallen into the unconscious 
Where the orbits are empty 
Like the irises of our past encounters 
Underneath the string of lost crying ... 


I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Te iubesc. 

Mii de kali-yuga 

Pe cararilebatatorite 
Dunele le matura vantul 
Luasem choul unui inorog violet 
Pe panza timpului picat desuet. 




Ma-ntorc cu pasi man dinspre apus 
In casa goala 
Nematurata de saptamani 
Cu mmasa plina de tutun... 

Cu capul meu stramb, pe gatul intepenit 
Cazut in inconstient 
In care orbitele inoata goale 
Ca irisii trecutelor noastre intaniri 
Sub sirul pierdut de salcii plangatoare... 


Pe cararile batatorite 
Dunele le matura vantul 
Luasem chipul unui inorog violet 
Pe panza timpului picat desuet. 


Ma-ntorc cu pasi mari dinspre apus 
In casa goala 
Nematurata desaptamani 
Cu masa plina de tutun... 

Cu capul meu stramb, pe gatul intepenit 
Cazut in inconstient 
In care orbitele inoata goale 
Ca irisii trecutelor noastre intaniri 
Sub sirul pierdutde salcii plangatoare... 


Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Thousands of kali-yuga 

On the beaten paths 
The dunes swept through the wind 
I had the chill of a purple horn 
On the canvas of time dropped out. 


I'm coming back from the sunset 




In the empty house 

Unspoiled for weeks 

With tobacco full of tobacco ... 

With my crooked head on my throat stiff 
Fallen into the unconscious 
Where the orbits are empty 
Like the irises of our past encounters 
Under the row lost by crying holes ... 


On the beaten paths 
The dunes swept through the wind 
I took the face of a purple horn 
On the canvas of time dropped out. 


I'm coming back from the sunset 
In the empty house 
Unobtrusive weeks 
With the mass of tobacco ... 

With my crooked head on my throat stiff 
Fallen into the unconscious 
Where the orbits are empty 
Like the irises of our past encounters 
Underneath the string of lost crying ... 


I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Mii de kali-yuga 

Pe cararilebatatorite 
Dunele le matura vantul 
Luasem choul unui inorog violet 
Pe panza timpului picat desuet. 

Ma-ntorc cu pasi mari dinspre apus 
In casa goala 
Nematurata de saptamani 
Cu mmasa plina de tutun... 




Cu capul meu stramb, pe gatul intepenit 
Cazut in inconstient 
In care orbitele inoata goale 
Ca irisii trecutelor noastre intaniri 
Sub sirul pierdut de salcii plangatoare... 

Pe cararile batatorite 
Dunele le matura vantul 
Luasem chipul unui inorog violet 
Pe panza timpului picat desuet. 

Ma-ntorc cu pasi mari dinspre apus 
In casa goala 
Nematurata desaptamani 
Cu masa plina de tutun... 

Cu capul meu stramb, pe gatul intepenit 
Cazut in inconstient 
In care orbitele inoata goale 
Ca irisii trecutelor noastre intaniri 
Sub sirul pierdutde salcii plangatoare... 


Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 
Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Thousands of kali-yuga 

On the beaten paths 

The dunes swept through the wind 

I had the chill of a purple horn 

On the canvas of time dropped out. 

I'm coming back from the sunset 
In the empty house 
Unspoiled for weeks 
With tobacco full of tobacco ... 

With my crooked head on my throat stiff 
Fallen into the unconscious 
Where the orbits are empty 
Like the irises of our past encounters 
Under the row lost by crying holes ... 

On the beaten paths 
The dunes swept through the wind 
I took the face of a purple horn 
On the canvas of time dropped out. 




I'm coming back from the sunset 
In the empty house 
Unobtrusive weeks 
With the mass of tobacco ... 

With my crooked head on my throat stiff 
Fallen into the unconscious 
Where the orbits are empty 
Like the irises of our past encounters 
Underneath the string of lost crying ... 


I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 


Mii de kali-yuga 

Pe cararilebatatorite 
Dunele le matura vantul 
Luasem choul unui inorog violet 
Pe panza timpului picat desuet. 

Ma-ntorc cu pasi mari dinspre apus 
In casa goala 
Nematurata de saptamani 
Cu mmasa plina de tutun... 

Cu capul meu stramb, pe gatul intepenit 
Cazut in inconstient 
In care orbitele inoata goale 
Ca irisii trecutelor noastre intaniri 
Sub sirul pierdut de salcii plangatoare... 

Pe cararile batatorite 
Dunele le matura vantul 
Luasem chipul unui inorog violet 
Pe panza timpului picat desuet. 

Ma-ntorc cu pasi mari dinspre apus 
In casa goala 
Nematurata desaptamani 
Cu masa plina de tutun... 

Cu capul meu stramb, pe gatul intepenit 
Cazut in inconstient 
In care orbitele inoata goale 
Ca irisii trecutelor noastre intaniri 




Sub sirul pierdutde salcii plangatoare... 


Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 
Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Thousands of kali-yuga 

On the beaten paths 

The dunes swept through the wind 

I had the chill of a purple horn 

On the canvas of time dropped out. 

I'm coming back from the sunset 
In the empty house 
Unspoiled for weeks 
With tobacco full of tobacco ... 

With my crooked head on my throat stiff 
Fallen into the unconscious 
Where the orbits are empty 
Like the irises of our past encounters 
Under the row lost by crying holes ... 

On the beaten paths 
The dunes swept through the wind 
I took the face of a purple horn 
On the canvas of time dropped out. 

I'm coming back from the sunset 
In the empty house 
Unobtrusive weeks 
With the mass of tobacco ... 

With my crooked head on my throat stiff 
Fallen into the unconscious 
Where the orbits are empty 
Like the irises of our past encounters 
Underneath the string of lost crying ... 


I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 





Known from deep reveries and dreams 
With the stick stuck to the stars 

...te iubesc si te doresc, Victor, dulceata inimii mele, puiul meu.. 

I love you dearly, Victor, the love of my life. 

The unfathomable mysteries of one's life ... 

On the night of September 20 to 21, my phone was stolen. 

I had it loaded, on the trash bin, then I lay down. 

Upon waking up, I find that the phone is gone 

Although the lady in the salon is awake. But he doesn't know anything . 


Thinking a little, I put the charger on the phone 
I pull him out of the bag, 

On the white plate, I see him, and I go to the smoking room. 

In the hallway leading to the smoking room, I meet a young man 
Accompanied by someone 

Medium in size, slim, in a sports suit 
With short hair and blue eyes. 

The young man asks me something or greets me 
Asking me something. 

Immediately I think he might be involved in the business ... 

I had two passwords on the phone, heavy. 

I wondered what the thieves would do with him. 

He returned from smoking, after about 20-25 minutes 

I find the phone under the blanket 

With two holes applied coarsely at the top. 

Through the open door, I see the same uninvolved young man, 
Walking with a brown gentleman, smaller in stature 


I type, trying to post something on facebook. 

The phone is beating thin instead of thinking. 

I realize the phone has been destroyed, there is nothing left to do ... 
I throw it in the living room, in the open space, on the floor. 

The phone is ringing and breaking. 

The next morning, I tell the story in front of Ms. Lia 
Professionally shaking head, filled with doubts: 

The phone was not stolen, it's okay ... 

It doesn't work well anymore, I say, two holes have been given ... 
Where do you see two holes? 

My assistant lady asked me. 

The holes had been used exactly in the holes at the top 
and enlarged. 

Not making me understand, blinded by anger, and jealousy 
I get the phone on the floor, where he bangs dry. 

Then I take them with my hands under Mrs. Lia's eyes. 

The phone is delivered that morning and the next morning at home. 
Later, Ms. Lia protests: 



Where do you see the theft? The phone was not stolen 
You found him under the blanket. 

There are no thefts in the psychiatry section of the hospital... 

It was all a machination 

With cold blood, from time to time, they were probably well acquainted 
staff members, maybe even doctors ... 

I was suspecting Mrs. Poepescu Erika, Ms. Lia's assistant 
the lady in the salon... 

Now, thinking better, I remember the young striker 

Coming in the evening, probably to empty the trash, he had stolen it. 

Things are really that simple. 

Anyway, everything was masked. My little brother came to me 
Nokia 100 home phone, which I will fight 
In the following days I will write messages: 

<1 sit in happy silence, scrutinizing the Iraqi messengers. 

An ecstatic silence, from which I woke up with my eyes wide open 
Thinking about the unfathomable mysteries of one's life, 

To the mysteries of the world, of the nature of the universe ... (...)> 

.te iubesc. 


Translations: Carl Gustav Jung 

Te iubesc, dragostea mea. 
Mistretul cu colti de argint 


In ziua aceea ne dusesem dupa vaci 
Eu si Silvia, verisoara mea primara. 

Trecusem de varful Preluca si gasiseram vacile 
Pascand poate pe muntele Bou 
Mai sus de coliba lui Galatan. 

Ne intoarcem acasa. Dar pe lunga sa ce despartea varful 
Preluca de muntele Bou 
Era o turma de mistreti cu pui. 

Se auzeau fornaiturile si sunetele ciudate 

Ce le faceau si era o turma de zece-treisprezece mistreti. 
Mari si mici. 

Sivia, vara mea, se speriase rau 
Si tremura ca varga 

Se gandea ca acolo ne vom gasi moartea. 

Dar eu stiam de la tata 

Ca animalele salbatice nu-ti fac nimic 

Daca nu le ataci 

S daca nu le incalci teritoriul, ci iti vezi linistit 
De drum. 

Cu tot cu sangele rece de care eram in stare 




i-am soptit Silviei 


sa nu urmam saua dupa mistreti 

ca ei din spate nu ne puteau simti.... ci numai din vantul 
care le batea din fata. 

Si-am taiat muntele Prelucii drept in doua 

Intorcandu-ne acasa. 

Silvia era nespus de recunoscatoare 
Ca scapasem cu viata, iar eu eram fericita 
Ca fusesem curajoasa. 


Mai tarziu m-am gandit ca mistretii au simtit... 
Ca sunt una de-a lor 
Eufemistic spus... 

Caci aveam ascendentul in Mistret 

Dupa zodiacul chinezesc. 

Era si este o scumpa amintire, cea din vremea 
Copilariei noastre 

Cand muntele, codrul, ba chiar si mistretul 

Ramuitor, era frate cu noi. 

Dintr-o pictura in ulei, cu vopselele scurse 
In care se mai deslusesc chipurile a trei copii, 
A doua fete, al meu si al Silviei 
Verisoara mea primara, si al fratelui meu 
Bujor. 


te doresc, Sotul meu iubit, te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Wild boar with silver thistles 




That day we had gone after the cattle 

I and Silvia, my primary cousin 

we had passed by the Preluca Peak and we had found 

the cattle, grazing maybe on the 

Ox Mountain 

above the wooden lodge of Galatan 

We come back home. 

But on the long saddle which 


■■ 



separated the Peak Preluca by the Ox mountain 
It was a herd of boars with chickens 
There were hearing the strange sounds 
they were making 

and there was a herd of ten-thirteen wild boars 
big and small. 

Silvia, my cousin, had been scared badly 

and she was shuddering 

she was thinking that there is our end. 

But I knew from my father that the wild animals 
don't do to you any harm 
if you don't attack them and you do not break 
their territory 

but you are quietly on the road. 

with all my cold blood I was capable I whispered to Silvia 

not to follow the saddle after the wild boars 

for they from behind couldn't feel us... 

but only from the wind which was blowing from 

the front 

and we cut the mountain of Preluca straight in two 
coming back home. 

Silvia was thankful, with tears in her eyes 

that we had escaped alive 

and I was happy that I was courageous. 


Later I thought that the wild boars 
had the feeling that I am one of them 
Euphemistically spoken 

Because I had the ascendancy in the Wild Boar 
after the Chinese zodiac. 

It was also a dear remembrance, that one from 
the time of our childhood 

When the mountain, the forest, even the ruthless 
wild boar, was our brother. 

From an oil canvas, with the draining paintings 
where in there can be still discerned 
the faces of three kids, of two girls, mine, and Silvia's 
and of my brother, Bujor. 

Te iubesc... 

Te iubesc, dulceata mea. 

Mit, ritual si simbol 


E dimineata devreme. Ne-am strans langa claile din fundul ograzii. 
Tata bate coasa. 



Asezat pe iarba, pe platoul ce se scurbeaza apoi 
Foarte abrupt in groapa din fundul ograzii 
Tata bate coasa. 

Isi scoase gresia de la brau, din ghioc, o inmuie bine in apa 
Apoi tinand coasa cu mana stanga 
Cu miscari precise si iuti, ii ascuti taisul 
Alternand miscarile de pe oparte pe alta, pana ajunse 
la varful coasei. 

Apoi lua o mana de iarba verde,moale, o sterse 
Dintr-o singura miscare. 

Na, iati-o ii spuse el lui Bujor, si-i dadu coasa. 

Apoi incepu s-o bata, cu luare-aminte 
Tacticos, absorbit, pe-a lui. 

O coasa veche, frantuzeasca 

Cu taisul de otel ca o sclipire de lumina in soarele diminetii. 

Pe nicovala, aseza cu grija marginea 
zimtuita a coasei 

Aapoi dinspre interior spre exterior 

Incepu s-o bata cu ciocanul din miscari fine, precise 

Nici prea apasate, nici prea usaore. 

Era o intreaga arta. Precizia, indemanarea si stiinta 
De a nu o bate decat cat trebuie - 
si unde trebuie. 

Ascutisul nu trebuia zdrobit, nici marit, nici micsorat. 

Bujor se apucase de coasa. 

Incordandu-si tendoanele picioarelor, cobora la vale 
Luptandu-se cu forta gravitationala 
si in genere cu forta de frecare, 
si din miscari largi 

culcand iarba la pamant, intr-un culoar aval 
care se marea se largea se extindea... 

apoi porni tata in urma lui. 

Cu miscari precise si scurte, taia tufele de iarba ramase, oprindu-se 
la rastimpuri, apoi din miscari largi, iuti, ritmice 
curba iarba la pamant. 

Ajunsi langa gardul de deasupra cararii de jos, dintre ograzi 
se oprira sa rasufle. 

Apoi Bujor o lua din nou in sus 

Iar tata ramase sa coseasca palcurile de iarba 

De langa gard. 

Totul trebuia incut fara cusur - 

si in genere nu era lucru frumos sa Iasi iarba netaiata 

sau taiata de jumatate sau trei sfert. 

Locul trebuia ras ca-n palma - 



si in genere dupa sibtire 

nu era bine sa ramana sire uscate de paie, 

fan uscat neadunat 

locul arata rau, se da apoi rau la cosit si in general era rusine 

numaioamenii angajati la lucru 

mai faceau uneori asa - dar noi niciodata. 


Erau legile nescrise ale pamantului - care cereau 
Ca lucrurile sa fie facute cum trebuie 
si nu de mantuiala. 

si in genere claia sa fie calcata bine, sa aiba varf 
si sa i se puna panze 

eventual peste celofanul gaurit si strecurat pe par 
ca sa nu intre ploaia. 


Cum era claia, asa era mirele. 

Daca claia era inalta si frumoasa rotunda, egala, 

Cu gatul prelung si bine arcuit 
Pre varf 

Mirele era frumos. 

Daca nu, nu. 

si mama trebuia sa faca claile fara cusur 
altfel tata o repezea 

si-i vorbea aspru, poticnindu-se cu pala uriasa de fan 
in varful prului, deasupra capului. 


mai putin, da-mi mai putin, Lazare 
Nu vezi ca sunt aproapede vtrf?!... 


In arsita verii, alegam cu picioarele-mi tinere 
Sa aduc apa. 

Apoi dupa ce beam, ii turnam apa lui Bujor sa se spele 
Pe maini, pe brate, pe fata, pe gat. 

Aoi Bujor lua sticla 

si-si turna de-a dreptul apa in cap. 


si mie!... strga mama. Adu-mi si mie apa!... 


In aldura arzatoare a soarelui, in acea zi caniculara de august 
Aerul se curba ca mii de particule colorate 




Ca o eterna fata morgana - 
Eterna iluzie vizuala. 


Eram fericita. Priveam printere gene aerul curbandu-se 
Sticlind 

Ca o apa colorata 

Ca o perdea de stropi diafani, inefabili, irziand in mii de fatete colorate 
Scanteietoare. 


Soarele era mitic. Fanul era mitic. Rosia era mitica. 

Ma gandeam la romanul corintic 
al lui Manolescu 

si cugetam ca probabil asa trebuie sa arate o pagina de roman: 
mitul Sorelui, al apei si al Oglinzii 
in muntele fara istorie 
intrand pe o poarta din august 
in truputl cakd, de aer, de paie si de lut 
al Eternitatii. 


Tema irecognoscibilitatii miracolului” este echivalenta cu a spune ca miracolul ia formele cele mai 
nesemnificative, si este ilustrata de numeroase opere literare, dintre care amintim ”La tiganci”, ”Pe strada 
Mantuleasa”, ’’Noaptea de Sanziene”. A fi prezent fara sa te faci cunoscut este, probabil, ecoul paradoxului 
budist al prezentei-absenta... 

Te iubesc si te doresc dulcele meu Victor. 

Myth, ritual and symbol 


It's early morning. We gathered near the fences at the bottom of the yard. 
Dad is sewing. 

Sitting on the grass, on the plateau which then flows 
Very steep in the pit at the bottom of the yard 
Dad is sewing. 

She removed her tiles from her waistband, soaking them in the water 
Then holding the knife with his left hand 
With precise movements and sharp, you sharpen its edge 
Alternating the movements from one side to another, until it came 
at the tip of the seam. 

Then he took a hand of soft green grass, wiped it 
In one move. 

No, take it, he told Bujor, and he sewed his tail. 

Then he began to beat her, remembering 
Tactically, absorbed, his. 

An old, French stitch 

With steel cut as a gleam of light in the morning sun. 



On the niche, he carefully placed the edge 

stitched on the seam 

Then from the inside to the outside 

He began to strike her with the hammer of fine, precise movements 
Neither too pressed nor too light. 

It was a whole art. Accuracy, skill and science 
Not to beat her properly - 
and where to go. 

The sharpener was not to be crushed, enlarged or diminished. 

Peony began to sew. 

Tightening the tendons of his feet, he descended to the valley 
Fighting with the gravitational force 

and generally with frictional force, 
and from large movements 
lying on the ground, down a corridor 
which enlarged it widened it expanded ... 

then started dad behind him. 

With precise, short movements, he cut the remaining bushes, stopping 
at times, then from wide, fast, rhythmic movements 
bend the grass to the ground. 

You come near the fence above the lower path, between the groves 
they stopped to breathe. 

Then Bujor took her up again 

And my dad had to mow the grass clippings 

Near the fence. 

Everything had to be done seamlessly - 

and in general it was not a good thing to leave the grass untouched 
or cut in half or three quarters. 

The place had to be shaved - 
and generally after bullying 
it was not good to keep the straw dry, 
unused dry hay 

the place looked bad, then it went bad in the meadow and generally it was shameful 
only people employed at work 
sometimes they did so - but we never did. 


It was the unwritten laws of the earth - they demanded 
That things should be done properly 
not salvation. 

and in general the key should be ironed well, it should be tipped 
and put cloths on it 

possibly over the cellophane drilled and slipped on the hair 
not to enter the rain. 



As was the key, so was the groom. 

If the clause was tall and beautiful round, equal, 

With long neck and well arched 

Towards peak 

The groom was beautiful. 

If not, no. 

and my mother had to make the seams seamless 
otherwise my father would hurry her 

and he spoke harshly to her, stumbling over the huge hay shovel 
at the tip of the head above the head. 


,less, give me less, Lazare 
Don't you see I'm near the top ?! ... 


In the heat of summer, I chose with my feet young 
Bring water. 

Then after we drank, we poured Bujor water to wash 
On the hands, on the arms, on the face, on the neck. 
Then Bujor took the bottle 
and he poured water right into his head. 


and me! ... my mother cried. Bring me some water too! 


In the scorching heat of the sun, on that hot August day 
The air curves like thousands of colored particles 
Like an eternal morgan girl - 
Eternal visual illusion. 

I was happy. I was looking at printers, the air bending 
glass 

Like a colored water 

Like a curtain of translucent, ineffable splashes, irritating thousands of colorful facets 
Fire. 


The sun was legendary. The hay was legendary. The redness was mythical. 
I was thinking about the Corinthian novel 
of Manolescu 

and I thought that proabably this is how a novel page 
should look like: 


the myth of the Sister, the water and the Mirror 



in the mountain without history 
entering a gate in august 
in cudd, air, straw and clay 
of Eternity. 


The theme of the unrecognizableness of the miracle "is equivalent to saying that the miracle takes the most 
insignificant forms, and is illustrated by numerous literary works, of which we mention" At Gypsies "," On 
Manteleasa StreetSanziene NightBeing present without making yourself known is probably the echo of 
the Buddhist paradox of presence-absence ... 

I love you and I wish you my sweet Victor. 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu. Te doresc. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Romanian writer, Ion Luca Caragiale 
Mitica 

- Mitica... si mai cum? 

- E destul atata: Mitica - de vreme ce si dumneata il cunosti tot asa de bine ca si mine. Fireste ca trebuie sa-1 
cunoastem: il intalnim atat de des - in pravalii, pe strada, pe jos, in tramvai, in tramcar, pe bicicleta, in vagon, 
in restaurant, la Gambrinus - in fine pretutindeni. 

Mitica este bucuresteanul par excellence. Si fiindca Bucurestii sunt un mic Paris, si Mitica, se-ntelege, este un 
mic parizian. 

El nu e nici tanar, nici batran, nici frumos, nici urat, nici prea-prea, nici foarte-foarte; e un baiat potrivit in 
toate; dar ceea ce-1 distinge, ceea ce-1 face sa aiba un caracter marcat este spiritul lui original si inventiv. 
Mitica este omul care pentru fiecare ocaziune a vietii gaseste un cuvant de spirit la moment, si pentru asta 
simpaticul parizian al orientului este foarte cautat si placut in societate. 

Mitica are o magazie, un arsenal, o comoara de vorbe, de intrebari, de raspunsuri, cari fac deliciile celor ce au 
fericirea sa-1 cunoasca. 

Mai cu seama pe provinciali, micul nostra parizian ii epateaza cu verva lui scanteietoare. 

El, de exemplu, inventeaza pe negandite vorbe ca: 

"Cea mai framoasa fata din lume nu poate da decit ce are!" 
sau: 

"Viata este un vis, moartea o desteptare!" 
ori: 

"Ei! madam Popescu, nu exista roza fara spini!" 

Inchipuiti-va ce efect fac toate astea asupra spiritului doamnei Popescu! 

Dar toate astea sunt vorbe sentimentale, lirice, melancolice, si desi si-n genul acesta Mitica este destul de tare, 
e inca si mai tare in genul usor, picant si ironic. 

"In genul acesta, cel putin, pot pentru ca sa zic ca nu am rival!" zice Mitica - si cu drept cuvant. 

Exemple... 

* 

Cand n-are tutun, iti cere "o tigara... suvenir". 

* 

Cand merge sa se-mprumute cu bani: 

- Unde ai plecat, Mitica? 

- La vanatoare de lei. 

* 

Ii zici: 

- Mitica, faci cinste? 

- Nu pot, monser, ca ma strange un ciorap. 



Pana in anul 1900, cand ma-ntalnea la Sf. Vasile, imi zicea: 

- De un an nu te-am vazut! 

Dar in anul acela 1-am gasit in seara de 31 decembrie la Gambrinus, tot acolo 1-am intalnit a doua seara, la 1 
ianuarie. 

L-am salutat; s-a incut ca nu ma cunoaste. Dupa multa staruinta, si-a adus in fine aminte cine sunt: 

- Scuza-ma, neica - a zis Mitica - te uitasem: e un secol de cand nu ne-am mai vazut! 

* 

Ceri intr-o bacanie: 

- Baiete, o tuica! 

- Nu-i da, domnule, c-o bea! zice Mitica. 

* 

- Am deseara loja la opera; mergi cu mine? zice Mitica. 

- Merg... Ce se canta? 

- Relas, in cinci acte! 

* 

Intri la Gambrinus; te apropii de Mitica si-1 saluti; el iti raspunde amabil: 

- Adio! 

II saluti la plecare; el iti raspunde: 

- Sa-mi scrii! 

* 

- Ai parale, Mitica? 

- Nu umblu cu metal; mi-e frica de traznet. 

* 

- Birjar! slobod? intreaba amicul nostru. 

- Da, conasule!... 

- Atunci, du-te-acasa. 

* 

- Da-mi cusurul, zic negustorului. 

- Nu-i da, d-le, intrerupe Mitica; dumnealui n-are nici un cusur. 

* 

Un prieten ghindoc se-ntinde sa-si ia palaria dintr-un cuier prea nalt. Mitica ii striga: 

- Pune o coala de hartie sub picioare! 

* 

Mitica zice despre un prietin destituit: 

- L-a-naintat... 

-...? 

- L-a facut inginer de poduri... 

Si cand e in culmea vervei adaoga: 

- ...detasat cu serviciul in Cismegiu: da mustele afara! 

* 

Te plangi lui Mitica de cine stie ce; el nu vrea sa te asculte, fiindca "petitie fara timbru nu se primeste". 

* 


La restaurant: 

- Iaurt ai? intreaba el. 

- Este... 

- Da-mi vreo cativa centimetri. 

* 


In loc de "usturoi", zice "vanilie sarbeasca", 
banca", "poza lui Traian". 

* 


in loc de "vin", zice "flanela de Dragasani", 


si-n loc de "bilet de 


Cand pleaca pe jos, te invita: 
- Hai, ca te iau in dreapta. 



Mitica se urea pe platforma dinainte a tramvaiului electric; vagonul porneste; in culmea vitezei, deodata amicul 
nostra striga manipulantului: 

- Opreste! ti-a cazut biciul! 

* 

Mitica sta cu mai multi prietini in colt la Continental, pe Piata Teatrului. Un prietin saluta si sare pe platforma 
din urma a tramvaiului, care merge catre Sf. Gheorghe. 

- Arde-1, birjar! striga Mitica. 

* 

- In toiul alegerilor, unde-si pune Mitica al meu candidature? 

- La Bucurestii-Noi. 

- La ce colegiu? 

- La colegiul al patrulea. 

* 

Te doare maseaua. Ce doctorie iti recomanda Mitica? 

- Radacina de cleste. 

* 

Ai cerat o bere si o Iasi sa-i treaca putin spuma; Mitica zice: 

- Bea-ti berea, ca se raceste. 

* 

La Gambrinus: 

Mitica, la plecare, catre baiatul care a servit: 

- Baiete, mi se pare ca mi-a picat o bancuta; vezi, daca o gasesti mi-o dai inapoi deseara; daca nu, ia-o tu 
bacsis. 

* 

- Cate ceasuri sunt, Mitica? 

- Cate a fost ieri pe vremea asta. 

* 

- Apropo - zice Mitica - de cati ani esti? 

- De... atatia. 

- Tocmai cat magarul mitropolitului! 

* 

Ti-ai cumparat o blana noua. Te intalnesti cu Mitica. In loc de "s-o porti sanatos!" iti zice: 

- Bravos! blana ai; acuma, junghi iti mai trebuie! 

* 

- Ti-as face curte, domnisoara - zice Mitica unei tinere telegrafiste - dar vai! n-am curaj; ah! stiu cat esti de 
crudela! 

- Cum, domnule Mitica? de unde stii? 

- Parca eu n-am aflat cum bati depesile! 

* 

Mitica te roaga sa pui o vorba buna la Ministeral de Razboi, daca ai vreun prieten, ca s-o numeasca pe soacra- 
sa "moasa militara". 

* 

Trenul de placere merge-ncet; Mitica zice: 

- A ostenit caii. 

Ori, mai bine: 

- A uitat sa dea graunte la cai! 

Trenul se opreste la o statie; Mitica: 

- A oprit, sa le dea apa. 

* 

E polei. Cade un domn. Mitica striga: 

- Chegle-carambol! 

Cade o doamna: 



- S-a rupt gazometrul! 

S. cl., s. cl., s. cl. 

A1 dracului Mitica! 

- Mitica ... and how? 

- That's enough: Mitica - since you know him as well as I do. Of course we need to know him: we meet him so 
often - in shops, on the street, on foot, in the tram, in the tram, on the bicycle, in the wagon, in the restaurant, at 
Gambrinus - everywhere. 

Mitica is the Bucharest par excellence. And because Bucharest is a small Paris, and Mitica, it is understood, he 
is a little Parisian. 

He is neither young nor old, nor beautiful, nor ugly, nor too much, nor very; he's a good boy in all; but what 
distinguishes him, which makes him have a marked character is his original and inventive spirit. 

Mitica is the man who finds a word of spirit for every occasion of life, and that's why the Parisian sympathic of 
the Orient is highly sought after and enjoyable in society. 

Mitica has a warehouse, an arsenal, a treasure trove of words, questions, answers, making the delights of those 
who have the happiness to know it. 

Especially the Provincials, our little Parisian smothered him with sparkle. 

He, for example, invented the wretched words that: 

"The most beautiful girl in the world can only give what she has!" 
or: 

"Life is a dream, death is a wake!" 
times: 

"Well, Madam Popescu, there is no pine-throat!" 

Imagine what effect these things make on Mrs. Popescu's spirit! 

But all of this is sentimental, lyrical, melancholic, and though this kind of Mitica is quite loud, it's even louder 
in its kind, spicy and ironic. 

"In this way, at least, I can say that I do not have a rival!" says Mitica - and rightly so. 

Examples ... 

* 

When he does not have tobacco, he asks you "a cigarette ... a souvenir." 

* 

When he goes to work with money: 

- Where'd you go, Mitica? 

- To hunt lions. 

* 

You say to him: 

- Mitica, are you honored? 

-1 can not, monster, get me a sock. 

* 

Until 1900, when I met at St. Basil, he was saying to me: 

-1 have not seen you for a year! 

But that year I found him on Gambrinus on the evening of December 31, and I met him the second evening on 
January 1st. 

I greeted him; he did not know me. After much perseverance, he finally remembered who I was: 

"Excuse me, my dear," said Mitica, "I forgot: it's a century since we've never seen each other! 

* 

You ask in a grocery store: 

- Boy, a bitch! 

- Do not give it, sir, drink it! says Mitica. 

* 

-1 have a night in the opera; come with me? says Mitica. 

- I'm ... What is it? 

- Relativity, in five acts! 



You go to Gambrinus; get close to Mitic and salute him; he answers kindly: 

- Goodbye! 

Greet him on his way out; he answers: 

- Write me! 

* 

- Do you have a parallel, Mitica? 

-1 do not walk with metal; I'm afraid of grudging. 

* 

- Barren! free? ask our friend. 

- Yeah, the consoles! ... 

- Then go home. 

* 

"Give me the blemish," said the merchant. 

"Do not give it, sir," interrupts Mitica; he has no blemish. 

* 

A Ghanaian friend is trying to get his hat from a toe too high. Mitica called out to them: 

- Put a sheet of paper under your feet! 

* 

Mitica says of a destitute friend: 

- He's got him ... 

-...? 

- He made him a bridge engineer ... 

And when it is at the top of the adage: 

-... detached with service in Cismegiu: flies out! 

* 

You complain to Mitica of who knows what; he does not want to listen to you, because "a stamped petition is 

not received." 

* 

The restaurant: 

- You yogurt? he asks. 

- It is... 

- Give me a few centimeters. 

* 


Instead of "garlic", he says "Serbian vanilla" instead of "wine" he says "Draga§ani flannel", instead of "bank 
note", "Traian's picture". 


When he walks on foot, he invites you: 
- Come on, I'll take you to the right. 

* 


Mitica climbs on the platform of the electric tram; the wagon starts; At the height of the speed, our buddy 
suddenly calls out to the manipulator: 

- Stop! your whip has fallen! 

* 

Mitica is sitting in the corner at Continental, on the Theater Square. A friend greets and jumps on the last 
platform of the tram, which goes to St. George. 

- Burn him, barren! cried Mitica. 

* 

- In the middle of the elections, where does Mitica my candidacy? 

- At Bucharesti-Noi. 

- What college? 

- In the fourth college. 




It hurts your ass. What doctor recommends Mitica? 

- Pliers root. 

* 

You asked for a beer and let her get some foam; Mitica says: 

- Drink your beer, it's cool. 

* 

La Gambrinus: 

Mitica, on departure, to the boy who served: 

- Boy, I seem to have dropped a bank; see, if you find it you'll give it back tonight; if not, take it for you. 

* 

- How many hours are I, Mitica? 

- How many was yesterday at this time. 

* 

"By the way," says Mitica, "how old are you? 

-Of... so many. 

- Just like the Metropolitan's ass! 

* 

You bought a new fur. You meet Mitica. Instead of "eating healthy!" He says, 

- Bravos! fur you; now, you need more! 

* 

"I would make you a yard, miss," says Mitica to a young telegraphist - but alas! I have no courage; Ah! I know 
how cruel you are! 

- How, Mr. Mitica? how do you know? 

-1 did not know how you knocked it! 

* 

Mitica asks you to have a good word at the War Ministry, if you have a friend, to call his "mother-in-law" 

mother-in-law. 

* 

The pleasure train goes slow; Mitica says: 

- He hurt the horses. 

Or, better: 

- He forgot to give grain to horses! 

The train stops at a station; mythical: 

- He stopped, give them water. 

* 

It's hot. A gentleman falls. Mitica cried: 

- Chegle-carambol! 

A lady falls: 

- The gasometer broke! 

Rev. cl., et. cl., et. cl. 

Fuck Mitica! 

Te iubesc, puiul meu. 


Romanian writer. Ion Luca Caragiale 
Mitica 

- Mitica... si mai cum? 

- E destul atata: Mitica - de vreme ce si dumneata il cunosti tot asa de bine ca si mine. Fireste ca trebuie sa-1 
cunoastem: il intalnim atat de des - in pravalii, pe strada, pe jos, in tramvai, in tramcar, pe bicicleta, in vagon, 
in restaurant, la Gambrinus - in fine pretutindeni. 



Mitica este bucuresteanul par excellence. Si fiindca Bucurestii sunt un mic Paris, si Mitica, se-ntelege, este un 
mic parizian. 

El nu e nici tanar, nici batran, nici framos, nici urat, nici prea-prea, nici foarte-foarte; e un baiat potrivit in 
toate; dar ceea ce-1 distinge, ceea ce-1 face sa aiba un caracter marcat este spiritul lui original si inventiv. 
Mitica este omul care pentru fiecare ocaziune a vietii gaseste un cuvant de spirit la moment, si pentru asta 
simpaticul parizian al orientului este foarte cautat si placut in societate. 

Mitica are o magazie, un arsenal, o comoara de vorbe, de intrebari, de raspunsuri, cari fac deliciile celor ce au 
fericirea sa-1 cunoasca. 

Mai cu seama pe provinciali, micul nostra parizian ii epateaza cu verva lui scanteietoare. 

El, de exemplu, inventeaza pe negandite vorbe ca: 

"Cea mai framoasa fata din lume nu poate da decit ce are!" 
sau: 

"Viata este un vis, moartea o desteptare!" 
ori: 

"Ei! madam Popescu, nu exista roza fara spini!" 

Inchipuiti-va ce efect fac toate astea asupra spiritului doamnei Popescu! 

Dar toate astea sunt vorbe sentimentale, lirice, melancolice, si desi si-n genul acesta Mitica este destul de tare, 
e inca si mai tare in genul usor, picant si ironic. 

"In genul acesta, cel putin, pot pentru ca sa zic ca nu am rival!" zice Mitica - si cu drept cuvant. 

Exemple... 

* 

Cand n-are tutun, iti cere "o tigara... suvenir". 

* 

Cand merge sa se-mprumute cu bani: 

- Unde ai plecat, Mitica? 

- La vanatoare de lei. 

* 

Ii zici: 

- Mitica, faci cinste? 

- Nu pot, monser, ca ma strange un ciorap. 

* 

Pana in anul 1900, cand ma-ntalnea la Sf. Vasile, imi zicea: 

- De un an nu te-am vazut! 

Dar in anul acela 1-am gasit in seara de 31 decembrie la Gambrinus, tot acolo 1-am intalnit a doua seara, la 1 
ianuarie. 

L-am salutat; s-a facut ca nu ma cunoaste. Dupa multa starainta, si-a adus in fine aminte cine sunt: 

- Scuza-ma, neica - a zis Mitica - te uitasem: e un secol de cand nu lie-am mai vazut! 

* 

Ceri intr-o bacanie: 

- Baiete, o tuica! 

- Nu-i da, domnule, c-o bea! zice Mitica. 

* 

- Am deseara loja la opera; mergi cu mine? zice Mitica. 

- Merg... Ce se canta? 

- Relas, in cinci acte! 

* 

Intri la Gambrinus; te apropii de Mitica si-1 saluti; el iti raspunde amabil: 

- Adio! 

II saluti la plecare; el iti raspunde: 

- Sa-mi scrii! 

* 

- Ai parale, Mitica? 

- Nu umblu cu metal; mi-e frica de traznet. 



- Birjar! slobod? intreaba amicul nostra. 

- Da, conasule!... 

- Atunci, du-te-acasa. 

* 

- Da-mi cusural, zic negustoralui. 

- Nu-i da, d-le, mtrerupe Mitica; dumnealui n-are nici un cusur. 

* 

Un prieten ghindoc se-ntinde sa-si ia palaria dintr-un cuier prea nalt. Mitica ii striga: 

- Pune o coala de hartie sub picioare! 

* 

Mitica zice despre un prietin destituit: 

- L-a-naintat... 

-...? 

- L-a incut inginer de poduri... 

Si cand e in culmea vervei adaoga: 

- ...detasat cu serviciul in Cismegiu: da mustele afara! 

* 

Te plangi lui Mitica de cine stie ce; el nu vrea sa te asculte, fiindca "petitie fara timbru nu se primeste". 

* 


La restaurant: 

- Iaurt ai? intreaba el. 

- Este... 

- Da-mi vreo cativa centimetri. 

* 


In loc de "usturoi", zice "vanilie sarbeasca", 
banca", "poza lui Traian". 

* 


in loc de "vin", zice "flanela de Dragasani", 


si-n loc de "bilet de 


Cand pleaca pe jos, te invita: 
- Hai, ca te iau in dreapta. 

* 


Mitica se urea pe platforma dinainte a tramvaiului electric; vagonul porneste; in culmea vitezei, deodata amicul 
nostra striga manipulantului: 

- Opreste! ti-a cazut biciul! 

* 

Mitica sta cu mai multi prietini in colt la Continental, pe Piata Teatrului. Un prietin saluta si sare pe platforma 
din urma a tramvaiului, care merge catre Sf. Gheorghe. 

- Arde-1, birjar! striga Mitica. 

* 

- In toiul alegerilor, unde-si pune Mitica al meu candidatura? 

- La Bucurestii-Noi. 

- La ce colegiu? 

- La colegiul al patrulea. 

* 

Te doare maseaua. Ce doctorie iti recomanda Mitica? 

- Radacina de cleste. 

* 


Ai cerut o bere si o Iasi sa-i treaca putin spuma; Mitica zice: 
- Bea-ti berea, ca se raceste. 

* 


La Gambrinus: 

Mitica, la plecare, catre baiatul care a servit: 



- Baiete, mi se pare ca mi-a picat o bancuta; vezi, daca o gasesti mi-o dai inapoi deseara; daca nu, ia-o tu 

bacsis. 

* 

- Cate ceasuri sunt, Mitica? 

- Cate a fost ieri pe vremea asta. 

* 

- Apropo - zice Mitica - de cati ani esti? 

- De... atatia. 

- Tocmai cat magarul mitropolitului! 

* 

Ti-ai cumparat o blana noua. Te intalnesti cu Mitica. In loc de "s-o porti sanatos!" iti zice: 

- Bravos! blana ai; acuma, junghi iti mai trebuie! 

* 

- Ti-as face curte, domnisoara - zice Mitica unei tinere telegrafiste - dar vai! n-am curaj; ah! stiu cat esti de 
crudela! 

- Cum, domnule Mitica? de unde stii? 

- Parca eu n-am aflat cum bati depesile! 

* 

Mitica te roaga sa pui o vorba buna la Ministerul de Razboi, daca ai vreun prieten, ca s-o numeasca pe soacra- 
sa "moasa militara". 

* 

Trenul de placere merge-ncet; Mitica zice: 

- A ostenit caii. 

Ori, mai bine: 

- A uitat sa dea graunte la cai! 

Trenul se opreste la o statie; Mitica: 

- A oprit, sa le dea apa. 

* 

E polei. Cade un domn. Mitica striga: 

- Chegle-carambol! 

Cade o doamna: 

- S-a rupt gazometrul! 

S. cl., s. cl., s. cl. 

AI dracului Mitica! 

- Mitica ... and how? 

- That's enough: Mitica - since you know him as well as I do. Of course we need to know him: we meet him so 
often - in shops, on the street, on foot, in the tram, in the tram, on the bicycle, in the wagon, in the restaurant, at 
Gambrinus - everywhere. 

Mitica is the Bucharest par excellence. And because Bucharest is a small Paris, and Mitica, it is understood, he 
is a little Parisian. 

He is neither young nor old, nor beautiful, nor ugly, nor too much, nor very; he's a good boy in all; but what 
distinguishes him, which makes him have a marked character is his original and inventive spirit. 

Mitica is the man who finds a word of spirit for every occasion of life, and that's why the Parisian sympathic of 
the Orient is highly sought after and enjoyable in society. 

Mitica has a warehouse, an arsenal, a treasure trove of words, questions, answers, making the delights of those 
who have the happiness to know it. 

Especially the Provincials, our little Parisian smothered him with sparkle. 

He, for example, invented the wretched words that: 

"The most beautiful girl in the world can only give what she has!" 
or: 

"Life is a dream, death is a wake!" 
times: 

"Well, Madam Popescu, there is no pine-throat!" 



Imagine what effect these things make on Mrs. Popescu's spirit! 

But all of this is sentimental, lyrical, melancholic, and though this kind of Mitica is quite loud, it's even louder 
in its kind, spicy and ironic. 

"In this way, at least, I can say that I do not have a rival!" says Mitica - and rightly so. 

Examples ... 

* 

When he does not have tobacco, he asks you "a cigarette ... a souvenir." 

* 

When he goes to work with money: 

- Where'd you go, Mitica? 

- To hunt lions. 

* 

You say to him: 

- Mitica, are you honored? 

-1 can not, monster, get me a sock. 

* 

Until 1900, when I met at St. Basil, he was saying to me: 

-1 have not seen you for a year! 

But that year I found him on Gambrinus on the evening of December 31, and I met him the second evening on 
January 1st. 

I greeted him; he did not know me. After much perseverance, he finally remembered who I was: 

"Excuse me, my dear," said Mitica, "I forgot: it's a century since we've never seen each other! 

* 

You ask in a grocery store: 

- Boy, a bitch! 

- Do not give it, sir, drink it! says Mitica. 

* 

-1 have a night in the opera; come with me? says Mitica. 

- I'm ... What is it? 

- Relativity, in five acts! 

* 

You go to Gambrinus; get close to Mitic and salute him; he answers kindly: 

- Goodbye! 

Greet him on his way out; he answers: 

- Write me! 

* 

- Do you have a parallel, Mitica? 

-Ido not walk with metal; I'm afraid of grudging. 

* 

- Barren! free? ask our friend. 

- Yeah, the consoles! ... 

- Then go home. 

* 

"Give me the blemish," said the merchant. 

"Do not give it, sir," interrupts Mitica; he has no blemish. 

* 

A Ghanaian friend is trying to get his hat from a toe too high. Mitica called out to them: 

- Put a sheet of paper under your feet! 

* 

Mitica says of a destitute friend: 

- He's got him ... 

-...? 

- He made him a bridge engineer ... 



And when it is at the top of the adage: 

-... detached with service in Cismegiu: flies out! 

* 

You complain to Mitica of who knows what; he does not want to listen to you, because "a stamped petition is 
not received." 

* 

The restaurant: 

- You yogurt? he asks. 

- It is... 

- Give me a few centimeters. 

* 


Instead of "garlic", he says "Serbian vanilla" instead of "wine" he says "Dragasani flannel", instead of "bank 
note", "Traian's picture". 


When he walks on foot, he invites you: 

- Come on, I'll take you to the right. 

* 

Mitica climbs on the platform of the electric tram; the wagon starts; At the height of the speed, our buddy 
suddenly calls out to the manipulator: 

- Stop! your whip has fallen! 

* 


Mitica is sitting in the corner at Continental, on the Theater Square. A friend greets and jumps on the last 
platform of the tram, which goes to St. George. 

- Burn him, barren! cried Mitica. 

* 

- In the middle of the elections, where does Mitica my candidacy? 

- At Bucharesti-Noi. 

- What college? 

- In the fourth college. 

* 

It hurts your ass. What doctor recommends Mitica? 

- Pliers root. 

* 

You asked for a beer and let her get some foam; Mitica says: 

- Drink your beer, it's cool. 

* 

La Gambrinus: 

Mitica, on departure, to the boy who served: 

- Boy, I seem to have dropped a bank; see, if you find it you'll give it back tonight; if not, take it for you. 

* 


- How many hours are I, Mitica? 

- How many was yesterday at this time. 

* 


"By the way," says Mitica, "how old are you? 
-Of... so many. 

- Just like the Metropolitan's ass! 

* 


You bought a new fur. You meet Mitica. Instead of "eating healthy!" He says, 
- Bravos! fur you; now, you need more! 

* 


"I would make you a yard, miss," says Mitica to a young telegraphist - but alas! I have no courage; Ah! I know 
how cruel you are! 

- How, Mr. Mitica? how do you know? 




-1 did not know how you knocked it! 

* 

Mitica asks you to have a good word at the War Ministry, if you have a friend, to call his "mother-in-law" 
mother-in-law. 

* 

The pleasure train goes slow; Mitica says: 

- He hurt the horses. 

Or, better: 

- He forgot to give grain to horses! 

The train stops at a station; mythical: 

- He stopped, give them water. 

* 

It's hot. A gentleman falls. Mitica cried: 

- Chegle-carambol! 

A lady falls: 

- The gasometer broke! 

Rev. cl., et. cl., et. cl. 

Fuck Mitica! 

Moarte la Venetia 

Zari tulburte de valuri decenusa 

Se pierd in clarobscurul ploilor solare 

Eu, intors iarasi pe talaz de mare tiintesc de la distanta 

vulcanul in expansiune. 

Norii albi devneau ros 

si valuri de lava incinsa se stingeau in zare 

Eu, intors uarasi pe talaz de mare, tiintesc de la distanta 

vulcanul in expansiune. 

Treceam pe podul de lava incinsa 
Ce colcaia frenetic in maruntaie de pamant 
Pe cand cu adierile-i fierbinte caldul vant 
Ma clatina peste scanduri, scobite-arare 

De-o parte si de alta paduri virgine 
Care priveau cu ochiul imobil al lui Crist 
Cum incercam pe valuri de magma sa ma tin mai bine 
Cum incercam din tota fiinta sa rezist... 

Zari tulburte de valuri de cenusa 

Se pierd in clarobscurul ploilor solare 

Eu, intors uarasi pe talaz de mare tiintesc de la distanta 

vulcanul in expansiune 

cum izvorasc in ceruri reci senine 

tasniri de magma si carbune. 


Norii albi devneau ros 

si valuri de lava incinsa se stingeau in zare 

Eu, intors uarasi pe talaz de mare, tintesc de la distanta 



vulcanul in expansiune 


Afara frunzele metalice se misca, suflate de vant 
Totul respira uun aer de nevinovatie virginala 
De caldura si raceala boreala 
De lumina alba, sepulcrala... 


Ma intorc pe dunele maturate de vant 

In inima pustiei, acolo unde mi-am ascuns inima 

Sub sirul pierdut de salcii plangatoare 
Pe care lucesc ca nestemate 
Solzii trecutelor noastre intaliri... 

Sunt albastru si singur 
Atat cat un om poate sa fie... 

Pescuiesc seara-n asfintit 
Lostrite albastre 

Cu trupul miraculos de stime ale apelor... 


Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant eclest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 

... Lumea nu e decat o impresiune de culori delicate 
puse pe panza unui pictor 
o ciudata strabatere si ingemanare de realitati 
dintre imanent si transcendemt. 

Varfurile brazilor se unduiau in zare 
Ca o maree, ca o mare 
Cu coroana in trupul de foe al pamantului 
si cu trunchiul infipt in lumina 

in uriasa, misterioasa,ciudata, labirintica a Domnului gradina. 


In iuresul meu am intanit pe toti profetii celeilalte lumi 
Pe tosti sfintii, arhanghelii si serafmii 
Cu parul nins insetand dupa adevar. 


m-am cufundat in constiinta lumii 
ca intr-o mare tulburata talazuindu-si valurile 
in oceanul ei de foe, de sange si cruzime 
de razboi. 



Sarutandu-ti piciorul... 

Urc in lumea mea de visuri si durere 
De placere, fum si miere 
De indescritibila cadere... 

Sarutandu-ti bratul 

Ascult de chemarea laptelui din mine 

... si in genere din toata ascendenta mea matriarhala 

De gingasa ei liniste letala.... 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 


Te iubesc, dulcele meu, dulceata mea, puiul meu. 

Moonlight Sonata 

Printre razele tremuratoare ale lunii, se strevad vaifurile argintii 

Ale copacilor - 

O vatra alba, argintie de jeratic 

Ce clocoteste cu razele ei tremuratoare, valsande 

Peste cranguri... 

Luna cu chipul ei de Fecioara Maria - de profundis - 
Pare oglinda in care cerul se arunca-n mare 
Printre snopi de grau si tufaris de iuta 
si de stuf 

pe-oglinda lacului cea lucitoare 

pe care lucioli de diamante si de aer zboara... 



Cratere pe fata ei rotunda, de lapte 
Gropi sapate in camea obrazului fraged- 
Inchipuind doi ochi tandri, duiosi 
si-o gura materna zambitoare 

asa iese luna ca o vatra de jaratic din apele zambitoare 
in verdea inspumata, calda mare!.. 


Gropite in obrajii ei rotunzi de lapte 

si gura ce din surasul mortii se adapa - al mortii si intunecimii 
alchasoului negru, fragezimii!... 
sa sorbi amara, dulcea-i apa!... 

Luna cu chipul ei de Fecioara Maria - de profundis - 
Pare oglinda in care cerul se arunca-n mare 
Printre snopi de grau si tufaris de iuta 
si de stuf 

pe-oglinda lacului cea lucitoare 

pe care lucioli de diamante si de aer zboara... 


Printre razele tremuratoare ale lunii, se strevad varfurile argintii 
Ale copacilor 

O vatra alba, argintie de jeratic 

Ce clocoteste cu razele ei tremuratoare, valsande 

Peste cranguri... 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 



Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 

Clanta usii se msca incet ca in vis 

Eu iarasi, intr-o teribila spaima, imi las sufletul 

Eternitatii vide, totusi temporale 

In tacerea notuu, aspre, guturale 

Ucis, renascut, neantului emis.... 


E noapte tarziu, galbena si atemnporala 
Adorm cu mana la tampla 
Totul se petrece ca-ntr-un vis real, aievea 
Se intampla si nu se intmpla... 

Te iubesc, dulcele meu... te doresc. 

Moonlight Sonata 

Among the trembling rays of the moon are the silver peaks 
Alcopacilor 

A white fireplace, silver jeratic 

What blows her shivering beams, waltzing 

Over the woods ... 

The moon with its image of the Virgin Mary - by profundis - 
It looks like the mirror where the sky is high 
Among the chunks of wheat and jute bush 
and reed 

on the mirror of the shining lake 
on diamond tiles and air flies ... 


Craters on her round face, milk 
Gropisapaye in the flesh of the cheek 
Imagining two octopuses, sweet 
and a smiling mother's mouth 

this is how the moon comes out like a fire pit from the smiling faces 
in the green foam, warming! .. 



Pits in her round cheeks of milk 

and gur who from the smiling death adapts - of death and darkness 
of the black alchasoul, the brotherhood! ... 
suck the bitter, sweet water! 

The moon with its image of the Virgin Mary - by profundis - 
It looks like the mirror where the sky is high 
Among the chunks of wheat and jute bush 
and reed 

on the mirror of the shining lake 
on diamond tiles and air flies ... 


Among the trembling rays of the moon are the silver peaks 
Alcopacilor 

A white fireplace, silver jeratic 

What blows her shivering beams, waltzing 

Over the woods ... 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Everything is an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the forehead of soot 

With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every is atmosphere between black and green 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 



and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


The wind is hanging on the sky 

Moved by a celestial wind 

My suits are moving in the wind 

Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 

The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 

Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 

Eternity is empty, yet temporary 

In our silence, harsh, guttural 

Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 


It's late night, yellow and short 
I fall asleep with my hand to the temple 
Everything happens as if in a real dream, he had 
It's happening and it's not happening ... 

I love you, my sweet... I wish you. 

Moonlight 

O lume de impresiuni colorate, gingase 
Zvarlite din paletaunui pictor 
Ca niste pete de lumina si culoare aruncate in decor 
Te iubesc. Zbatandu-se la capetele zarii, incet 
Tot mai incet, usor, tot mai usor... 


Pe strazi de lumina si-ntuneric paseamin zbor.... 

Ca niste pete de lumina si culoare aruncate in decor 
Te iubesc. Zbatandu-se la capetele zarii,incet 
Usor, tot mai usor... 

Strazi pustii, hranite de covorul viu la toamnei 
Frunze macerandu-se incet pe jos 
Plutind frumos... 

Ca niste maini carbonizate peste artere 
Pline de himere 

Ca niste otravuri lente macerandu-se in vin 
In vinul crud al toamne, umed si inviforat pelin. 

Strazi pustii, hranite de covorul viu la toamnei 
Frunze macerandu-seincet pe jos 
Plutind frumos... 

Ca un neasemuit de gingas covor, ca cel mai fraged si gingas omor... 


Innegurati pasii ei tree dinspre o artera spre alta 
Pe-al lumii suspendat in aer portativ 
Cu tot parfumul lui nociv... 

Risipit pe umerii tineri ai acestei toamne... 



Te doresc. 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Decor uittat de lume, la sfarsitul anilor ’80 
Pe langa mine parca treci 
Cu maini ranite sau inmanusate, vid de ani... 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Sarim in goluri tinandu-ne de mana... 

Afara ploua parca de o saptamana 

Sarim dalele-mbucate de pe trotuar - toamna isi poarta al i 
Irezistibil calvar... 

Sunt frunze multe si suvoi de apa 

Pe-un ram imaginar, o pasare trista isi vorbeste... 

si apa-n vaduri creste, parca creste 

si noi sarim, pron goluri vide pe caldul trotuar... 

Prin ganguri mtunecoase, sobolani 
Decor uittat de lume, la sfarsitul anilor ’80 
Pe langa mine parca treci 
Cu maini ranite sau inmanusate, vid de ani... 

...te iubesc dulcele meu. 

Sunt frunze multe si suvoi de apa 

Pe-un ram imaginar, o pasare trista isi vorbeste... 

si apa-n vaduri creste, parca creste 

si noi sarim, prin goluri vide pe caldul trotuar... 

Prin ganguri mtunecoase, sobolani 
Sarim in goluri tinandu-ne de mana... 

Afara ploua parca de o saptamana 

Prin dalele-mbucate de pe trotuar - toamna isi poarta al ei 
Irezistibil calvar... 


O toamna spalata de ploi 

si-ntinde larg aripile peste noi... pe strazi pustii 

frunzele moarte calatoresc, calatoresc... 

mi-adun fruntea-n palme 

si zambesc... 

cu-amaraciune, dar bland, cu gandul dus 
la rasarit si la apus 

in gradini dovlecii galbeni se strang unul in altul 

ca niste copii 

si bruma a dat peste vii... 

pe strazi 

pustii mainile-mi moarte le risipeste vantul 

tacut absoarbe ploaia doar 

pamantul... 



te iubesc si te doresc, puiul meu. 

Strazi alb-negre. 

Decor de sfarsit de lume. 

Oare de ce orasele mari 
Sunt atat de anonime?... 


Ma pierdeam in anonimat 
Ma cufundam in masa 
Intunecata a inconstientului. 


frunze. Cadeau frunzele 

copacii erau alb-negri 

ca niste umbrele uriase deschise in ploaie 

in vant 

mergeam repede 

pe strazile umplute de frunze 


Creierul meu prinsese 4 dimensiuni 
Ma miscam pe axa 
Trecut - prezent - viitor 
intr-un singur continuum 
si flux al constiintei. 


o strada. 

Decupata dintr-o amintire din viitor 
Dintr-un vis 

Sentimentul cosmic 
Al calatoriei prin spatiu si timp 


strada plina de frunze 
devenise o punte spre infinit 

galben si verde 

pictate intr-un alb-negru nesfarsit. 


Imi zambesti. Iti zambesc. 

Afara peisajul lunar se schimba cu repeziciunea vantului 






Care sufla printre frunzele galbene ale cipacilor 
Alcatuind un decor lunar 
Un decor sideral, parea, de atata stralucire 
Se face brusc noapte... 


Traiam in boaba e strugure suspendat 

In care lumina intra ca inr-o prisma de culori violet 

Pentru a iesi de cealalta parte 

Intr-o smfonie de culori si de poeme. 


Noi iesiseram din timp 

si ne priveam c-un aer de recunoastere tainica pe chip. 

Eram doi bolnavi absoluti... 

Afara, mestecenii sopteau ireal, frematandu-si frunzele argintii 

Pareau un peisaj oniric, lunar 

Cu frunzele plutind usor, ca intr-un vis, intr-un vals 

Spre pamant, covor de argint, 

de aur si bruma. 

Noi traiam in clepsidra timpului 
Intr-o boaba de struhure suspendat 
Irizandu-si luminile atemporale, scanteietoare 
Irizand infinit lumini... 

Te iubescsi Te doresc, dulcele meu. 

Moonlight 

A world of colorful prints, cheeks 

Flushed from the painter's palette 

Like stains of light and color thrown into the decor 

I love you. Fighting at the head of the hill, slowly 

Slower, lighter, lighter... 


On the streets of light and darkness I was walking in flight. 
Like stains of light and color thrown into the decor 
I love you. Fighting at the head of the hill, slowly 
Easy, ever easier... 

Desert streets, fed by the living carpet in the fall 
Leaves macerating slowly on the floor 
Beautiful floating ... 

Like hands carbonized over the arteries 
Plenty of chimeras 

Like slow poisons soaking in wine 

In the raw autumn wine, moist and invigorated pelin. 

Desert streets, fed by the living carpet in the fall 



Leaves macerating slowly on the floor 
Beautiful floating ... 

Like an asshole of rug lace, like the earliest and luscious kill. 


Blackened her steps go from one artery to another 
The world suspended in portable air 
With all its harmful scent... 

Scattered on the young shoulders of this fall... 


I want you. 

Through dark gangs, rats 

Decor forgotten by the world in the late 1980s 

It's just passing by me 

With injured or gloved hands, empty for years ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

We jump into the gaps holding our hand ... 

It's been raining for a week 

We skip the paved tiles on the sidewalk - autumn wears it 
Irresistibly bald ... 

There are many leaves and streams of water 

On an imaginary branch, a sad bird speaks ... 

and the water in the forests grows, as if it grows 

and we jump, leaving empty goals on the warm sidewalk ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

Decor forgotten by the world in the late 1980s 

It's just passing by me 

With injured or gloved hands, empty for years ... 

...I love you my sweet. 

There are many leaves and streams of water 

On an imaginary branch, a sad bird speaks ... 

and the water in the forests grows, as if it grows 

and we jump, through empty holes on the warm sidewalk ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

We jump into the gaps holding our hand ... 

It's been raining for a week 

By the paved tiles on the sidewalk - autumn wears it 
Irresistibly bald ... 


A rain-washed autumn 

and it spreads its wings over us ... on deserted streets 
dead leaves travel, travel... 

I gather my forehead on my palms 
and I smile ... 



bitter, but gentle, with a thought 
at sunrise and sunset 

In the gardens the yellow pumpkins gather together 
like children 

and the haze came alive ... 
on the streets 

your dead hands desert my wind 
quietly absorbs rain only 
earth ... 


I love you and I wish you, my baby. 

Black and white streets. 

End of the world decoration. 

Why big cities 

Are they so anonymous? 


I was lost in anonymity 
I plunged into the table 
Dark of the unconscious 


leaves. The leaves were falling 
the trees were black and white 
like huge umbrellas open in the rain 
in the wind 

I was going fast 

on the streets filled with leaves 


My brain had caught 4 dimensions 
I was moving on the axis 
Past - present - future 
in a single continuum 
and flow of consciousness. 


a street. 

Cut from a memory of the future 
From a dream 


The cosmic feeling 

Of the journey through space and time 





leafy street 

it had become a bridge to infinity 
yellow and green 

painted in endless black and white. 


You smile at me. I'm smiling. 

Outside the lunar landscape it changes with the speed of the wind 

That blows among the yellow leaves of the onions 

Making a monthly decoration 

A sidereal decoration, it seemed, so bright 

It is suddenly night... 


I was living in grains and grapes suspended 
Where the light came in like a prism of purple 
To get out of the other side 
In a symphony of colors and poems. 


We were out of time 

and we were looking at an air of secret recognition on the face. 

We were two absolute patients ... 

Outside, the birch trees whispered unreally, shaking their silver leaves 

They seemed like a dreamlike, monthly landscape 

With the leaves floating slightly, as in a dream, in a waltz 

To the earth, silver carpet, 

gold and mist. 

We were living in the hourglass 
In a grain of suspended ostrich 
Ironing his timeless, sparkling lights 
Irisizing the lights infinitely ... 

Te iubesc s Te doresc, Puiul meu Dulce. 


My baby 

His profile picture 

They lost themselves in the darkness of time, turning blue 

Like the Mediterranean at the exit 

Like an old, blurry image 

Like the sweet face of a girlfriend ... 


The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 





The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 
Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 
Where you cease to exist 
and you start to be ... 


A boy-teen-boy face 

Open over the pink and blue water lilies in paintings with a leaf 
Over thin rolls, like imagined cigarettes 
Where lies still alive and hidden 
Of the silent seas 


An androgynous body naively imagining the Will 

When from His soul a rising 

Blue-pink only the Being 

My child was watching in the sea 

His smile was silent on the baby's lips 

Like lotus flowers, like rose petals azaleas 

Like crying on a scale in the heavenly cornfields... 


With his pink hands full, with pits 
With round arms of flower and milk 
Ask for my whisper noodles 
Let them hang undisturbed on paper 


Where to bring them to salvation of pure azure 
At the knowledge of the azure heaven 
Of the world, of genius and fate 
Of life combined with the smile of Death 


Spin it arched like salt orchards 
From the crunchy, white bottom of the sea 
It's the crying and whining of the child 
It's the pink and white cherry blossom 
Tucked into her fragrant pistil... 


Looking at him, I forgot the longing and suffering 
Bitter, sad and humiliating 
I gave a new look to the heavy body 
From where new young shoots rise 


I gave a sense of direction, a moving direction, an overabundance of meaning 
From where it rises with power 



The heavy, harsh scent of the orchid flower 
Scattered over rough hollows and azalea flowers 


Whatever it was is and will be 

Over his gentle eyes with whispers of children 

Over forgetting the hard stuff 

Over the dark night and the gentle-blue star. 

His profile picture 

They lost themselves in the darkness of time, turning blue 

Like the Mediterranean at the exit 

Like an old, blurry image 

Like the sweet face of a girlfriend ... 


The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 


Eyes-bent over a mystery 

Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 

Where you cease to exist 

and you start to be ... 

to be... 


Victor, dulceata mea, te iubesc. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Tudor, puiul meu. 
Natura imateriala 


Noian de neguri ce ma inconjoara 
Emotii stinse in cuvinte... 

Privesc in urma, inainte 

sii vitorul ca un vitraliu verde, plin de mozaic 

e stins n-fantasme albe 

ce flutura in saluri roz, plutind, prinse 

de cerul jos, verde si mic. 


Natura vie, calda, pura, imateriala 
Precum e barbatia-ti dulce 
Unica vioara 

Pe care cant in note joase, visu-mi 
Bicisnic si nauc. 




Din adancuri fetele, fetele si florile 
Cauta bicisnic zalude 
Ploaia sa le ude 

Cu buze reci, cu buze ude, crude 

suvoaie pline de orgasm 

in care si-au necat tacututul lor marasm. 


De-a fi sa mor, nu am un alt dor 

Decat sa murim 

Imbratisati 

De patima dorintei lin purtati. 


Tacute, ivorii, orele mate ale diminetii zboara 
Purtate pe strune albe de vioara 
pe care juca stapanul ca un tap injunghiat 
... domnita sufera 

In cartea mea. 


Natura vie, calda, pura, imateriala 
Precum e barbatia-ti dulce 
Unica vioara 

Pe care cant in note joase, visu-mi 
Bicisnic si nauc. 


Din adancuri fetele, fetele si florile 
Cauta bicisnic zalude 
Ploaia sa le ude 

Cu buze reci, cu buze ude, crude 

suvoaie pline de orgasm 

in care si-au necat tacututul lor marasm. 

Victor, dulceata mea, te iubesc. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Tudor, puiul meu. 
Natura imateriala 


Noian de neguri ce ma inconjoara 
Emotii stinse in cuvinte... 

Privesc in urma, inainte 

sii vitorul ca un vitraliu verde, plin de mozaic 




e stins n-fantasme albe 

ce flutura in saluri roz, plutind, prinse 

de cerul jos, verde si mic. 


Natura vie, calda, pura, imateriala 
Precum e barbatia-ti dulce 
Unica vioara 

Pe care cant in note joase, visu-mi 
Bicisnic si nauc. 

Din adancuri fetele, fetele si florile 
Cauta bicisnic zalude 
Ploaia sa le ude 

Cu buze reci, cu buze ude, crude 

suvoaie pline de orgasm 

in care si-au necat tacutul lor marasm. 

De-a fi sa mor, nu am un alt dor 

Decat sa murim 

Imbratisati 

De patima dorintei lin purtati. 


Tacute, ivorii, orele mate ale diminetii zboara 
Purtate pe strune albe de vioara 
pe care juca stapanul ca un tap injunghiat 
... domnita sufera 
In cartea mea. 

Liniste intrerupta doar de tipatul pasarilor... 

In mica padurice 

De salcii si arini 

Vara... alb-negru 

Cu-o ploaie calda, maturand 

Micul elesteu de langa pare... 

Natura vazuta alb-negru 
In dimensiunea ei fundamental 
Care aminteste atat de natura 
Umana... 

Ca un film alb-negru 

Avand intiparite 

Toate trasaturile esentiale... 


natura este o umanitate 
inconstienta, blanda, nostalgica 
ca aceasta vara 
cu ploaie calda 
la marginile unui lac... 


Natura vie, calda, pura, imateriala 
Precum e barbatia-ti dulce 
Unica vioara 

Pe care cant in note joase, visu-mi 
Bicisnic si nauc. 







Din adancuri fetele, fetele si florile 
Cauta bicisnic zalude 
Ploaia sa le ude 

Cu buze reci, cu buze ude, crude 

suvoaie pline de orgasm 

in care si-au necat tacututul lor marasm. 

Te doresc, Victor 

Sa te eliberezi de robia iubirii, sa arzi ca o lumanare, 

sa te topesti in iubire, sa te topesti de iubire - ce beatitudine! 

Ar fi oare posibil asa ceva pentru fiinte ca noi, 

slabe, mandre, orgolioase, posesive, invidioase, geloase, neinduplecate, neiertatoare? 
Evident, nu. 

Pentru noi, rasa sobolanilor - in vacuumul mintii. 

Noua ne este harazita doar osanda, nesfarsita osanda. 

Convinsi ca avem nevoie de iubire, incetam sa mai daruim iubire, incetam sa mai fim iubiti. 
Te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Victor, my sweetness, I love you. 

I love you and I love you, Tudor, my baby. 

Intangible nature 

Abyss of blacks surrounding me 
Quiet emotions in words ... 

I look back, ahead 

and the future is like a green stained glass window, full of mosaic 

and extinguished the white ghosts 

which waved in pink shawls, floating, trapped 

from the sky below, green and small. 


Living, warm, pure, immaterial nature 
As is your sweet manhood 
Unique violin 

I play on low notes, dream me 
Bisexual and innocent. 

From the depths girls, girls and flowers 

Look for bicycle lifter 

Rain to wet them 

Cold lips, wet lips, raw 

orgasms fluttering 

in which their quiet marasmus calmed. 

If I die, I don't miss another one 

Than to die 

embrace 

For the passion of desire you wear it smoothly. 


Quiet, ivory, the mornings of morning fly 
Worn on white violin locks 





which the master played as a stabbed goat 
... the lady is suffering 
In my book. 

Quiet interrupted only by the screaming of birds ... 

In the small woods 

By willows and alder 

Summer ... black and white 

With a warm rain, sweeping 

The little church near the park ... 

Nature seen in black and white 
In its fundamental dimension 
Which reminds so much of nature 
Human ... 

Like a black and white movie 

Having printed 

All the essential features... 


nature is a humanity 
unconscious, gentle, nostalgic 
like this summer 
with warm rain 
on the edge of a lake ... 


Living, warm, pure, immaterial nature 
As is your sweet manhood 
Unique violin 

I play on low notes, dream me 
Silly and innocent. 

From the depths girls, girls and flowers 

Look for bicycle lifter 

Rain to wet them 

Cold lips, wet lips, raw 

orgasms fluttering 

in which their quiet marasmus calmed. 

I wish you, Victor 

To be freed from the bondage of love, to burn like a candle, 
to melt in love, to melt in love - what a bliss! 

Would that be possible for beings like us, 

weak, proud, proud, possessive, jealous, jealous, unforgiving, unforgiving? 
Obviously not. 

For us, the rat race - in the vacuum of the mind. 

We are harassed only by condemnation, endless condemnation. 

Convinced that we need love, we stop giving love, we stop being loved. 

I love you, my baby. 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The Second Book 
Painting five 





The real madness of the disease 


I was admitted to the salon with Cornelia 
A woman gathered on the roads, from the stations ... 

She was very dirty, 

very unpolished, and quite strange. 

All the time, his face fluttered between laughter and crying 
You never knew this was serious 
Or tease 

Her weird grimaces, her quirks 

They really made her a figure worthy of respect. 


He was the absolute fool, Cornelia the most grotesque 
More absolute and more to be feared. 

Every evening, he would pack his clothes and put them on 
Inside the pile of iron, side by side with food 
Then he removed them again. 

You couldn't get along with her, she didn't seem to know 
Too good to talk 
But her hyenas eyes 

They were looking at you with an air of secret recognition on their faces 
Or maybe it was just another third party. 


She was honest, Conelia 

He had that disease to fear 

That madness that was true, not false 

The sincerity and absolute naturalness of the disease 

Which can only be distinguished by the subtle and fine spirits. 


He was asking for cigarettes. 

Which I gave them Although I never gave them later 
Because Cornelia had .... 

He could easily get them from others ... 


In the evening the same story: he put on and took off clothes from the closet 
She only knew things about her 
She was ashamed of herself 
All kinds of fucked up words ... 


Until one morning I found out 

That my heart with five pebbles has disappeared from my neck 
Cornelia slipped clothes into the closet 
Thick food, covered in newspapers ... 




She was honest, Conelia 

He had that disease to fear 

That madness that was true, not false 

The sincerity and absolute naturalness of the disease 

That can only be distinguished by the penetrating and fine spirits 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

Black as pitcher... 

I was with Peter - or I don't know what his name was 

In the small smoking room, however, so high, with the metal door at the entrance 
What opened like a deadly bullshit 
I was talking about the Bible, about us, about samovar .... 

Of everything that can be more human, evil or devilish ... 

Peter was whispering to himself: 

He had borderline disorder 
and a friend, Simone, a dumb fool 
which he was thinking of leaving. 


Peter declared: You heard about the dick of God 
you know that God is dark 
I'm dark 



I have a strong dark side 

and, guess what, that's not a pity ... 


Diving into me 

Give the seas full of darkness 

You rock on the ridges of a high mountain 

Where can you understand, eh, and the numinous 

Just as good as the gloomy ... 


But the Bible reinterpreted 

I'm telling you, Lia, don't be surprised 

Dungo is a dark deity 

Who wants your meat and blood 

Almighty and sexy... 


and Peter lit a cigarette. 

Then he went to his room and brought me a diagnosis 
I was talking to him ... 

I shook my head, listening to him 
and advising him well. 


We were listening to the same music on headphones 
We were passing our headphones from one to the other 
Folk song by Tatianei Stepa 
It always made me dive high 
Authentic lyricism 

Then I went to catechism. 


It's late at night. On the corridors peace and quiet 

I went out to fly water 

When silence is violently interrupted 

By the stretches that kept Peter in his handcuffs. 

He had slammed down the corridor like a madman 

and he had breasts with another 

they quarreled with each other and fought 

Peter, though harmless, was hurt 

and it resembled a grumpy, well-meaning mourning. 


It's late at night. On the corridors peace and quiet 
I went out to fly water 



When silence is violently interrupted 
By Peter ducking in demented handcuffs. 


I'm heading for the receiving smoker 

Where else do I extinguish the candles from the pumpkins and tinned vegetables 
What time?... 

Paul asks me anxiously 
It's 5 without twenty ... 

and we pass coffee from one hand to another ... 

... I love you, my sweet Victor-Tudor, my love. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubesc, Dragul meu. 

Nelu 

Four were distinguished figures 

There are patients admitted to the hospital: 

Geo the tall, weak and grotesque-handsome-bizarre tattooed face 
His unconscious counterweight 
Danny, who I thought was left-handed 

But it was Geo ... actually left-handed 
and from his words his child of about 9 years 

Csaba, Shepherds at a glance, a young blonde, with blue eyes, beautiful 

Slim, weak, not too tall 

and a leg of impressive size 

highlighted by white shoes, cut at the back 

and Mr. Nelu, Nelu as I started 

In a very proud moment, I found myself proud 
except with Mr. Nelu 
and I allowed him to take the third step 
after I said about my facebook account 




that I am to ask for my friendship ... 


but Mr. Nelu did not have a Facebook account 
and the second and third steps did not do it again 
and I let him lie next to all the ladies who stood by him 
Mrs. Mariana, at 52 and something 
what did Aurica say to me ... 

an old-fashioned housewife with a good gypsy wife 
with rich, black hair, tailed at the back 
that was placed next to him 
as a good and loving little girl: 

I do not have the phone, I would eat my eyes, I left it in the room loaded ... 

Mrs. Marian had a super phone, which opened like a book 
and was sitting in the living room, 

next to the young woman with flushed shoes in the face of a teddy-bear 

who was talking on two phones at once 

I call her Alina 

just like the young lady 

who stole my earrings while I was staying 

at the administrator of the block in Bucharest... 

with the distinction that Miss Akina's earrings have two thin and fine chains 
probably comics at the tip 

while you have me, the stolen, they were at their heads 
one flat gold ring and the other a stick. 


Neklu had confessed to me while he was Nelu 
That he doesn't have a Facebook account... 

That he prefers to see people in front, to touch them, to embrace them ... 

I understood him perfectly 

but I couldn't reach him over the phone 

and generally other than through Facebook 

since I did not enter into physical relations with the passengers 

that went up and down 

and since I was actually following Mr. Nlu very curiously 
how he speaks and behaves. 


Fie was more schizophrenic and better judged 
Of them all 

This man with slit arrests said 

and with the brown hair, always combed with beautiful hair 
in the unpleasant beauty, over the head 

with eyes that are gentle and like two small, slightly almond-shaped corners 
eyes that said everything 
and they didn't say anything. 



Tall, with long legs, and belly drawn 

This mystery can tickle your face with your long hair 


and Mr Nelu liked women 

and he acted courteous and like a true woman with everything. 

Mr. Nelu was 53 years old 

and a body and face are perceptibly preserved 

that drew the Soul within me 

especially with his breathtaking air. 

I once said to him: you say nothing, Mr Nelu ?! 

What do I say if I have nothing important to say? 


Don't be so blasphemous Mr. Nelu . 
Life can provide you with surprises. 


....te iubesc, Victor, puiulmeu. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dragostea mea. 
Te iubesc si Te doresc, Tudor, puiul meu. 
Nexus 


Poor rats in the vacuum of the mind 
We have forgotten about giving, about donating 
We aren’t moved by anyhing 
In our poor life of larvae 

The sense and the eschatology of living 
Is refused to us 

Carrying our poor life of larvae 

We don’t know about anything, we don’t want 

To know 

Anything in addition to our common thoughts 
So predictible 

Anything in addition to our acts 
So mediocre 


We have forgotten about giving, about donating 
About dying for love 





About dying for an ideal, for the supreme 
Burning 

In the incandescent flames of of our lives 
We take every day all from 
The beginning 

Caught in the spider web of the convenience 
And of the routine 


Grotesque and powerless witnesses 
In the great process which is life 
Not having ever the possibility to decide 
About our destinies 

Not having the liberty, the free will 
From which is born the beauty and desperation 
The ineffable mistery of being alive 
The pure enigma and the wonder 

To love until the exhaustion 

Until we meet the other one at the other end 

Of oiur arms, of our souls 

Of our bodies. 


Poor rats in the vacuum of the mind 
We have forgotten about giving, about donating 
We aren’t moved by anyhing 
In our poor life of larvae 

The sense and the eschatology of living 
Is refused to us 

Carrying our poor life of larvae 

We don’t know about anything, we don’t want 

To know 

Anything in addition to our common thoughts 
So predictible 

Anything in addition to our acts 
So mediocre 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dragostea mea. 
Bad feelings 

The cuckoo clock struck twice 

When I think of you, darling, I get flushed. 




A certain sadness, a lively despair 
The dead mind is thoughts 
and my soft, linen and silk bed sat 
it seems to me now only four planks ... 


... fragment of poems, fragment of dreams 
Fragments from the drugstores preying on the niches 
Fragments of voices, fragments of rocks 
Fragments of a raining rain splashing ... 


Fragments from a colossal poet, from me 
With mathematical surgeries 
Dragons from the probabilities of Einstein-Biose 
Fragments from fanatical dreams ... 

it is true, illusions have left me 
such as hallucinations 

.. I have been using the blue, turquoise-blue ancestry. My creations 


A world with me and you 

There the wet weather sank in the encephalon of the wheat chain 
A world with me and you 
Where, with the empty bust 
I threw myself into the river ... 


A certain sadness, a lively despair 
The dead mind is thoughts 
and my soft, linen and silk bed sat 
it seems to me now only four planks ... 

... fragment of poems, fragment of dreams 
Fragments from the drugstores preying on the niches 
Fragments of voices, fragments of rocks 
Fragments of a raining rain splashing ... 


and now the unexpected part follows 
which no longer needs to be created: 

The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 
Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 
Eternity is empty, yet temporary 
In our silence, harsh, guttural 
Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 



My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, my love, my sweet. 

Te iubesc,Puiul meu dulce. Te doresc, Dragostea mea. 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceta mea. 

I love you and I wish you, Victor, my baby. 

Can not encompass the landscape (3) 

That night I was smoking until late. 

I speak and Vali. 

He is a retired English teacher. 

He also told me, on another occasion, that he had written the entire master's paper 
to the Ciprian 
from Nietzsche 

The discussion is heating up. We are talking about Mircea Eliade 
Coincidentia ooppositorum 
Myth, ritual and symbol. 

An older gentleman, Cristi, joins the discussion. 

He has some knowledge of Eliade, but I keep it dry. 

My knowledge is deeper. 

Vali looks at me hypnotized, his eyes immobile 
While I tell them that the beauty of something 
it is in its duality. 

and only in the full end of temptations, temptations, extremes 
you get to know non-duality, the unity of liberation. 

At that time I was living full freedom 
of anarchic type. 

We speak of enthusiasm, of missus, of births and repeated mystical deaths. 

About the liberation of anarchic and ascetic type. 

Vali is increasingly hypnotized. 

It can be seen that this old wolf has gone through 



the whole history of culture. 

But did you read the grave? ... by Eugen Barbu? ... 


No ... maybe I wanted to read it... It's probably good. 
Yes it is, said Vali thoughtfully 
It's a book of the extremes, of the intellectual elites 
and its social rot. 


I had just started reading Jung. 

I speak to them excitedly about the Archetypes 
and the collective unconscious 
While Vali listens to me meditatively. 

What is the archetype? ... Cristi mixes in the discussion. 

A sacred, primordial image transmitted 
through phylogeny 
Similar to Platonic ideas. 

An empty form of content that fills it with one's own experience 
The headquarters of the archetypes is the collective unconscious 
and complexes of the unconscious. 


I light a cigarette and look down at Vali's exfoliated nails. 

I turn my gaze, thinking to myself 
That the ball hadn't reached my hands 
He was still standing. 

Vali is the absolute crazy person: 

I would like to meet you sooner, you're not sick, Lia ... 

No. not not 

I am as much as it gets healthy and normal... 

I answer dryly, feeding him boldly. 

you know me italian and you are still good, he said smiling, 
trying to reach me. 

Yes, I know her very well. I learned it in three months 
I answer truffle. 

The people around us close our ears and look at us, almost shocked. 
But some, most of them, stood foot to foot, 
with eyes lost in the void 
Inhaling his cigarettes. 

They knew them all, they had seen them all... 

Lia, what is metaphysics, suddenly asks Vali, with the air 
that asks me a lock question. 

Cue tangled. I think it is the science of the soul. 

Everything that is mirrored within you, is internal, 
subjective and timeless, eternal. 

No ... Vali replied amusedly. 

Metaphysics is the philosophy before Descartes's physics, 



which is very specific. 

The name itself says it: meta-physics. 

It consists of two words: meta and physics. 

That means something different in physics ... 

I remain silent.... 

Lia, but tell me, why all those photos with Andrei? 

All that theater, all that circus? It's not for you ... 

I'm trying to explain myself. 

I tell them about the History of madness in the classical era. 
From the myth of the Mirror. 

Vali approves me thoughtfully. 

However, Lia, he's not you. 

He was my first Apostle! ... I defended myself. 

The one who followed me without grumbling, 
he believed in me ... 


The discussion continues late into the night. 

I quickly answered their questions 

Getting more and more excited 

My mind was like a huge clock, ringing incessantly. 

I am a car, I cried out in the heat of anger and indignation. 

A programmed car 
Which works flawlessly 
Infinitesimal 

Who are you? ... Vali asked, smiling. 

I am Jesus, Jesus came to earth a second time. 

You know, Vali, this brings new Christianity 
the union of the weld with the matter 
of the soul with the body 

it is the resurrection of the body! ... for me God walks on earth 
like me and you 
he is among us. 

My eyes were hallucinated. They had seen the sunrise. 
Discussions continue late into the night. 

Cristi asks me subtle, serious, worried questions, 
and what do you say you lived in Italy? 

A cosmic liberation. 


Te iubesc, Victor, puiulemu. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 



I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Trying to recover 

out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

I love you, Victor, my sweetness. 

Te dotesc, Puiul meu Duulce, Dragul meu. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

Nu pot cuprinde peisajul... (2) 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface in cenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu care dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 



Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 


De-atatea ori pusa fata in fata cu inevitabilul 
Cu micimea vietii noastre de larve 
Cu meschinaria, nimicnicia vietii celei de toate zilele 
Cu vidul si non-sensul existentei 

Am constatat ca imi gadesc in poezie un refugiu... 
Laboratorul meu de creatie e foarte primitor... 

Nu m-a inselat niciodata... 

Ma primeste la el in brate la fel de binevoitor.... 

E u n prieten gata oricand sa ma intovaraseasca 
In nebunestile-mi, intunecatele-mi vise... 

Gata orican sa ma primeasca 
In fruntariile sufletului lui circumscrise 

Eternitatii. 

wish you and I love you, Victor, my sweetness. 

Can not encompass the landscape ... (2) 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 




When everything turns to ashes 

and in stellar dust, back in the eye 

in the eye with which God looks at the world 

hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

So many times faced with the inevitable 

With the little life of our larvae 

With the peasantry, the min of the everyday life 

With the emptiness and non-meaning of existence 

I found that in poetry I find a refuge ... 

My creative lab is very welcoming ... 

Fie never deceived me ... 

Fie welcomes me in his arms as kindly ... 

Fle's a friend ready to meet me anytime 
In my madness, my dark dreams ... 

Ready to receive me anytime 

In the foreheads of his circumscribed soul 

Eternity. 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 



Nu pot cuprinde peisajul... 


Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface in cenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu care dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

I can not cover the landscape ... 

Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 



My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything turns into ashes 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with which God sees the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 

Trying to recover from solitude 
From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything becomes crooked 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with a god looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 
te iubesc. 

..te doresc... 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

Nu pot cuprinde peisajul... 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu. 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 



Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface in cenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu care dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

I can not cover the landscape ... 

Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything turns into ashes 



and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with which God sees the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 

Trying to recover from solitude 
From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything becomes crooked 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with a god looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 
te iubesc. 

..te doresc... 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

Nu pot cuprinde peisajul... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface in cenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 



in ocheanul cu care dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

I can not cover the landscape ... 

Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything turns into ashes 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with which God sees the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 



Trying to recover from solitude 
From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-; 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-; 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything becomes crooked 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with a god looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 
te iubesc. 


Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

Nu pot cuprinde peisajul... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface in cenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu care dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 



Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din niilioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din niilioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

I can not cover the landscape ... 

Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything turns into ashes 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with which God sees the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 

Trying to recover from solitude 
From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 



Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything becomes crooked 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with a god looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him ... 
te iubesc. 




Can not encompass the landscape (4) 





A carousel of dizzy sensations countered me 
That day when I went for books. 

I had not made any photographs of the winners of the Magister contest 

Only with Petronela Vali Slavu one 

Because he had drawn me to her ... 

and we were quickly taken a photo, two, three. 


I start to smoke no more cigarettes 

because my mother is pulling my hand and we're leaving ... 


Stop at a mall. Enter. No small order ... 

Viorica and her mysterious daughter 
With his cock high high at the neck ... 

They get lost in the crowd to tell... 

Me, mother Nicu and Bujor eat small and drink beer. 

I mean, I don't drink. 

The little one slips hard on my throat. 

A carousel of dizzy sensations countered me 
That day when I went for books. 

I didn't take any pictures with the winners of the Magister contest 


In the afternoon, late, we are by car on the Rosia Valley 
Running after the calf and the calves 
Who had fled from Rosia to the house. 

I love you. I want you. 

I run with the sling in one hand, the little calf drives it 
Through a clearing of firs 
Besides the spring 
Then on the curb rail 

In the shade of the firs and the beech trees towards the forest 
I love you ... I was thinking of you ... 

We hardly return them. We go after them, and Dad drives the car slowly 
Catching up from timeto time to wait for us. 


Me, mother Nicu and Bujor eat small and drink beer. 

I mean, I don't drink. 

The little one slips hard on my throat. 

A carousel of dizzy sensations countered me 
That day when I went for books. 

I didn't take any pictures with the winners of the Magister contest 


Stop at a mall. Enter. No small order ... 




Viorica and her mysterious daughter 
They get lost in the crowd to tell... 


....I enter into a sort of levitation of thought 
In a kind of carousel of feelings, feelings 
From which I am thrown into a pit 
bottomless... 

my soul was twisted, it was sad. Looking at the stars 
I slowly pull out my back knife 
I was thinking at... 


A carousel of dizzy sensations countered me 
That day when I went for books. 

I had not taken any pictures with the winners of the Magister concoction 
He kissed Mr. PaulRiusu on the cheeks 

and Mr. Victor Bratu, handed them the book "Nirvana" in which I had written 
date, a dedication and I signed. 


Are you coming for a juice? 

No, we cannot come, we are busy with the closure of the program ... thank you ... 

And I'm expecting my wife 

Which had to arrive from time to time ... 


A carousel of dizzy sensations countered me 
That day when I went for books. 

I didn't take any pictures with the winners of the Magister contest 
I was leaving ... you were losing in the crowd 
Who surrounds you from all sides ... 

I looked good after you ... I went away ... 


Me, mother Nicu and Bujor eat small and drink beer. 

I mean, I don't drink. 

The little one slips hard on my throat. 

A carousel of dizzy sensations countered me 
That day when I went for books. 

I had not taken any photographs of the winners of the Magister concoction 

Stop at a mall. Enter. No small order ... 

Viorica and her mysterious daughter 
With his high cock at his neck ... 

They get lost in the crowd to tell... 


t was in the big warehouse from the entrance to Deva. We look at different materials 
Construction and pieces of furniture ... 

Showers, cabinets, washbasins, parquet, furniture ... 

I was happy... 



From the car, on the way to the exit from Deva 
I had recovered from the torpedo and spear. 

My chicken had been spit twice. I answer 

First, in a brief message, explaining that I didn't have the phone ... 

The second longer, explaining at length 
The derisory and sad reality, all of a sudden 
I woke up in happiness .... 

They all had a different color now, a different taste, a different smell. 

Even the trash pit I fell into 

Even the back knife 

Even the stars walk in the sky ... 

I enter into a sort of levitation of thought 
In a kind of carousel of feelings, feelings 
From which I am thrown into a pit 
bottomless... 

A strange negligence, a strange sadness.... 

My mind is empty, without any 
thoughts... 

A strange sadness 

A strange recklessness, unconsciousness... 
it is another monsoon 

You see, it is another monsoon 
that hardly is born 

full of its promises, honesty, innocence, fear, love... 

It is another strange, labyrinthine, silent 
autumn 

It is another monsoon, that hardly is born 
Another sadness 

A sweet-bitter love, sadness, with its wings of lead 
You see... it is another smile 
It is another monsoon.... 

The demony of thought, misunderstanding, distance 

the fear of love 

The jellyfish are rustling 

the harbor has closed itself.... 

It is another Smile... 

Another approaching, another remoteness 
another sadness 

The same old autumn, with cold rains 

the same dry teardrops 

The same sorrow, the same Pink Floyd 

The fall has come... 


Trying to recover from loneliness 



From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubesc, Puiul emu. 

O ploaie de stele visatoare 

O ploaie de stele visatoare ii cadea pe umeri 

Era in sfanta zi ce vine - Vineri 

Era in sfanta zi de joi, cu stlele dau inapoi 

Foi pe umezi morminte, in cimitire de-aduceri aminte... 


Zaea in cripa neagra imbracata-n roz - 
Doar stele albe, doar flori mici de boz - 
Imprastiate peste piept 
Intr-un suras desuet... 


Mirosea a cadave si a sicriu 
Parea ca murise tot ceeste viu 
Afraa stele-albastre, stele albe 
Cadeau pe pamantul reavan, albe si dalbe. 


Afara era oo simfonie de culori... 

Cerul albastru se ascunsese printre albii nori 
Raze mov-rooz-galbene la a sfintit 
Imbracau cerul si lumea in dulce negrait. 


Zaea in cripa neagra imbracata-n roz - 
Doar stele albe, doar flori mici de boz - 
Imprastiate peste piept 
Intr-un suras desuet... 



O ploaie de stele visatoare li cadea pe umeri 

Era in sfanta zi ce vine - Vineri 

Era in sfanta zi de joi, cu stlele dau inapoi 

Foi pe umezi morminte, in cimitire de-aduceri aminte... 

A rain of dreaming stars 

A rain of dreamy stars fell on his shoulders 
It was the holy day coming - Friday 
It was Holy Thursday, with the stars turning back 
Sheets on wet graves, in graveyards of memorials ... 


He was lying in the black cloak dressed in pink - 
Only white stars, only small flower buds - 
Spread over the chest 
In an old-fashioned smile ... 


The smell of the corpse and the coffin 

He seemed to be dead alive 

It had blue stars, white stars 

White, white and white were falling on the earth. 


Outside there was a symphony of colors ... 

The blue sky was hidden among the white clouds 

Purple-pink-yellow rays sanctified it 

They clad the sky and the world in sweet, unsure. 


He was lying in the black cloak dressed in pink - 
Only white stars, only small flower buds - 
Spread over the chest 
In an old-fashioned smile ... 


A rain of dreamy stars fell on his shoulders 

It was the holy day coming - Friday 

It was Holy Thursday, with the stars turning back 

Sheets on wet graves, in graveyards of memorials ... Te iubesc, Vicor-Tudor, Puiul meu. 


Te doresc, Dragostea mea, Ouiul meu. 

Puiul meu drag, Dulcele meu Victor, 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 

Biata mea inima e insangerata, totusi... te iubesc din tot sufletul meu. 
O poezie 


In gradina verde, plina pana la refuz 
Cu papadii galbene 



Laptuci inflorite,si trifoi inflorit 
Te iubesc. 
cum le spuneam noi 
Ma retrasesem in acea zi de primavara 
De mai 

Sa-mi scriu compunerile 
Asezata-n iarba. 

Poate aveam vreo cinci, sase ani 
Poate mai putin, mai mult 
Nu stiu 


Dar eu cercam cu varful bont de la creion 
Sa scriu, micile-mi poeme 
Copilaresti. 

Sigur ca nu stiam pe-atunci 

Ce sa scriu si despre ce sa scriu 
Si cum sa scriu 

Aveam doar un caietel, cu patratele 
Si varful bont de la creion. 


Imi facusem o coronita din papadii galbene 
Si scriam despre flori 
Si fluturi 

Ma-ncercau doruri ne-ntelese 
Si in caiet mai asterneam un rand 
Sau doua. 


Cuvinte disparate, fara noima 

Dar cat de-adanc ma-ncerca fiorul 

Inspiratiei 

Gandul fara noima 

Anima Mundi, sufletul lumii 

Se pleca asupra-mi... 


Admiratia mea cea mai mare era pentru 
Scriitori. 

Ii iubeam din tot sufletul 

Si ma fascinau povestile pe care le citeam 

Basme 


Si chiar romane. 

Ma gandeam ca voi fi un mare prozator. 
Un mare scriitor. 




Dar totusi... in acea zi, cu coronita pusa pe frunte 
Zambeam inconstienta, fericita 
Unei poezii... 


My dear baby, my sweet Victor, 

I love you and I love you, my dear baby. 

My poor heart is bleeding, yet... I love you with all my soul. 
A poem 


In the green garden, full to the brim 
With yellow woods 
Flowered lettuce, and flowering clover 
I love you. 
as we said 

I had retired on that spring day 
May 

Let me write my compositions 
Lying on the grass. 

Maybe I was about five, six 
Maybe less, more 
I do not know 


But I was aiming for the pencil tip 
Let me write, my little poems 
Childish. 

Of course I didn't know back then 

What to write and what to write 
And how to write 

I only had one puppy, with the squares 
And the tip of the pencil. 


I had made myself a crown from the yellow woods 
And I was writing about flowers 
And butterflies 

They were trying to get me misunderstood 

And in the notebook, I was putting down another row 

Or two. 


Missing words, no fear 

But how deep the thrill was trying to get me 

inspiration 

The thought with no fear 




Anima Mundi, the soul of the world 
He was leaving on me ... 


My biggest admiration was for 
Writers. 

I loved them wholeheartedly 

And I was fascinated by the stories I was reading 

Fairy tales 

And even Romanians. 

I thought I was going to be a great pro. 

A great writer. 

But still... that day, with the crown on his forehead 
I was smiling unconscious, happy 
Some poetry... 


....te iiubesc, puuiul meu. 

O privire visatoare parca... te iubesc, Puiul meu, Carl, Victor, dulcisorul meu. 
Un tanar cu privire visatoare parca 

Tanar matur trecut ce-a sstrans parfumuri aspre in ai sai tineri ani 

Crescut in umbra naltilor castani 

Ce-si picura flacara lor albastra pe idealistevise 


Ne-am intalnit atunci cand melodia ciudata-a vietii 
Poate sincronia 

m-aduse mai aproape,in livezi de aur pur, ale gandului lui crescut 
din mantuit azur 

si cugetarii aspre, totusi blande, circumscrise. 


Un tanar aprig, in pasiune ca si-n gand 
Ce nu accepta jumatatea de masura - 
si totusi bland prieten, in vremurilecand 
soarta-mi imi stranse-amarul, cu masura dura. 


Privire ce se face legamant 

Poetului gandirii din adanc - si careianimic nu-i pare parca 
Sapat in piatra dura si in dalta 
Ca propria-i gandire, judecta 

Nimic din cel ce esti, ce-ai fostvreodata 
Nimic din ce a fost sice o sa mai fie 
Caci viata e Poete, -o poezie 

Cusimbolism ciudat siincruntat 

Ca celece s-au incurcat -si incurcate o sa ramana 

O vecie 

Caci viata ePoete, -o poezie. 



Ne-am intalnit atunci cand melodia ciudata-a vietii 
Poate sincronia 

m-aduse mai aproape,in livezi de aur pur, ale gandului lui crescut 
din mantuit azur 

si cugetarii aspre, totusi blande, circumscrise. 

... te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 


Un tanar cu privire visatoare parca 

Tanar matur trecut ce-a sstrans parfumuri aspre in ai sai tineri ani 

Crescut in umbra naltilor castani 

Ce-si picura flacara lor albastra pe idealistevise 

0 flacara de dor si pasiune 

De suferinta, aspra si genune 

Peste care priveste cu un suras in ochiilui intunecati 

In noaptea haosului aruncati. 

Oflacara de dor si pasiune 

Mocnind incet in ochii de carbune - ce se uni cu-ai mei in sincronia 

In vremurile carora poetul le pune-n versu-iaspru 

Demonia 

In vremurile carora poetul le pune-n versu-i ulce 
Simfonia. 


A dreamy glance it seems.... 

But with a deeep conscience in his fine eyes 
Of a bruise-blue colour 
Shadowed by the glasses 

The smile that starts from the inside and 
is stops into the eyes 
and lips 

with its broken flight... 

looking at the undine sea that waves 

is foaming underneath.... 

Lips full and red 

Dimples in the cheeks cut in hard stone 
With clear, fine bones 
Whereover it is falling slowly 
Like a veil 

Of eyes warm, dreamy glance... 

With a smile a little sad... 

If it wouldn't be a trait of the nature of this man 
With high, oval, large forehead 

and the pronounced apple of Adam.... 

a bruise shawl of fine wool surrounds his neck 

in discrete tones... 

likewise the struggle of the clouds 

caught in the storm 




Mystery?... 

There isn't mystery out here. 

It is the thought 

What he does to think 

An unclear, indefinite, sweet feeling 

A dreamy look like ... 

A young man with dreamlike looks 

Mature man who raised rougn perfumes in his tender years 
Raised in the shade of the chestnut trees 
What their blue flame dripped on idealists 

We met when the weird song of life 
Maybe sync 

He brought me closer, in pure gold orchards, of his increased thought 
out of the blue of salvation 

and the harsh, yet gentle, circumscribed thoughts. 


A fierce young man, passionate as he thinks 
What the half-measure does not accept - 
and yet gentle friend, in the meantime 
my fate tightened my bitterness, with hard measure. 


Look at the covenant 

The poet of deep thought - and whose soul does not seem to him 
Digged in hard stone and chisel 
Like your own thinking, judgment 

Nothing of who you are, what you ever were 
Nothing that was and will ever be 
Because life is a Poet, a poetry 

Weird and frowning symbolism 

Like the others have become entangled - they will remain entangled 
An old man 

Because oh, you poet life is a apoetry. 

We met when the weird song of life 
Maybe sync 

He brought me closer, in pure gold orchards, of his increased thought 
out of the blue of salvation 

and the harsh, yet gentle, circumscribed thoughts. 

...I love you, Victor, my baby. 

A young man with dreamlike looks 

Mature man who raised rougn perfumes in his tender years 
Raised in the shade of the chestnut trees 
What their blue flame dripped on idealists 

A flame of longing and passion 
Suffering, harsh and genial 




Over looking with a smile in the dark eye 
Throw in the night of chaos. 

It was full of longing and passion 

Slowly grinding in the charcoal eyes - what unites with mine in sync 

In times when the poet puts them in awe 

Demonia 

In times when the poet puts them in the ulcers 
Sorry. 


A dreamy glance it seems .... 

But with a deeep consciousness in his fine eyes 
Of a bruise-blue color 
Shadowed by the glasses 

The smile that starts from within and 
is stops in the eyes 
and lips 

with its broken flight... 

looking at the undine sea that waves 

is foaming underneath .... 

Lips full and red 

Dimples in the cheeks cut into hard stone 
With clear, fine bones 
Whereover it is falling slowly 
Like a veil 

Of eyes warm, dreamy glance ... 

With a smile a little sad ... 

If it wouldn't be a trait of the nature of this man 
With high, oval, large forehead 

and Adam’s pronounced apple.... 

the bruise shawl of fine wool surrounds his neck 

in discrete tones ... 

likewise the struggle of the clouds 

caught in the storm 


Mystery? ... 

There isn't mystery out here. 

It is the thought 

What he does to think 

An unclear, indefinite, sweet feeling 

Translation: Carl Gustytav Jung and Natalia Galatan 
Te iubesc, Puiul mu Victor, dragostea mea. 

O privire visatoare parca... te iubesc, Puiul meu, Tudor, Alin, Andrei, Mihai, Victor The Sun, dulcisorul meu. 

Un tanar cu privire visatoare parca 

Tanar matur trecut de pragul celor 40 de ani 

Crescut in umbra naltilor castani 

Ce-si picura flacara lor albastra pe idealistevise 





Ne-am intalnit atunci cand melodia ciudata-a vietii 
Poate sincronia 

m-aduse mai aproape,in livezi de aur pur, ale gandului lui crescut 
din mantuit azur 

si cugetarii aspre, totusi blande, circumscrise. 


Un tanar aprig, in pasiune ca si-n gand 
Ce nu accepta jumatatea de masura - 
si totusi bland prieten, in vremurilecand 
soarta-mi imi stranse-amarul, cu masura dura. 


Privire ce se face legamant 

Poetului gandirii din adanc - si careianimic nu-i pare parca 
Sapat in piatra dura si in dalta 
Ca propria-i gandire, judecta 

Nimic din cel ce esti, ce-ai fostvreodata 
Nimic din ce a fost sice o sa mai fie 
Caci viata e Poete, -o poezie 

Cusimbolism ciudat siincruntat 

Ca celece s-au incurcat -si incurcate o sa ramana 

0 vecie 

Caci viata ePoete, -o poezie. 


Ne-am intalnit atunci cand melodia ciudata-a vietii 
Poate sincronia 

m-aduse mai aproape,in livezi de aur pur, ale gandului lui crescut 
din mantuit azur 

si cugetarii aspre, totusi blande, circumscrise. 

... te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 


Un tanar cu privire visatoare parca 

Tanar matur trecut de pragul celor 40 de ani 

Crescut in umbra naltilor castani 

Ce-si picura flacara lor albastra pe idealistevise 

O flacara de dor si pasiune 

De suferinta, aspra si genune 

Peste care priveste cu un suras in ochiilui intunecati 

In noaptea haosului aruncati. 



Oflacara de dor si pasiune 

Mocnind meet in ochii de carbune - ce se uni cu-ai mei in sincronia 

In vremurile carora poetul le pune-n versu-iaspru 

Demonia 

In vremurile carora poetul le pune-n versu-i ulce 
Melodia. 


A dreamy glance it seems.... 

But with a deeep conscience in his fine eyes 
Of a bruise-blue colour 
Shadowed by the glasses 

The smile that starts from the inside and 
is stops into the eyes 
and lips 

with its broken flight... 

looking at the undine sea that waves 

is foaming underneath.... 

Lips full and red 

Dimples in the cheeks cut in hard stone 
With clear, fine bones 
Whereover it is falling slowly 
Like a veil 

Of eyes warm, dreamy glance... 

With a smile a little sad... 

If it wouldn't be a trait of the nature of this man 
With high, oval, large forehead 

and the pronounced apple of Adam.... 

a bruise shawl of fine wool surrounds his neck 

in discrete tones... 

likewise the struggle of the clouds 

caught in the storm 


Mystery?... 

There isn't mystery out here. 

It is the thought 

What he does to think 

An unclear, indefinite, sweet feeling 

A dreamy look like ... I love you, my baby, Victor, my confectioner. 

A young man with dreamlike looks 
Mature man past the threshold of 40 years 
Raised in the shade of the chestnut trees 
What their blue flame dripped on idealists 





We met when the weird song of life 
Maybe sync 

He brought me closer, in pure gold orchards, of his increased thought 
out of the blue of salvation 

and the harsh, yet gentle, circumscribed thoughts. 


A fierce young man, passionate as he thinks 
What the half-measure does not accept - 
and yet gentle friend, in the meantime 
my fate tightened my bitterness, with hard measure. 


Look at the covenant 

The poet of deep thought - and whose soul does not seem to him 
Digged in hard stone and chisel 
Like your own thinking, judgment 

Nothing of who you are, what you ever were 
Nothing that was and will ever be 
Because life is a Poet, a poetry 

Weird and frowning symbolism 

Like the others have become entangled - they will remain entangled 
An old man 

Because oh, you poet life is a apoetry. 


We met when the weird song of life 
Maybe sync 

He brought me closer, in pure gold orchards, of his increased thought 
out of the blue of salvation 

and the harsh, yet gentle, circumscribed thoughts. 

...I love you, Victor, my baby. 


A young man with dreamlike looks 
Mature man past the threshold of 40 years 
Raised in the shade of the chestnut trees 
What their blue flame dripped on idealists 

A flame of longing and passion 
Suffering, harsh and genial 
Over looking with a smile in the dark eye 
Throw in the night of chaos. 



It was full of longing and passion 

Slowly grinding in the charcoal eyes - what unites with mine in sync 

In times when the poet puts them in awe 

Demonia 

In times when the poet puts them in the ulcers 
Sorry. 


A dreamy glance it seems .... 

But with a deeep consciousness in his fine eyes 
Of a bruise-blue color 
Shadowed by the glasses 

The smile that starts from within and 
is stops in the eyes 
and lips 

with its broken flight... 

looking at the undine sea that waves 

is foaming underneath .... 

Lips full and red 

Dimples in the cheeks cut into hard stone 
With clear, fine bones 
Whereover it is falling slowly 
Like a veil 

Of eyes warm, dreamy glance ... 

With a smile a little sad ... 

If it wouldn't be a trait of the nature of this man 
With high, oval, large forehead 

and Adam’s pronounced apple.... 

the bruise shawl of fine wool surrounds his neck 

in discrete tones ... 

likewise the struggle of the clouds 

caught in the storm 


Mystery? ... 

There isn't mystery out here. 

It is the thought 

What he does to think 

An unclear, indefinite, sweet feeling 

Ochii tai... 

De la mine pan’ la tine 
Numai ape limpezi line 
Ochii blanzi, duiosi ai tai 





Blande margaritarele 
Ce se-aprind in cer ca stele... 

Ochii tai... 

Te iubsc. 

te doresc si te iubesc, Vctor, dragostea mea. 
Your eyes... 


From myself to yourself, only bluely smoothy waters 

Your gentle, serene, pure eyes 

Gentle, little, precious pearls 

That are litting up in the sky a thousand... 

Your gentle, dark blue eyes.... 

Te iubesc, Animusul meu, Ahetipul meu Dulce si iubit, Victor. 


Ochii tai 
Gatul tau 

Imi pare lujerul din care, -n taina 
Se varsa inserarea pe pamant 
Acoperind pamantul cu calda-ntunecime 
A noptii si a stelelor arzand 
mocnit... 

asa sunt de albastri ochii tai... 

ca doua stele-ntunecate, pline de noapte... 

de granit... 


si totusi, dulce inserarea 
calda, inmiresmata-a primaverii 
aduce-n ochii-ti o lumina... 
de vraja lunii peste bolti de frunze 
plina 

o calda, dulce, nelinistit 
lumina... 

Dulcele meu Victor, Iubitul meu, Te iubesc. Te doresc. 

dragostea mea iubita si dorita, te iubesc. 

Your eyes... 

te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Your neck 

It seems to me the stalk from which, in mystery 
It pours out the sweet nightfall 
on the ground 

Covering the earth with warmly darkness 
Of the night and of the burning stars 
Glittering smoldered... 

So blue are your eyes 

Likewise two darkened stars, full of the night... 

Of thunderstorm streak.... 



And though... The sweet twilight 
warm sweet odor of the springtime 
brings out in your eyes a dark blue light... 

full of the mystery of moon rays passing through the arch of leaves 
a sweet warm unknown eye light... 


Orpheus and Euridice ... 

I was living in strange silent labyrinthine dreams 
I was reliving my love at night 
From which you woke me dear ... 

Among flashes of falling stars, lips stumbling, 
biting 

I wake up buimac at midnight 
With you in your arms ... 


you have known my whole history ... 
without glory, he made heroes 
out of dreams it was only us, only the two of us 
we woke up hugs, unknown heroes ... 


I wake up buimac at midnight 
With you in your arms ... 

I was living in strange silent labyrinthine dreams 
I was reliving my love at night 
From which you woke me dear ... 

Among flashes of falling stars, lips stumbling, 
biting 

It was as if, as if 

I woke up with you in my arms dreaming deliriously ... 


As if we had known each other for a long time 
Another spring, another season ... 


An air of sadness left the village - the sky 
crying, with cold tears, the maize trembled more 
through holdes with tiles 
dry 

the smoke still comes out of a ragged furnace 
wet flowers in the garden breathe the wounded widow 
children of the earth, baked 
of the sun, nourished 


ram 



they stretch out their hands to cover themselves naked, 
with the shadow me and me 
let's do two 

without words, without heroes - the eternal flow of autumn 
rain, over the children of the bare earth 
with the shadow me and me 
we do two ... 


I wake up buimac at midnight 
With you in your arms ... 


you know my whole story ... 
glory glory, made heroes 
out of dreams it was only us, not us 
we woke up hugs, unknown heroes ... 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

The Bahamian Feast 


We're heading to the dining room. 

The cook came out of the office and invited us to the table. 



A shout is enough: 

At the table!.... 

and all the patients come out to order from the salons. 

Men from the bottom ... and women, a little closer to the office. 

they took their spoons, their forks 

some and bread 

and headed to the office. 

But dragged steps, with watery eyes 

They look good out of the dumpers. 

holding hands with tiled walls 

forward that on the cheeks, that you lie down. 

With expressionless faces, hungry 

and they all laughed their masks out crying 

grieving. 


Today it's potato broth. 

Just like rice with chicken breast. 

The streamers hang from their mouths 
They actually took her for good. 


Some eat delicately, careful not to stain 
Others like the cook don't stop there 

they pulled the second portion under their nose - although everything is calculated infinitesimally 
I would say the morning minimum ... 


There I ate a lot of jars from home - 
and generally bread as it encompasses 
they were afraid of everyone at home 
not to keep my mouth hungry ... 


Once I spread the food from home on foot 

It was too much at the expense - 

and my mother would often tell me with reproach - 

see Lia that my mother does not save her .... 

Mom brings you food not spoiled. 


However, when my mother came ... I was in a hurry at the table 

She was better, more talkative, tastier 
and the beautiful cook ... 
dear mother.... 




We stuff the noodles into small mouths, careful not to get in ants 
and generally you can't say 
that they were not ants. 

we were good. Yes, we were kind 

and well educated 

when I wasn't in the handcuffs 

and we didn't keep screaming at the doors ... 


Outsecticide 

On the black hair veal, the crown crowns seems 

He really is broken 

From star fire, from sun fire 

By burning it they grow ebony wings 

Above that falls ebony hair 

Under the clear sky 

Hot-hot, full of sweet! 

A flare of flames falls on his shoulders— 
te iubesc, Dulce Victor It's the red sky 
What goes down his chest gently 
They are lost at the end of his pink bell 

The sun was trembling in its orbit 
In the black one - 
The aroma of her bear 
A young girl in front of him appears ... 

With sweet eyes, he pulls her to himself 
She lies in the shade of her hair blonde 
Then the rays of the moon, gentle clear 
He has a round white on his shoulders. 

Sweet kisses flow from his lips 

Like honey bees, wine from beehives 

Mix with her mouth fresh and cold water 

Slowly descend on soft golden hair 

They include a sweet suckle of her breast of pomegranate 

While the eager Eros 

He gets into his white butterfly soda butterfly 

Like a golden snake-like a silver snake 
Wet wet and warm and beat 
With fast movements and sarhythmicallycadae 
With soft, light, fragrant movements ... 




Sweet kisses flow from his lips 

Like honey bees, wine from beehives 

Mix with her mouth fresh and cold water 

Slowly descend on soft golden hair 

They include a sweet suckle of her breast of pomegranate 

While the eager Eros 

He gets into his white butterfly soda butterfly 

With sweet eyes, he pulls her to himself 
She lies in the shade of her hair blonde 
Then the rays of the moon, gentle clear 
He has a round white on his shoulders. 

...Te iubesc, Tudor-Victor-Mihai-Carl, Dragostea mea. 

Te ddoresc, Puiul meu, Victor te iubesc si Te doresc, Dulceata mea.. 

Out of time 

Pe carari pustiite de vant dunele le matura vantul 
Pe panza timpului abstracts 

Un al eu de inceput de lume 
Pictat intr-un desen cam suprarealist 
Lemne roase zaceau asimetric de simetric 
Cjipul meu luase chipul unui inorog violet 
Ae panza Timpului pictat desuet. 


si-atunci ma apropii de pietre si tac 

iau cuvintele si le inec in mare 

suier luna, o rasar si-o prefac intr-o dragoste mare. 


Cand cu ghiare de lumina 
O dimineata-ai va ucide visul 
Vei plamge mult sau vei zambi?... 
Voi fi asa cum dragostea ta o vrea 
Asa cum sufletu-ti mi-o cere. 


Nu stii ca numa-n lacuri cu noroi la fund 
Cresc tulburatori de galbeni, fragezi nuferi?.. 


si-atunci -apropii de pietre si tac, iau tacerea si-o inec in mare 
suier dimineata o rasar si-o prefac 
intr-o dragoste mare. 

Te iubesc, Victor, puiul emu. 


Pe carari pustiite dunele le matura vantul 

.. Un al eu de inceput de lume, pictat intr-un desen cam suprarealist 



Lemne roase zaceau asimetric de simetric 
Cjipul meu luase chipul unui inorog violet 
Pe panza Timpului pictat desuet.. 

Pe carari pustiite de vant dunele le matura vantul 
Pe panza timpului abstracts 
Stand rosierice se inaltau in zare 
Aruncandu-si varfurile catre caaracta. 


Tacere. Totule inecat de ariditate aici. 

Crapaturile, adanci, brazdeaza fata pamantului. 
Totul arde, fuge din fata ochiului 
In ape miscatoare ca o mare 

Cu caldura-i uscata, apriga, pe care o racste privirii. 


Timpul intra incet pe poarta vesniciei. 

Eterna iluzie vizuala, mare iluzie cosmca. 

Cand cu ghiare de lumina 

O dimineata-ai va ucide visul, veiplamge mult sau vei zami?... 
Voi fi, asa cum dragostea ta o vrea 
Asa cum sufletu-ti mi-o cere. 


Nu stii ca numa-n lacui cu noroi la fund 
Cresc tulburatori de galbeni, fragezi nuferi?.. 


si-atunci ma-apropii de pietre si tac 
iau tacerea si-o inec in mare 

suier dimineata o rasar si-o prefac intr-o dragoste mare. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 



Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 
Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 


Out of time 

On the winding paths the dunes sweep the wind 
Abstract canvas of time 

One of me from the beginning of the world 
Painted in a somewhat surrealistic drawing 
Red wood lay asymmetrically symmetrical 
My body had been the face of a purple unicorn 
It is the canvas of Time painted out of date. 


and then you approach me with stones and cue 

I take the words and drown them in the sea 

the moon whistles, a sunrise and a pretense of great love. 


When with light claws 

One morning he'll kill his dream 

Will you cry a lot or smile? ... 

I will be as your love wants it 
As your soul demands. 


You do not know that he lays muddy lakes at the bottom 
Growing yellow turkeys, do you feed water lilies? 


and then - close to the stones and cue, I take the silence and drown it in the sea 
in the morning a sunrise and a preface 
in a great love. 

I love you, Victor, the emu chicken. 

On the winding paths the dunes sweep the wind 

.. One of me from the beginning of the world, painted in a somewhat surrealist drawing 
Red wood lay asymmetrically symmetrical 
My body had been the face of a purple unicorn 
On the canvas of the painted Old Time. 

On the winding paths the dunes sweep the wind 
Abstract canvas of time 
Red rocks rose in the sky 
Throwing their tips to the caaract. 



Silence. All drowned by aridity here. 

Cracks, deep, crawl to the face of the earth. 
Everything burns, runs out of front of the eye 
In moving waters like a sea 
With the heat it is dry, fierce, which cools the eye. 


Time enters the gate of eternity slowly. 

Eternal visual illusion, great cosmic illusion. 

When with light claws 

Will one morning kill his dream, wander long, or smile? 
I will be, as your love wants it 
As your soul demands. 


You don't know that in the mud lake at the bottom 
Growing yellow turkeys, do you feed water lilies? 


and then you approach me with stones and a cue 

I take the silence and drown it in the sea 

in the morning a sunrise dawns and turns it into a great love. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, Victor, my sweetness. 

Te doresc, Victor, Puiul meu. 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The third Book 



Painting one 


Te iubesc, Tudor, Fiul meu Dulce si iubit. 

Serve the servants 

Un cer de sttle dededesubt, deaupra-i cerde stele 
Parea un fulger ne’ntrerupt 
Ratacitor prin ele 

Cu bratul lui cand o cuprinde fata 
El rar privindde saptamani 
Ii cade draga draga.... 


Deasupr cer de filomele 
Printredumbravile verzi 1 drageimele 
Cu stufaris inalt si matasos 
Princare tree egrete c penaj de abanos. 


Un cer de sttle dededesubt, deaupra-i cerde stele 
Parea un fulger ne’ntrerupt 
Ratacitor prin ele 

Cand bratu-i o cuprinde lin 
Iubita sa si-o culce 

Sub raza ichiului senin - si negrait de dulce 


Printre lunci cu flori de argint 
In varf cu rubin 
Sub raza cerului senin 
si negrait de dulce!... 

Dezmiara alba lor ninsoare 
Se pierede- stralucirea lor ca intr-o mare 
Zvarlind spre tarmuri valuri de argint 
Cu bratele amandoua sanii ai cuprind. 


Luncand e albul derdelus 
Intra tot mai adanc, asudat de fericire 
In cenrul lacului de-argint 
Inconjurat de alebe coviltire 


Se-arunca luneend razand 
Cu lacrimi de-argint 
In galben si palid dtufaris 
Cu gust de late, cu gust de macris. 


Un cer de sttle dededesubt, deaupra-i cerde stele 
Parea un fulger ne’ntrerupt 
Ratacitor prin ele 



Cand bratu-i o cuprinde lin 
Iubita sa si-o culce 

Sub raza ichiului senin - si negrait de dulce 


Printre lunci cu flori de argint 
In varf cu rubin 
Sub raza cerului senin 
si negrait de dulce!... 

Dezmiara alba lor ninsoare 
Se pierede- stralucirea lor ca intr-o mare 
Zvarlind spre tarmuri valuri de argint 
Cu bratele amandoua sanii ai cuprind. 


Luncand e albul derdelus 

Intra tot mai adanc, asudat de fericire 

In cenrul lacului de-argint 

Inconjurat de alebe coviltirete iubesc, Puiul meu Drag, Dragostea mea. 
Serve the servants 

A sky of stars below, above it, demands stars 
It seemed like a lightning break 
Wandering through them 

With his arm when the girl covers it 
And looking at the weeks 
He falls, dear darling .... 


I ask for the films 

Through the dark shadows the darling 

With the tall and silky stew 

Princes pass egrets with a pledge of ebony. 

A sky of stars below, above it, demands stars 
It seemed like a lightning break 
Wandering through them 

When his arm grasps her smoothly 
Loved to sleep 

Under the radius of serene icicle - and undeniably sweet 


Among the meadows with silver flowers 
Top with ruby 
Under the clear sky 
and undeniably sweet! 


Their snow-white skirts 
Their brilliance is lost as in a sea 
Silver waves fluttering to shore 
With both arms your breasts hold. 



At sunrise, it is the white blue 

He enters deeper and deeper, full of happiness 

Inside the silver lake 

Surrounded by white coves 


He threw himself on Monday laughing 

With tears of silver 

In yellow and pale reed 

With a broad taste, with a savory taste. 


A sky of stars below, above it, demands stars 
It seemed like a lightning break 
Wandering through them 

When his arm grasps her smoothly 
Loved to sleep 

Under the radius of serene icicle - and undeniably sweet 


Among the meadows with silver flowers 
Top with ruby 
Under the clear sky 
and undeniably sweet! 

Their snow-white skirts 
Their brilliance is lost as in a sea 
Silver waves fluttering to shore 
With both arms your breasts hold. 


Going to sleep is the white dandelion 
He enters deeper and deeper, full of happiness 
Inside the silver lake 
Surrounded by white coves 

I love, my baby Chick, my love.te iubesc, Victor, Puiul mu.te doresc 
Te iubsc si te doresc, Vuctor, Dulceata mea, Puiul meu. 


Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu, Dulcele meu. 
Te besc, Dragostea mea. 

Outsecticide 

Pe negre-i vitele de par, ccoroioana alrde pre 

El vine rupt intr-adevar 

Din foe de stea, din foe de soare 

Arzand li cresc arip de abanos 

Peste care li cade parul ebenin 

Sub raza cerului senin 

Fierbinte-cald, cumplt de dulce!.. 



O plerina de flacari ii cade pe umeri— 

E cerul invrastt cu acrimi ros 

Ce ii coboara lin pe piept 

Se pierd intr-al sfarcului lui roz clos 

Soarele tremura pe-a luiorbita 
In cerul negru de vapaie - 
Aromita de a ei ursita 
O fata tanara in fata ii apare... 

Cu ochii dulci, o trage catre sine 
Se culca in umbra parului ei blod 
Cand raze ale lunii, blandesi senine 
Ii dcupeaza pe umeri un alb rond. 

Saruturi duli ai curg din buze 

Precum e muerea din faguri, vinul din pocale 

Se-amesteca cu-a gurii ei dulce si rece apa 

Coboara-ncet pe par de aur moale 

Cuprind c-un dulce sughit a sanului ei rodii 

Pe cand nastrusnic Eros 

Ii intra-n fluture alb ursit de sodii 

Ca un sarpe de aur ca un serpe de-argint 

Alueca umed si cald si bate-n grind 

Cu miscari iuti si sacadae 

Cu miscari moi, usoare, oarfumate... 

Saruturi duli ai curg din buze 

Precum e muerea din faguri, vinul din pocale 

Se-amesteca cu-a gurii ei dulce si rece apa 

Coboara-ncet pe par de aur moale 

Cuprind c-un dulce sughit a sanului ei rodii 

Pe cand nastrusnic Eros 

Ii intra-n fluture alb ursit de sodii 

Cu ochii dulci, o trage catre sine 
Se culca in umbra parului ei blod 
Cand raze ale lunii, blandesi senine 
Ii dcupeaza pe umeri un alb rond. 

Outsecticide 

Te iubesc, Andrei, puiul meu Dulce. 

On the black hair veal, the crown crowns seems 

He really is broken 

From star fire, from sun fire 

By burning it they grow ebony wings 

Above that falls ebony hair 

Under the clear sky 

Hot-hot, full of sweet! 

A flare of flames falls on his shoulders— 
te iubesc, Dulce Victor It's the red sky 



What goes down his chest gently 
They are lost at the end of his pink bell 

The sun was trembling in its orbit 
In the black one - 
The aroma of her bear 
A young girl in front of him appears ... 

With sweet eyes, he pulls her to himself 
She lies in the shade of her hair blonde 
Then the rays of the moon, gentle clear 
He has a round white on his shoulders. 

Sweet kisses flow from his lips 

Like honey bees, wine from beehives 

Mix with her mouth fresh and cold water 

Slowly descend on soft golden hair 

They include a sweet suckle of her breast of pomegranate 

While the eager Eros 

He gets into his white butterfly soda butterfly 
Like a golden snake-like a silver snake 
Wet wet and warm and beat 
With fast movements and sarhythmicallycadae 
With soft, light, fragrant movements ... 

Sweet kisses flow from his lips 

Like honey bees, wine from beehives 

Mix with her mouth fresh and cold water 

Slowly descend on soft golden hair 

They include a sweet suckle of her breast of pomegranate 

While the eager Eros 

He gets into his white butterfly soda butterfly 

With sweet eyes, he pulls her to himself 
She lies in the shade of her hair blonde 
Then the rays of the moon, gentle clear 
He has a round white on his shoulders. 

...Te iubesc, Victor, Tudor, Alin, Andrei, Mihai, Victor The Sun, Dragostea mea. 
Te ddoresc, Puiul meu, Victor Te iubesc si Te doresc, Dulceata mea.. 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Puiul meu, Dulcele meu. 

Te besc, Dragostea mea. 

Outsecticie 

Pe negre-i vitele de par, ccoroioana alrde pre 

El vine rupt intr-adevar 

Din foe de stea, din foe de soare 

Arzand li cresc arip de abanos 

Peste care ii cade parul ebenin 

Sub raza cerului senin 

Fierbinte-cald, cumplt de dulce!.. 



O plerina de flacari ii cade pe umeri— 

E cerul invrastt cu acrimi ros 

Ce ii coboara lin pe piept 

Se pierd intr-al sfarcului lui roz clos 

Soarele tremura pe-a luiorbita 
In cerul negru de vapaie - 
Aromita de a ei ursita 
O fata tanara in fata ii apare... 

Cu ochii dulci, o trage catre sine 
Se culca in umbra parului ei blod 
Cand raze ale lunii, blandesi senine 
Ii dcupeaza pe umeri un alb rond. 

Saruturi duli ai curg din buze 

Precum e muerea din faguri, vinul din pocale 

Se-amesteca cu-a gurii ei dulce si rece apa 

Coboara-ncet pe par de aur moale 

Cuprind c-un dulce sughit a sanului ei rodii 

Pe cand nastrusnic Eros 

Ii intra-n fluture alb ursit de sodii 

Ca un sarpe de aur ca un serpe de-argint 
Alueca umed si cald si bate-n grind 
Cu miscari iuti si sacadae 
Cu miscari moi, usoare, oarfumate... 

Saruturi duli ai curg din buze 

Precum e muerea din faguri, vinul din pocale 

Se-amesteca cu-a gurii ei dulce si rece apa 

Coboara-ncet pe par de aur moale 

Cuprind c-un dulce sughit a sanului ei rodii 

Pe cand nastrusnic Eros 

Ii intra-n fluture alb ursit de sodii 

Cu ochii dulci, o trage catre sine 
Se culca in umbra parului ei blod 
Cand raze ale lunii, blandesi senine 
Ii dcupeaza pe umeri un alb rond. 

Outsecticide 

On the black hair veal, the crown crowns seems 

He really is broken 

From star fire, from sun fire 

By burning it they grow ebony wings 

Above that falls ebony hair 

Under the clear sky 

Hot-hot, full of sweet! 

A flare of flames falls on his shoulders— 
te iubesc, Dulce Victor It's the red sky 



What goes down his chest gently 
They are lost at the end of his pink bell 

The sun was trembling in its orbit 
In the black one - 
The aroma of her bear 
A young girl in front of him appears ... 

With sweet eyes, he pulls her to himself 
She lies in the shade of her hair blonde 
Then the rays of the moon, gentle clear 
He has a round white on his shoulders. 

Sweet kisses flow from his lips 

Like honey bees, wine from beehives 

Mix with her mouth fresh and cold water 

Slowly descend on soft golden hair 

They include a sweet suckle of her breast of pomegranate 

While the eager Eros 

He gets into his white butterfly soda butterfly 

Like a golden snake-like a silver snake 
Wet wet and warm and beat 
With fast movements and sarhythmicallycadae 
With soft, light, fragrant movements ... 

Sweet kisses flow from his lips 

Like honey bees, wine from beehives 

Mix with her mouth fresh and cold water 

Slowly descend on soft golden hair 

They include a sweet suckle of her breast of pomegranate 

While the eager Eros 

He gets into his white butterfly soda butterfly 

With sweet eyes, he pulls her to himself 
She lies in the shade of her hair blonde 
Then the rays of the moon, gentle clear 
He has a round white on his shoulders. 

Te besc, Mihai, Dragostea mea. 

Outsecticide 

Pe negre-i vitele de par, ccoroioana alrde pre 

El vine rupt intr-adevar 

Din foe de stea, din foe de soare 

Arzand ii cresc arip de abanos 
Peste care ii cade parul ebenin 
Sub raza cerului senin 
Fierbinte-cald, cumplt de dulce!.. 



O plerina de flacari ii cade pe umeri— 
E cerul invrastt cu acrimi ros 
Ce ii coboara lin pe piept 
Se pierd intr-al sfarcului lui roz clos 


Soarele tremura pe-a luiorbita 
In cel negru de vapaie - 
Aromita de a ei ursita 
O fata tanara in fata ii apare... 


Cu ochii dulci, o trage catre sine 
Se culca in umbra parului ei blod 
Atunci razele ale lunii, blandesi senine 
Ii dcupeaza pe umeri un alb rond. 


Saruturi duli ai curg din buze 
Precum e muerea din faguri, vinul din pocale 
Se-amesteca cu-a gurii ei dulce si rece apa 
Coboara-ncet pe par de aur moale 


Cuprind c-un dulce sughit a sanului ei rodii 
Pe cand nastrusnic Eros 
Ii intra-n fluture alb ursit de sodii 

Ca un sarpe de aur ca un serpe de-argint 
Alueca umed si cald si bate-n grind 
Cu miscari iuti si sacadae 
Cu miscari moi, usoare, oarfumate... 


Saruturi duli ai curg din buze 
Precum e muerea din faguri, vinul din pocale 
Se-amesteca cu-a gurii ei dulce si rece apa 
Coboara-ncet pe par de aur moale 


Cuprind c-un dulce sughit a sanului ei rodii 
Pe cand nastrusnic Eros 
Ii intra-n fluture alb ursit de sodii 


Cu ochii dulci, o trage catre sine 
Se culca in umbra parului ei blod 



Atunci razele ale lunii, blandesi senine 
Ii dcupeaza pe umeri un alb rond. 


Outsecticide 

On the black hair veal, the crown crowns pre 

He really is broken 

From star fire, from sun fire 

By burning it they grow ebony wings 
Above that falls ebony hair 
Under the clear sky 
Hot-hot, full of sweet! 


A flare of flames falls on his shoulders— 
It's the red sky 

What goes down his chest gently 
They are lost in the end of his pink bell 


The sun was trembling in its orbit 
In the black one - 
The aroma of her bear 
A young girl in front of him appears ... 


With sweet eyes, he pulls her to himself 
She lies in the shade of her hair blod 
Then the rays of the moon, gentle clear 
He has a round white on his shoulders. 


Sweet kisses flow from his lips 
Like honey bees, wine from beehives 
Mix with her mouth fresh and cold water 
Slowly descend on soft golden hair 


They include a sweet suckle of her breast of pomegranate 
While the eager Eros 

He gets into his white butterfly soda butterfly 

Like a golden snake like a silver snake 
Wet wet and warm and beat 
With fast movements and sacadae 
With soft, light, fragrant movements ... 



Sweet kisses flow from his lips 
Like honey bees, wine from beehives 
Mix with her mouth fresh and cold water 
Slowly descend on soft golden hair 


They include a sweet suckle of her breast of pomegranate 
While the eager Eros 

He gets into his white butterfly soda butterfly 


With sweet eyes, he pulls her to himself 
She lies in the shade of her hair blod 
Then the rays of the moon, gentle clear 
He has a round white on his shoulders. 

...Te iubesc, Mihai, Dragutt Puisor. 

Padure de spirite 


Sufletul ei pluti tremurator, speriat peste livada de pruni 

Din gradina lui Dumitra 

Subtiri si contorsionati, cu coaja scorojita 

Din mica livada aflata in vale,intr-un loc dosnic 

Calcat de flare, de ursi si lupi 

In care ajunsese nu stiu cum, ea si Bujor 

Probabil in cautare de prune.... 


Erau prune brumarii, mari si gustoase, dulci.... 


Apoi se ridica peste ei, peste o padure de mesteceni, subtiri 
Albi, drepti, ce catau spe cer 
In lumina slab a a inserarii 
Ce le lumina trunchiurile 
si sfasiau negurile din launtrul lor 

era o padure de duhuri, de spirite... 
ea trecuse dincolo, in moarte 
si zbura lin peste ei 

acolo unde se sfarseau padurile si incepeau zorii 
poate o noua viata, sau numai intersitii 
in singuratate 



pana ce avea sa intalneasca sufletul tau 
si impreuna vor sfasia gurile de lumina 
ale dumnezeirii. 


Tudor, Te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, dulcele me, dragostea mea. 
Padure de spirite 

Mulchi verde inchis, vanatoresc umed si cald 
Imbraca jilave trunchiuri de copaci 
De dupa care tineri raci 

Imi dau sauturi cand ma scald. Te doresc, te iubesc, puiul meu. 

Muschi vanatoresc neted si cald 

Imbraca padurea in verdea-i lumina 

Trunchiuri inalte de brazi de dupa cari tinerise fugareau 

Intr-un fel de a lui dionis gradina... 


Muschi verde inchis, jilav, verde-vanatoresc, umed si cald 
Imbraca batrane trunchiuri de brazi 
si de stejari 

de dupa care tineri raci 
isi dau saruturi in surdina... 


Zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n retina 

Ca galbenus de ou rascopt 

In porturi vechi, darapanate, demodate 

Vapoare vechi si-arunca ancora pe chei - 

Tineri pe dupa brazi mesteca cleiosul clei - 

Razuit cu cutitul de pe brazi 

Zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n retna 

Ca galbenus de ou rascopt 

In porturi vechi, darapanate, demodate 

Vapoare vechi si-arunca ancora pe chei - 

Indescriptibila a ochilor lumina... 


Cristina Knebel sta in fata cu tata 
In acel Aro mare verde-nchis, metalizat.... 

Eu mama si Bujor in spate 

Priveam decorul schimbandu-se in spate 

De parca-n padurea de spirite s-ar face brusca noapte.... 


Ne intorceam de la cabanele din Obarsia Lotru 
Unde bausem pe saturate pepsi 
La sticle de-un sfert - iar tata bause bere 
Bere Ursus - 

Copacii erau unsi cu clei, adica miere.... 



Sa mesteci mesteca era o placere.... 
si sa privesti norii pierzanu-se pe sus 
catre apus... 

cerulera parca mai sus... 


Clanta usii se msca incet ca in vis 

Eu iarasi, intr-o teribila spaima, imi las sufletul 

Eternitatii vide, totusi temporale 

In tacerea notuu, aspre, guturale 

Ucis, renascut, neantului emis.... 


E noapte tarziu, galbena si atemnporala 
Adorm cu mana la tampla 
Totul se petrece ca-ntr-un vis real, aievea 
Se intampla si nu se intmpla... 


Muschi verde inchis,vanatoresc umed si cald 
Imbraca jilave trunchiuri de copaci 
De dupa care tineri raci 
Imi dau sauturi cand ma scald. 

cristale vanat din oglinzi sub pasii mei se rasucesc 

zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n 

retina 

cu pasii mei adesea iti vorbesc 
indescriptibila a ochilor lumina... 


cristale vanat din oglinzi sub pasii mei se rasucesc 

zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n 

retina 


In porturi vechi, darapanate, demodate 
Vapoare vechi si-arunca ancora pe chei - 
Indescriptibila a ochilor lumina... 


Muschi verde inchis, jilav, verde-vanatoresc, umed si cald 
Imbraca batrane trunchiuri de brazi 
si de stejari 

de dupa care tineri raci 

isi dausaruturi in surdina... te iubesc dulcele meu. 


Forest of spirits 





Dark green moss, hunting wet and warm 
He wore yellow trunks of trees 
After which young cold 

I give myself kisses when I warm up. I love you, I love you, my baby. 

Smooth and warm hunting muscles 

Dress the forest in the green light 

Tall trunks of fir trees after which he had fled had fled 

In a way to dionis his garden ... 


Dark green, juicy, hunting-green, moist and warm moss 

He wore old fir trunks 

and oak trees 

after which young colds 

they give me kisses in a sudden ... 


The snow of the last few years has been cracking my retina 
Like a egg yolk 

In old, dilapidated, outdated ports 

Old steamers throw their anchor on the docks - 

Young people by the cheeks chew the glue glue - 

Scraped with the knife on the firs 

The snow of the last few years has made me squirm 

Like a egg yolk 

In old, dilapidated, outdated ports 

Old steamers throw their anchor on the docks - 

Indescribable light eyes ... 


Cristina Knebel stands in front of her father 
In that big, dark green metallic Aro .... 

Me and Bujor in the back 

I was looking at the scenery changing backwards 

As if the forest of spirits would suddenly become a night. 


We were returning from the cottages from Obarsia Lotru 
Where I had drunk on the tired pepsi 
At one-quarter bottles - and dad drank beer 
Her Ursus - 

The trees were greased with glue, that is honey. 

Chewing chewing was a pleasure, 
and watch the clouds lose their way up 
to the west... 

the sky looks like above ... 



The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 
Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 
Eternity is empty, yet temporary 
In our silence, harsh, guttural 
Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 


It's late night, yellow and short 
I fall asleep with my hand to the temple 
Everything happens as if in a real dream, he had 
It's happening and it's not happening ... 


Dark green moss, hunting wet and warm 
He wore yellow trunks of trees 
After which young cold 
I give myself kisses when I warm up. 

Hunting crystals from mirrors under my steps are twisting 
the snow of the last few years has made me squirm 
retina 

I often talk to you about my steps 
indescribable light eyes ... 


Hunting crystals from mirrors under my steps are twisting 
the snow of the last few years has made me squirm 
retina 


In old, dilapidated, outdated ports 

Old steamers throw their anchor on the docks - 

Indescribable light eyes ... 


Dark green, juicy, hunting-green, moist and warm moss 

He wore old fir trunks 

and oak trees 

after which young colds 

his kisses in awe ... I love you my sweet. 

Tudor, Te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, dulcele me, dragostea mea. 
Padure de spirite 

Mulchi verde inchis, vanatoresc umed si cald 
Imbraca jilave trunchiuri de copaci 
De dupa care tineri raci 

Imi dau sauturi cand ma scald. Te doresc, te iubesc, puiul meu. 


Muschi vanatoresc neted si cald 





Imbraca padurea in verdea-i lumina 

Trunchiuri inalte de brazi de dupa can tinerise fugareau 

Intr-un fel de a lui dionis gradina... 


Muschi verde inchis, jilav, verde-vanatoresc, umed si cald 
Imbraca batrane trunchiuri de brazi 
si de stejari 

de dupa care tineri raci 
isi dau saruturi in surdina... 


Zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n retina 

Ca galbenus de ou rascopt 

In porturi vechi, darapanate, demodate 

Vapoare vechi si-arunca ancora pe chei - 

Tineri pe dupa brazi mesteca cleiosul clei - 

Razuit cu cutitul de pe brazi 

Zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n retna 

Ca galbenus de ou rascopt 

In porturi vechi, darapanate, demodate 

Vapoare vechi si-arunca ancora pe chei - 

Indescriptibila a ochilor lumina... 


Cristina Knebel sta in fata cu tata 
In acel Aro mare verde-nchis, metalizat.... 

Eu mama si Bujor in spate 

Priveam decorul schimbandu-se in spate 

De parca-n padurea de spirite s-ar face brusca noapte.... 


Ne intorceam de la cabanele din Obarsia Lotru 
Unde bausem pe saturate pepsi 
La sticle de-un sfert - iar tata bause bere 
Bere Ursus - 

Copacii erau unsi cu clei, adica miere.... 

Sa mesteci mesteca era o placere.... 
si sa privesti norii pierzanu-se pe sus 
catre apus... 

cerulera parca mai sus... 


Clanta usii se msca incet ca in vis 

Eu iarasi, intr-o teribila spaima, imi las sufletul 

Eternitatii vide, totusi temporale 

In tacerea notuu, aspre, guturale 

Ucis, renascut, neantului emis.... 



E noapte tarziu, galbena si atemnporala 
Adorm cu mana la tampla 
Totul se petrece ca-ntr-un vis real, aievea 
Se intampla si nu se intmpla... 


Muschi verde inchis,vanatoresc umed si cald 
Imbraca jilave trunchiuri de copaci 
De dupa care tineri raci 
Imi dau sauturi cand ma scald. 

cristale vanat din oglinzi sub pasii mei se rasucesc 

zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n 

retina 

cu pasii mei adesea iti vorbesc 
indescriptibila a ochilor lumina... 


cristale vanat din oglinzi sub pasii mei se rasucesc 

zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n 

retina 


In porturi vechi, darapanate, demodate 
Vapoare vechi si-arunca ancora pe chei - 
Indescriptibila a ochilor lumina... 


Muschi verde inchis, jilav, verde-vanatoresc, umed si cald 
Imbraca batrane trunchiuri de brazi 
si de stejari 

de dupa care tineri raci 

isi dausaruturi in surdina... te iubesc dulcele meu. 

Forest of spirits 

Dark green moss, hunting wet and warm 
He wore yellow trunks of trees 
After which young cold 

I give myself kisses when I warm up. I love you, I love you, my baby. 

Smooth and warm hunting muscles 

Dress the forest in the green light 

Tall trunks of fir trees after which he had fled had fled 

In a way to dionis his garden ... 


Dark green, juicy, hunting-green, moist and warm moss 
He wore old fir trunks 





and oak trees 

after which young colds 

they give me kisses in a sudden ... 


The snow of the last few years has been cracking my retina 
Like a egg yolk 

In old, dilapidated, outdated ports 

Old steamers throw their anchor on the docks - 

Young people by the cheeks chew the glue glue - 

Scraped with the knife on the firs 

The snow of the last few years has made me squirm 

Like a egg yolk 

In old, dilapidated, outdated ports 

Old steamers throw their anchor on the docks - 

Indescribable light eyes ... 


Cristina Knebel stands in front of her father 
In that big, dark green metallic Aro .... 

Me and Bujor in the back 

I was looking at the scenery changing backwards 

As if the forest of spirits would suddenly become a night. 


We were returning from the cottages from Obarsia Lotru 
Where I had drunk on the tired pepsi 
At one-quarter bottles - and dad drank beer 
Her Ursus - 

The trees were greased with glue, that is honey. 

Chewing chewing was a pleasure, 
and watch the clouds lose their way up 
to the west... 

the sky looks like above ... 


The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 
Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 
Eternity is empty, yet temporary 
In our silence, harsh, guttural 
Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 


It's late night, yellow and short 
I fall asleep with my hand to the temple 
Everything happens as if in a real dream, he had 
It's happening and it's not happening ... 



Dark green moss, hunting wet and warm 
He wore yellow trunks of trees 
After which young cold 
I give myself kisses when I warm up. 

Hunting crystals from mirrors under my steps are twisting 
the snow of the last few years has made me squirm 
retina 

I often talk to you about my steps 
indescribable light eyes ... 


Hunting crystals from mirrors under my steps are twisting 
the snow of the last few years has made me squirm 
retina 


In old, dilapidated, outdated ports 

Old steamers throw their anchor on the docks - 

Indescribable light eyes ... 


Dark green, juicy, hunting-green, moist and warm moss 

He wore old fir trunks 

and oak trees 

after which young colds 

his kisses in awe ... I love you my sweet. 

Andrei, Te doresc, Puisor iubit. Te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu, Dragostea mea. 
Padurea Arsa 

La intoarcerea din Varful Bou in acea zi insorita de vara 
Ne-am gandit pe unde ar fi mai bun drumul 
Pentru masina. 

Asa ca am carmit spre stanga,pe cealalta sa a muntelui 
li-apoi am inceput s-o luam usor in jos. 

Am trecut printr-o padure, pe drum inca 

Destul de vun pentru masina 

Apoi am varmit mai jos prin Padurea arsa. 

Era o padure carbonizata de flamele ucigatoare ale focului 
De curand. 


Cat vedeai cu ochii, numai cioturi carbonizate, de brazi, de fagi 

D arini, de mesteceni, de pini. Trunchiuri taiate, 

arse si carbnizate. Er o imagine cutremuratoare aceasta. 

Parea ca inconstientul,inconstientul Naturii 
daduse e dinafara 





si carboniizase totul in jur cu flacara lui ucigatoare 
parjolitoare. 

Ea o imagine dezolanta: ae coasta ce pe altadata 
Se inalta o padure verde 

Erau numai trupuri contorsionate, carbonizate de copaci 
Trunchiuri taiate 

De padurari sau de proprietari si arse. 

Imaginea m-a cutremurat: am sens chiar o povestire 
Despre asta, o compozitie literara 
Pe care mai tarziu am sters-o. 

Coboram, mai jos, impartasindu-n impresiil dezolate. 

In zig-zag. 

Mai jos ne astepta un drum la dreapta 
Printr-o padure vie, cu trunchiuri bizr de inalte 
De brazi si pini. 


Cand deodta, stupoare: un brad inalt cazuse de-a lungul 

si ne astupase drumul, care era un fel 

de drumeag ca o mlastina, un drum ingust si anevoios. 

Ne privim consternati. Nu-mi luasem medicamentele 
La plecare. 

Totusi privesc cum tata si Bijor luasera mica toporisca 

Adata in caz de nevoie in masina 

si incepusera sa sape trunchiul putin mai jos de mijloc. 

Coada toporistii se uscase, si taisul juca in coada 
Au trebuit in mai multe randuri sa-1 fixeze 
Cu icuri de lsem, batute in orificiul in care taisul 

Intra in coada. Obosisera. Faceau cu randul. Mainil li se umflasera 

si aproape sangerau, toporisca era mica 

nu destul de eficace pentru o asemenea grea sarcina. 

Umbrele inserarii coborau. 

Eu stateam lamga trunchi,pe o buturuga de lemn 

Privind miscarile lor indemanatice, disperarea lor tacuta 
si neinvaziva. Eram aboslut sigura ca abeam sa iesim 
de acolo, ca Bujor si tata vor elibera calea. 

Tata era deja batran. Incerca cu greu sa-si ascunda 

Tulbuarea, pe cand Bujor preluase greul pe umerii lui. 

Mama se invartea c o buburuza 

De launul la altul, probabil incomplet constienta 

De gravitatea ituatiei. 


Cand deodata truchiul pocneste si tresalta in aer 
Apasat deasupra de Bujor. 



Trunchiul il crmom la o parte, cu greutate 
Pentru a face loc masinii sa treaca. 


Mai jos, prin mlastina care infundase rotile masinii 
Masina se ibclina periculos la dreapta. 

Crezand ca masina o sa se rastoame cu noi 
Sar din masina, din locul meu din fata 

De langp sofer. Pe data si mama, care era in spatele meu 
Face la fel. In sfarsit, Bujor trece de hop 
si ne asteapta ceva mi incolo. Curand, cand intunericul 
incepea deja sa se astearna aeste aceste locuro salbatice 

iesim pe drumul principal, ce ducea la Lunca Florii. 

O carmim spre Taia, pe drumui asfaltate, pline de nisip 
Pe care copiii se jucau, nepasatori 
In mijlocul lor, si-apoi, ajuni in Petrila, o carmim 
spre Petrosani. 


...A trai o baie de foe, a simti jocul unei calduri interioare, plina de flacari, nu este a atinge o puritate 
imateriala in viata, o imaterialitate asemanatoare cu dansul flacarilor? Emanciparea de sub greutate, de sub 
fortele atractionale, ce se intampla in aceasta baie de foe, nu fac viata o iluzie sau un vis? Decat si aceasta e 
prea putin fata de senzatia finala, care este una dintre cele mai paradoxale si mai ciudate, cand din sentimentul 
acelei irealitati de vis ajungi la sentimentul prefacerii in cenusa. Nu exista baie interioara de foe al carei 
rezultat final sa nu fie involburarea stranie din sentimentul acestei prefaced in cenusa, cand intr-adevar poti 
vorbi de imaterialitate. Atunci cand flacarile launtrice au ars tot din tine, cand nu mai ramane nimic din 
existenta ta individual^, cand numai cenusa a mai ramas, ce senzatie de viata mai poti avea? Am o voluptate 
nebuna si de o infinita ironie cand ma gandesc ca cineva ar sufla cenusa mea in cele patru colturi ale lumii, ca 
vantul ar imprastia-o cu o iuteala frenetica, risipindu-ma in spatiu ca pe o eterna mustrare pentru aceasta lume. 


Te iubsc, Victor, dragostea mea 
Te doresc, Puiul meu. 

Burnt Forest 

On the return from Bou Peak on that sunny summer day 
We thought about where the road would be better 
For the car. 

So I rode to the left, across the other side of the mountain 
then we started to take it slightly down. 

I passed through a forest, still on the road 
Pretty good for the car 

Then I wandered down through the Burning Forest. 

It was a forest charred by the deadly flames of fire 
Recently. 



As you can see with your eyes, only charred stains, fir trees, beech trees 
Of alders, birch trees, pine trees. Cut logs, 
burnt and charred. This was a terrifying picture. 

It seemed that the unconscious, the unconscious of Nature 
it had turned out to be outside 

and had carbonized everything around him with his killer flame 
searing. 

It's a bleak picture: it's the coast that once 
A green forest rose 

They were only contorted bodies, charred by trees 
Cut logs 

Of forests or of owners and burns. 

The image shook me: I even wrote a story 
About it, a literary composition 
Which I later deleted. 

We descend below, sharing in the desolate impressions. 

In the zigzag. 

A road to the right was waiting for us below 
Through a living forest, with bizarre tall logs 
Of firs and pines. 


When suddenly, astonishment: a tall fir had fallen along 
and had blocked our way, which was a kind 
like a swamp, a narrow and winding road. 

We look dismayed. I hadn't taken my medication 
On departure. 

However, I look at how Dad and Bijor had taken the little bullfighter 
Suitable in case of need in the car 

and they had begun to dig the trunk just below the middle. 

The tail of the bulls had dried, and the edge played in the tail 
They had to fix it several times 

With lemongrass, beaten into the hole in which the cut 

Get in the queue. Weary. They did it in a row. Their hands had swollen 
and they were almost bleeding, the minstrel was small 
not quite effective for such a heavy task. 

The shadows of the sunset were coming down. 

I was sitting near the trunk, on a log 

Looking at their skillful movements, their silent despair 
and non-invasive. I was pretty sure we were going out 
from there, Bujor and dad will clear the way. 

Dad was already old. She was trying hard to hide 


The confusion, while Bujor had taken the hard on his shoulders. 
My mother was spinning like a butterfly 



From one to the other, probably incomplete conscious 
The seriousness of the situation. 


When suddenly the truffle bursts into air 
Pressed above Bujor. 

The trunk is chromed to one side, with weight 
To make room for the car to pass. 


Below, through the swamp that clogged the wheels of the car 
The car bends dangerously to the right. 

Believing the car will overtake us 
I jumped out of the car, from my front seat 

By the driver's side. Once upon a time, my mother, who was behind me 

He does the same. Finally, Bujor goes hop 

and something awaits me. Soon when the darkness 

these wild places were already beginning to be expected 

take the main road, which led to the Lunca Florii. 

We drive it to Taia, on the paved road, full of sand 
The children were playing, careless 
In the middle of them, and then, you arrive in Petrila 
We make it to Petrosani. 


... To live a bath of fire, to feel the play of an inner heat, full of flames, is not to attain an immaterial purity in 
life, an immateriality similar to the dance of flames? Does not emancipation under the weight, under the 
attractive forces, what happens in this bath of fire, make life an illusion or a dream? But this too is little 
compared to the final sensation, which is one of the most paradoxical and strange, when from the feeling of 
that dream unreality you reach the feeling of the ash-gray preface. There is no inner fire bath whose final result 
is not the strange wrapping of the feeling of this preface in ash, when you can really speak of immateriality. 
When the inner flames burned all over you, when nothing left of your individual existence, when only the 
ashes remained, what sense of life can you have? I have crazy voluptousness and infinite irony when I think 
that someone would blow my ash in the four corners of the world, that the wind would spread it with a frenetic 
jolt, scattering me in space as an eternal rebuke to this world. 

...te iubesc, dulcele meu, puiul meu. 

Te doresc, Andrei, Puiul mu. 

Tren de placere 

S-a hotarat, care va sa zica... 

Madam’ Georgescu - Mita Georgeasca - cu d. Georgescu - Mihalache - pleaca la Sinaia cu trenul de placere. 
Insa, de mult madam’ Georgescu a promis „puiului“ sa-1 duca odata si pe el la Sinaia; prin urmare, trebuie sa-1 
ia si pe puiul; dar puiul nu merge nicaieri fara „gramama“; prin urmare, si pe gramama trebuie s-o ia. Puiul 
este mititelul Ionel Georgescu, in etate de cinci anisori impliniti, unicul fruct pana astazi al amorului parintilor 
sai; iar gramama este cocoana Anica, mamita mamitichii puiului. 

Trenul de placere pleaca din Gara de Nord sambata dupa-amiazi, la orele trei fara cinci. Sambata, asadar, de la 
amiazi, amandoua aceste doamne incep sa se pregateasca de plecare. Madam’ Georgescu este pe deplin 
stabilita asupra toaletei sale: bluza vert-mousse, jupa fraise ecrasee si palaria asortata; umbreluta a rosie, 
manusile albe si demibotinele de lac cu catarama; ciorapii de matase vargati, in lungul piciorului, o banda 



galbena si una neagra, despartite cu cate un fir stacojiu. Cocoana Anica se-mbraca in negru, asa se-mbraca 
dumneei de cand a pierdut pe raposatul Nicula; coloare deschisa n-a mai purtat, decat acuma, de curand, barej 
conabiu la cap. Cat despre puiul, nici nu mai incape discutie - el va purta la Sinaia uniforma de ofiter de 
vanatori ca printul Carol. Pana sa potriveasca mamita pe madam’ Georgescu, pana sa-mbrace pe puiul si sa-i 
puie sabia, iata ca s-a facut ceasul doua fara douazeci. La ceasurile doua fara un sfert, iata ca soseste si d. 
Georgescu cu un muscal cu cauciuc. Cum intra si da cu ochii de gramama, striga: 

- Cocoana! inca n-ai plecat? sa stii c-ai pierdut trenul? Pana s-ajungi la tramvai, cum umbli d-ta; pana sa-1 
apuci, ca poate n-ai noroc sa-ti treaca tocmai atunci; pana sa ajungi la gara, - s-a ispravit! n-are sa te-astepte 
trenul pe dumneata... 

Apoi, vazand pe gramama ca tandaleste cautand niste chei: 

- N-auzi, cocoana, ca scapi trenul? 

Cocoana Anica porneste, si madam’ Georgescu dupa ea: 

- Mamito, stii unde am vorbit sa ne-ntalnim: in salon de clasa-ntai... Ai auzit ? 

Gramama a plecat sa caute tramvaiul. D. Georgescu cu familia si cu un cosulet elegant de provizii - salam, opt 
oua rascoapte, un pui fript, doua jimble, sare, piper, in sfarsit tot ce trebuieste - se urea in birja si: 

- La gara, gaspadin! 

De douazeci si cinci minute, familia Georgescu sta in salon de clasa-ntai, si gramama nu mai soseste. 
Ceasornicul arata doua si jumatate... Madam’ Georgescu incepe sa devie impacienta. Trei fara douazeci si 
cinci... Mai sunt douazeci de minute; la casa se dau bilete, si cocoana Anica nu mai vine. D. Georgescu incepe 
a banui ca n-are sa trebuiasca a mai lua patru bilete, poate ca trei or s-ajunga, si porneste din salonul de 
asteptare sa mearga la ghiset. Dar in usa-ntalneste piept in piept pe gramama, care nu mai poate de gafaiala. 

- Uf! nu mai poci! zice cocoana Anica. 

Dar d. Georgescu ii numara parale potrivite pentru un bilet de dus si-ntors clasa III, si-i arata ghisetul respectiv. 
Peste cateva minute, trenul zboara-nspre Carpati. 

- Biletele, va rog, domnilor, zice politicos conductorul, intrand in primul vagon de clasa-ntaia. 

D. Georgescu arata doua bilete. 

- ... Mititelul... al dv. ? intreaba conductorul aratand pe ofiterasul de vanatori, care s-a suit cu picioarele pe 
bancheta de catifea. 

- Da ! dar n-a-mplinit patru ani... Nu trebuie sa ne-nveti dumneata pe noi regula, zice madam’ Georgescu. 
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Conductorul saluta politicos si trece mai departe. 

- I-ai spus mamitii (intreaba discret madam’ Georgescu pe consoartele dumneaei) sa bage de seama sa nu-i 
fure cineva cosul? 

D. Georgescu da din cap si se multumeste sa zica numa: 

- Hahi ! 

Mai discret inca, intreaba d. Georgescu pe consoarta d-sale: 

- I-ai dat ceva parale? 

Madam’ Georgescu raspunde consoartelui tot asa de laconic cum i-a raspuns si dansul. 

- Cat ? 

Madam’ Georgescu arata mana cu cele cinci degete rasfirate: cinci - adica, o bancuta. 

Treizeci de bani, tramvaiul de la Zece Mese pana la gara: care va sa zica gramama are inca douazeci de bani 
pentru ca sa cumpere doua legaturi de visine la Comarnic. Si-n adevar, le si cumpara, si le si mananca pe 
jumatate pana la Valea Larga, cu samburi cu tot. Trenul soseste la Sinaia regulat. Lume - destula. Dar cu toata- 
mbulzeala, cine stie sa-si faca un plan bine hotarat nu se rataceste niciodata. Familia Georgescu stie perfect ce 
are sa faca pas cu pas si minuta cu minuta. Astfel, madam’ Georgescu, cu d. Georgescu si cu puiul se urca-n 
birja si merg drept la pare, unde muzica militara canta cadrilul Les petits cochons, sa se asigure de o odaie cu 
doua paturi la Regal; iar gramama cu cosul merge la Mazare, sa se asigure de o odaie cu un pat: e atat de 
aproape Mazare de gara, ca nu face pentru ca sa mai dai parale la birja. D. Georgescu insa da unui baiat un 
ban, sa duca dupa gramama cosul. 

S-a intunecat... Lampile electrice incep a sclipi. Puiului i-e foame. D. Georgescu lasa pe madam’ Georgescu 
pe o banca in aleea principala, unde e toiul promenadei de lume buna, si pleaca cu puiul la gramama. 

Fatalitate! La otel Mazare, i se spune ca n-a fost odaie goala si ca a trimes-o pe jupaneasa la otel Manolescu, 



devale. D. Georgescu coboara cu bravul ofiteras de vanatori, care este foarte obosit si flamand. La Manolescu, 
iar fatalitate! n-a fost odaie goala, si a trimis-o pejupaneasa la otel Voinea, in 

Izvor. D. Georgescu suie cu bravul ofiteras, dupa ce i-a cumparat o franzela si i-a dat sa bea apa. Trecand spre 
Izvor, se abate prin pare sa spuie lui madam’ Georgescu, nu cumva sa-si piarza rabdarea asteptandu-1... Fatali¬ 
tate! Madam’ Georgescu lipseste de pe banca. D. Georgescu lasa un moment pe puiul, care nu mai poate 
umbla, sa se odihneasca pe banca, face cativa pasi in sus, apoi in jos, sa gaseasca pe madam’ Georgescu. 
Madam’ Georgescu, nicaieri! Se-ntoarce sa ia pe puiul, sa-1 duca la Voinea si sa se-ntoarca apoi in pare, unde 
trebuie pana-n fine sa gaseasca pe madam’ Georgescu. Fatalitate! Puiul lipseste. 

- Pardon, zice d. Georgescu catre un domn care sta pe banca, n-ati vazut un copilas frumusel, imbracat in 
uniforma ca printul Carol? 

- Ba da... Acu a plecat cu o dama... 

- Cu o dama inalta, cu bluza verzuie si cu jupa... 

- N-am bagat de seama; dar am auzit ca dama-i zicea „puiule” si baiatul „mamitico”. 

- Pardon, incotro a pornit? 

- Incoace, raspunde domnul, aratand inspre Mazare. Dama zicea ca-1 duce pe puiul la gramama. 

D. Georgescu porneste inapoi la Mazare... Acolo i se spune - fatalitate! - ca madam’ Georgescu a fost acum 
cu puiul si, negasind pe gramama, a plecat devale la Manolescu. Degrab’ la Manolescu... 

- A fost o dama cu baietelul cu care ati fost dv. si i-am spus tot cum v-am spus dv., ca n-am avut odaie, si am 
manat-o la Voinea. 

D. Georgescu suie si porneste cu pas regulat catre Izvor. Ajunge foarte obosit si asudat la Voinea... Fatalitate! 
La Voinea nu se afla nici madam’ Georgescu, nici puiul, nici gramama, nici cosul. 

- Ce-i de facut? 

Cu toata inteligenta lui, d. Georgescu sta cateva momente pe loc fara sa poata raspunde la aceasta-ntrebare... 
Va trebui sa raspunza insa... 

-Ce? 

Pentra cine nu e deprins sa se catere pe munti, putand trece ca o capra din valea Prahovei in a Ialomitei, Sinaia 
nu se poate compara mai nimerit decat cu un stomac: o incapere mai mult sau mai putin larga, avand doua 
deschizaturi destul de stramte. Te-a inghitit odata Sinaia, nu mai poti iesi decat ori pe sus, spre miazanoapte, 
catre Predeal, ori pe jos, spre miazazi, spre Comamic. Prin urmare, isi face d. Georgescu urmatoarea juditioasa 
socoteala: 

„Trebuie sa fie in Sinaia, ca n-au avut pe unde zbura”. 

N-apuca bine sa ispraveasca aceasta gandire, si cineva, venindu-i drept in fata, sub lumina unei lampi electrice, 
li zice: 

- Sa-mi scrii, nene Georgescule! 

- Adio, Mitica... 

- Te asteapta-n pare madam’ Georgescu cu familia Vasilescu si cu locotenent Misu... 

- In pare?... Sa-mi scrii, Mitica! 

- Adio si n-am cuvinte, nene Mialache! 

D. Georgescu indoieste pasul... intra in pare; cauta peste tot... Madam’ Georgescu - fatalitate! - nicaieri. 
Obosit, omul sade pe o banca, sa rasufle, si, pentru prima oara, dupa o alergatura de cinci ceasuri, injura in 
gand... Pe cine?... Pe coana Anica... Dumneei a facut toata incurcatura, dumneei face toate incurcaturile... 
Dar... nu strica dumneei; el strica; nu trebuia s-o ia; trebuia s-o lase la Bucuresti... Sezand astfel pe banca-n 
pare, in prada unor gandiri destul de nefavorabile cocoanei Anichii, d. Georgescu nu ia seama ca muzica a 
plecat si ca lumea incet-incet s-a strecurat, mergand fiecare catra culcusul sau. A! e grozav sa ai fiinte iubite, 
ratacite departe de tine, si sa nu stii la un moment dat in ce loc se afla, ce fac, ce li se-ntampla, ce vorbesc, ce 
simt, ce gandesc despre tine... le e dor de tine, cum ti-este tie de ele ? etc. etc. 

„Unde dracul s-a bagatara ?” zice d. Georgescu... 

Si iar o injuratura - de asta data la adresa tutulor celor trei fiinte iubite pe cari le cauta fara sa le gaseasca. Dar 
iata ca un glas simpatic il trezeste pe d. Georgescu din uratele-i ganduri. 

- Bravos! d-le Mialache! bravos! 

Este cocoana Anica, mamita lui madam’ Georgescu. 

- Cocoana! striga ginerele, sarind drept in picioare... Unde umblati, cocoana? 

- Bravos! tot dumneatale-ntrebi... 



- Fireste ca eu, daca nu stiu... De cinci ceasuri de cand umblu dupa dv. 

- Dupa noi !... Ce spui, frate?... Dar la Oppler nu puteai sa vii?... A nemerit orbul Braila... si d-ta... 

- La Oppler te-am trimes eu pe d-ta? striga d. Georgescu scos din pepene... La Oppler? Dracul era sa stie ca 
dv. sunteti la Oppler... Eu v-am cautat la Mazare, la Manolescu, la Voinea, in pare... 

- La Voinea?... Nu mi-a zis Mita ca ne-a gasit loc la Vasileasca?... 

- Cand ti-a zis Mita ca ti-a gasit loc la Vasileasca? 

- Cand ne-am intalnitara pe bulivar... 

- Cand v-ati intalnitara pe bulivar ? 

- Cand mergeam la Voinea... ne-am intalnitara, ca nu 1-am gasit... 

- Pe cine ? 

- Pe Voinea. Finca ne-am intalnitara cu Mandica. 

- Care Mandica? zbiara d. Georgescu. 

- Vasileasca, omule! si cu Mita... 

- Ei! si unde e acuma Mita? 

- Nu ti-am spus? 

- Cand mi-ai spus? 

- Mialache! esti nebun? Nu ti-am spus ca te asteapta la Oppler cu Vasileasca si cu fratele Vasileaschii, 
locotenent Misu de la itidenta? 

-Dar puiul? 

- L-am culcat. 

- Unde? 

- Nu ti-am spus? 

- Cucoana! esti nebuna? cand mi-ai spus? 

- Nu ti-am spus ca am tras la Mandica. 

- Ei?! 

- Nu zbiera asa!... Ei! ne-a dat un pat pentru puiul in odaie la copiii ei, si Mitii i-a dat odaia lui Misu, si el 
doarme pe canapea in antreluta... 

Din vorba-n vorba, au ajuns la Oppler. La Oppler, fatalitate! Toate luminile stinse. 

- S-a dusara la Vasileasca acasa. 

D. Georgescu si coana Anica suie incet pe drumul prapastios catre strada Furnica. E o noapte calda, cu luna 
plina... Cu cat suie, cu atat se desfasura la picioarele drumetilor panorama mirifica a Sinaiei, cu simetricele ei 
constelatii de lampioane electrice. Vederea aceasta o incanta pe coana Anica... D. Georgescu e mai putin 
simtitor fata cu mareata priveliste si injura bombanind. Au ajuns in sfarsit la Villa Mandica. Puiul doarme cu 
copiii Vasileaschii; dar, fatalitate! madam’ Georgescu lipseste. A plecat. 

- Unde? 

- A plecatara acusica toti, zice servitoarea somnoroasa, la Sfanta Ana. 

- Si d. Misu locotenentul? intreaba coana Anica. 

- Si dumnealui, raspunde slujnica. 

- Du-te si dumneatale repede, Mialache! zice cocoana. 

Dard. Mialache izbueneste: 

- Ce? cocoana! ce? sunt nebun? dumneatale ma socotesti cal de poste? 

- Nu striga, ca scoli copiii! 

- De cinci ceasuri de cand alerg dupa dv. ca un turbat, nu e destul? Nu mai ma due. 

- Du-te, Mialache mama! zice foarte rugatoare cocoana; o sa-i faci mare placere Mitii si la toti. 

- Nu mai poci... 

- O sa te caiesti, Mialache! 

- De ce sa ma caiesc?... Nu ma due! n-o gasesc nici acolo... Mai bine, adu cosul. 

Cand zice d. Georgescu acestea, orologiul de la castelul Peles se aude-n departare batand noaptea jumatate. 
Cocoana scoate cosul de subt canapea, slujnica aduce o sticla cu vin, si d. Mialache se pune sa supeze cu coana 
Anica. La supeu, d. Mialache povesteste cu de-amanuntul toate peripetiile prin cari a trecut; iar cocoana Anica, 
cum s-a-ntalnitara cu madam’ Vasilescu si cu toata compania si cu locotenent Misu, care e mucalit al dracului 
„si canta teribel!”. Apoi, dupa supeu, s-a culcat d. Georgescu in odaia locotenentului, rezervata pentru el si 
madam’ Georgescu; iar gramama, in odaia copiilor, cu puiul. 



Dormeau inca profund cand, pe la cinci si jumatate dimineata, un zgomot strasnic, clopotei de trasura, lautari si 
chiote, i-a smuls din bratele lui Morfeu. Se-ntorcea compania de la Urlatoare, cu lautari: madam’ Vasilescu, 
madam’ Costandinescu, nepotica ei, domnisoara Popescu, si d. Vasilescu si madam’ Georgescu si locotenent 
Misu... Fusese o partida de placere improvizata, o fantazie a locotenentului. 

- Vezi, cocoana? zice d. Mialache lui gramama. Vezi? daca ma luam dupa vorba d-tale si ma duceam si la 
Sfanta Ana!... 

Ah! a fost o placere ce va ramanea neuitata... Pe luna, cu trasurile la pas, si dasupra armoniei apelor de munte 
si soaptelor padurii, lautarii acompaniind incetinel si d. Misu cantand menuetul, pe care-1 canta regulat muzica 
in pare si care-i place atata lui madam’ Georgescu!... De aceea, cu sufletul incarcat de fermecatoare amintiri, 
seara, la Bucuresti, cand isi face toaleta de culcare, madam’ Georgescu zice oftand: 

- Ah! mamito! menuetul lui Pederaski...,ma-nnebunesc ! 

It has been decided, who will say ... 

Madam Georgescu - Mita Georgeasca - with d. Georgescu - Mihalache - leaves for Sinaia by train of pleasure. 
However, for a long time Madame Georgescu promised the "baby" to take him to Sinaia once; therefore, he 
must also take the chicken; but the chicken goes nowhere without "gram"; therefore, it should also be taken per 
gram. The puppy is the little Ionel Georgescu, at the age of five years old, the only fruit to date of the love of 
his parents; and the gram is the coconut Anica, the mommy of the chicken mommy. 

The pleasure train departs from the Gara de Nord station on Saturday afternoon at three o'clock and five 
o'clock. So on Saturday, then, from noon, both of these ladies start preparing to leave. Madame Georgescu is 
fully established on her toilet: the vert-mousse blouse, the fraise ecrasee skirt and the assorted hat; the red 
umbrella, the white gloves and the demibotin of the lake with buckle; The silk stockings spilled, along the leg, 
a yellow and a black band, separated by a thin thread. Cocoana Anica is dressed in black, so she has been 
dressed as a god since she lost the late Nicula; light color has not worn, more than now, barbed wire at the 
head. As for the chicken, there is no discussion - he will wear a hunting uniform in Sinaia as Prince Carol. 

Until Madame Georgescu was able to match her mother, until she dressed the baby and swallowed her sword, 
here was the second hour without twenty. At two o'clock without a quarter, here comes Mr. Georgescu with a 
rubber band. As he enters and looks at the gram, he shouts: 

- Coconut! haven't you left yet? Do you know you missed the train? Until you get to the tram, how you walk; 
until you get it, you may not be lucky enough to get through it just then; until you get to the station, - it's over! 
the train does not have to wait for you ... 

Then, seeing the gram that spreads, looking for some keys: 

- Don't you hear, cocoon, that you miss the train? 

Cocoana Anica starts, and Mrs. Georgescu after her: 

- Mommy, you know where we talked to meet: in the first class room ... Did you hear? 

Gramama went to look for the tram. D. Georgescu with his family and an elegant basket of supplies - salami, 
eight scrambled eggs, a fried chicken, two jimbles, salt, pepper, finally all he needs - climbs into the brewery 
and: 

- At the station, gaspadin! 

For twenty-five minutes, the Georgescu family has been sitting in the first-class lounge, and the gram is no 
longer arriving. The clock shows two and a half... Madam 'Georgescu begins to become impatient. Three 
without twenty-five ... There are twenty more minutes; tickets are given at the house, and Anica's cocoon does 
not come. D. Georgescu begins to suspect that he will not have to take four more tickets, maybe three will 
arrive, and starts from the waiting room to go to the counter. But in the doorway he meets chest to chest on the 
gram, which can no longer breathe. 

- Uh! no more repenting! says Anica coconut. 

But Mr. Georgescu counted the appropriate parallels for a class III return ticket, and showed him the respective 
counter. 

In a few minutes, the train flies to the Carpathians. 

- Tickets, please, gentlemen, says the driver politely, entering the first wagon of the first class. 

D. Georgescu shows two tickets. 

-... your little one ... your? asks the driver, pointing to the hunting officer, who got on his feet on the velvet 
bench. 

- Yes ! but it has not turned four ... You do not have to teach us the rule, says Mrs. Georgescu. 



The driver greets politely and goes on. 

- Did you tell your mommy (ask Madame Georgescu discreetly on your companions) to take care not to steal 
someone's basket? 

D. Georgescu nods and is content to say the name: 

- Ahhi! 

Even more discreet, asks Georgescu on his consort: 

- Did you give him something partial? 

Madame 'Georgescu responds to the consort just as laconicly as he replied. 

- How much? 

Madame Georgescu shows her hand with her five thumbs: five - that is, a bench. 

Thirty dollars, the tram from Ten Mises to the train station: which is to say a gram has twenty more money to 
buy two links to Comamic. And in fact, he buys them, and he eats them halfway up the Valea Larga, with pips 
in everything. The train arrives at Sinaia regularly. World - enough. But with all the talk, anyone who knows 
how to make a well-defined plan never goes astray. The Georgescu family knows perfectly what to do step by 
step and minute by minute. Thus, Madame 'Georgescu, with d. Georgescu and the chicken, climb the bar and 
go straight to the park, where the military music sings the band Les petit cochons, to ensure a room with two 
beds at Regal; and the gram with the basket goes to Peas, to ensure a room with a bed: it is so close to the Peas 
station, that it does not do so to give the parley more.However, Georgescu gives a boy a penny to carry the 
basket after the gram. 

It's dark ... The electric lamps are starting to glow. The baby is hungry. D. Georgescu leaves Madame 
Georgescu on a bench in the main alley, where he is the go-to for the good world walk, and goes with the 
chicken to the gram. Fatality! At the Steel Pile, he is told that it was not an empty room and that he sent the girl 
to the steel Manolescu, devaluates. D. Georgescu descends with the brave hunting officer, who is very tired 
and hungry. In Manolescu, and fatality! it was not an empty room, and sent the maid to the Voinea steel, in 
Spring. D. Georgescu goes up with the brave officer, after he bought him a brisket and gave him water to 
drink. Passing to Izvor, he breaks through the park to tell Madame 'Georgescu, not to lose his patience waiting 
for him ... Fatality! Madam 'Georgescu is missing from the bench. D. Georgescu leaves the baby, who can no 
longer walk, to rest on the bench, takes a few steps up, then down, to find Madame Georgescu. Madam 
Georgescu, nowhere! He returns to take the baby, take it to Voinea and then return to the park, where he must 
finally find Madame Georgescu. Fatality! The chicken is missing. 

- Sorry, says Georgescu to a gentleman sitting on the bench, have you not seen a beautiful little boy, dressed in 
uniform as Prince Carol? 

- Yes ... He went with a woman ... 

- With a tall woman, with a green blouse and skirt... 

-1 didn't pay attention; but I heard that the lady called him "chicken" and the boy "mommy". 

- Sorry, where did he start? 

"There," replied the Ford, pointing to Peas. The lady said he would take the chicken to the gram. 

D. Georgescu starts back at Peas ... There he is told - fatality! - that Madame Georgescu was now with the 
chicken and, not finding the gram, left for Manolescu. Degrab 'la Manolescu ... 

- She was a woman with the boy you were with and I told her as I told you, that I had no room, and I ate her at 
Voinea. 

D. Georgescu climbs and starts with a regular step towards Izvor. He gets very tired and tired at Voinea ... 
Fatality! There is no Madame Georgescu, no chicken, no gram, no basket at Voinea. 

- What to do? 

With all his intelligence, d. Georgescu stays for a few moments without being able to answer this question ... 
But he will have to answer ... 

- What the? 

For those who are not trained to climb the mountains, they can pass as a goat from the Prahova Valley to 
Ialomita, Sinaia 

it cannot be compared more than with a stomach: a room more or less wide, with two rather narrow openings. 
Once Sinaia has swallowed you, you can only go up or down, to the north, to Predeal, or on foot, to the south, 
to Comarnic. Therefore, the following judicious account is made by Georgescu: 

"It must be in Sinaia, because they had nowhere to fly." 



It is not good to finish this thinking, and someone, coming straight ahead, under the light of an electric lamp, 
says: 

- Write to me, baby Georgescule! 

- Goodbye, Mythic ... 

- Madame Georgescu is waiting for you in the park with Vasilescu's family and Lieutenant Misu ... 

- In the park? ... Write to me, Mythic! 

- Goodbye and I have no words, baby Mialache! 

D. Georgescu doubts the step ... enters the park; looking everywhere ... Madam Georgescu - fatality! - 
nowhere. Tired, the man sits on a bench, to breathe, and, for the first time, after a five-hour run, he swears by 
the thought... Who? ... Anica raven ... God made all the mess, God makes all the mess ... But... no it damages 
God; he spoils; she should not have taken it; she had to leave it in Bucharest... Sitting thus on the bench in the 
park, in the prey of thoughts quite unfavorable to Anichii's cocoon, d. Georgescu did not realize that the music 
was gone and that the world was slowly creeping, going each to his bed. A! it's great to have loved ones, 
wandering away from you, and not knowing at one point where they are, what they are doing, what is 
happening to them, what they are talking about, what they are feeling, what they are thinking about you ... they 
miss you, how are they about you? and so on and so on 
"Where the hell did she go?" Says Mr. Georgescu. 

And again an oath - this time to all the three beloved beings who are looking for them without finding them. 
But here's a nice voice that awakens Mr. Georgescu from his ugly thoughts. 

- Brave! Mr. Mialache! bravos! 

It is the coconut Anica, the mother of Madame 'Georgescu. 

- Coconut! cries the son-in-law, jumping straight to his feet... Where are you walking, cocoon? 

- Brave! all the questions you ask ... 

- Of course I, if I don't know ... For five hours since I was walking after you. 

- After us! ... What do you say, brother? ... But you couldn't come to Oppler? ... Braila's blind man ... and you 

- Did I send you your Oppler? shouted d. Georgescu out of the melon ... At Oppler? The hell was to know that 
you are at Oppler ... I searched for you at Peas, Manolescu, Voinea, in the park ... 

- At Voinea? ... Did not Mita tell me that she found us a place in Vasileasca? ... 

- When did Mita tell you that she found a place in Vasileasca? 

- When we met on the boulevard ... 

- When did you meet on the bivouac? 

- When we went to Voinea ... we met, we didn't find it... 

-Who? 

- On the Voine. 'cause we met with the Mandica. 

- Which Mantica? d. Georgescu. 

- Vasileasca, man! and with Mita ... 

- They! and where is Mita now? 

-1 have not told you? 

- When did you tell me? 

- Myalache! you're crazy? Didn't I tell you that Oppler is waiting for you with Vasileasca and Vasileaschii's 
brother, Lieutenant Misu from the news? 

- But the chicken? 

-1 slept. 

- Where? 

-1 have not told you? 

- Cocoon! you're crazy? when did you tell me? 

-1 didn't tell you that I was fired in Mantica. 

- They?! 

- He wouldn't talk like that! she gave us a bed for the chicken in the room with her children, and Miitti gave 
her room to Misu, and he sleeps on the couch in the antlers. 

From word to word, they came to Oppler. At Oppler, fatality! All the lights off. 

- She went to Vasileasca home. 



D. Georgescu and Anica coana slowly follow the steep road to Furnica street. It is a warm night, with a full 
moon ... The more soot, the more unfolding the wonderful panorama of Sinaia, at its feet, with its symmetrical 
constellations of electric lamps. This view delights the Anica ridge ... D. Georgescu is less sensitive to the 
great view and swears by humming. They finally arrived at Villa Mandica. The baby sleeps with Vasileaschi's 
children; but, fatality! Madame Georgescu is missing. He left. 

- Where? 

- All the acoustics have left, says the sleepy servant, to Saint Ana. 

- And d. My Lieutenant? asks Anica. 

- And to you, answers the maid. 

- Go fast, Mialache! says the coconut. 

But Mr. Mialache bursts out: 

- What the? lady! what the? I'm crazy? Do you consider me a mail horse? 

- Do not shout, that you raise children! 

- Five hours since I ran after you like a mob, isn't that enough? I'm not leaving. 

- Go on, Mialache Mom! says the roaring cocoon; you will be very pleased to the Mites and to all. 

- No more ... 

-You will repent, Mialache! 

- Why should I regret it?... I'm not going! I can't find it there either ... Better bring the basket. 

When Georgescu says this, the clock from Peles Castle can be heard in the distance, knocking at midnight. The 
coconut removes the basket from under the couch, the maid brings a bottle of wine, and d. Mialache sets out to 
overcook with the Anica rabbit. At the soup, Mr. Mialache tells in detail all the incidents through which he 
passed; and Anica's cocoon, as she met with Madame 'Vasilescu and the whole company and with Lieutenant 
Misu, who is a moron of the devil "and sings terrible!" Then, after the soup, Mr. Georgescu slept in the 
lieutenant's room, reserved for him and Mrs. 'Georgescu; and gram, in the children's room, with the chicken. 
They were still asleep when, at five and a half in the morning, a strange noise, buzzing bells, bowls and 
squeaks, tore them from Morfeu's arms. The company was returning from Urlaatoare, with musicians: madam 
'Vasilescu, madam' Costandinescu, her niece, Miss Popescu, and d. Vasilescu and madam 'Georgescu and 
lieutenant Misu ... It had been an improvised pleasure match, a lieutenant's fantasy. 

- You see, coconut? says d. Myalache's gram. See? if I took your word and went to St. Ana! 

Ah! it was a pleasure that will remain unforgettable ... On the moon, with the strollers in step, and above the 
harmony of the mountain waters and the whispers of the forest, the players accompanying slowly and d. Misu 
singing the menu, which is regularly played in the park and who she loves so much 'madame Georgescu!'... 
Therefore, with her soul loaded with charming memories, in the evening, in Bucharest, when she goes to her 
bedtime, madam 'Georgescu says sighing: 

- Ah! m ami to! Pederaski's menu ... I'm crazy! 

Va doresc si Va iubesc,Puisorii mei Dulci. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Puiul meu Dulce, Victor, Carl, Tudor, Alin, Mihai 
Palida luna, ca o naluca... 

Ataat de dulce inserarea 
Coboarapeste stinsi albastri ochii tai 
Ascunsi inparfumate foi, cum numai marea 
Meduze plimbasub clopotele verzi. 

Te iau in brate, drag copile 
Te culc in ptul de ambrozie si vin 
Atunci cand pald-nserarea 
Aprinde facia stelelor ce vin. 



si te sarut pe fruntea-ti dulce 
iti tore n-ureche un poem 
cand palidaluna, ca o naluca 
’sicoboarapeste frunte zabranicul crem. 


si te sarut pe gura-ti dulce - 

tu-nchizi ochii cu durere - atunci cand cade sfant naluca 
a zilei care alba piere. 


Te iau in brate, drag copile 
Te eule in ptul de ambrozie si vin 
Atunci cand briza saratao sufla numai marea 
Pe floarea alba de crin si de malin. 

Ataat de dulce inserarea 
Coboarapeste stinsi albastri ochii tai 
Ascunsi inparfumate foi, cum numai marea 
Ii da plajei sarate de apa muntii sai. 


si te sarut pe fruntea-ti dulce 
iti tore n-ureche un poem 
cand palidaluna, ca o naluca 
’sicoboarapeste frunte zabranicul crem. 

Te iau in brate, drag copile 
Te eule in ptul de ambrozie si vin 
Atunci cand pald-nserarea 
Aprinde facia stelelor ce vin. 
si te sarut pe gura-ti dulce - 

tu-nchizi ochii cu durere - atunci cand cade sfant naluca 
a zilei care alba piere. 

Te iau in brate, drag copile 
Te eule in ptul de ambrozie si vin 
Atunci cand briza saratao sufla numai marea 
Pe floarea alba de crin si de malin. 

Pale the moon, likean apparition... 

So sweet the nightfall 

It is falling down over your closed blue your eyes 
Hidden in perfumed foliage, as only the sea 
Jellyfish she is walking beneath the green bells. 

I take you in my arms, you sweet child of mine 
I lie to you in bed of ambrosia and wine 
Then when pale the nightfall 

It lights up the torch of the stars which they are coming. 


And I kiss you on your sweet forehead 
I spin a poem in your ear 



When pale the moon, sweet apparition 

She' I.) getting down over her forehead her creamy cream. 


And I kiss you on your sweet lips - 

You close your eyes with pain - then when it falls down sacred apparition 
Of the day which white perishes away 

I take you in my arms, you sweet child of mine 
I lie to you in the bed of ambrosia and wine 
Then when the salty breeze it blows away only the sea 
Over the white flower of lily and apricot. 

So sweet the nightfall 

It is falling down over your closed blue your eyes 

Hidden in perfumed foliage, as only the sea 

She gives to the salty beach of water her laced mountains. 

And I kiss you on your sweet forehead 

I spin a poem in your ear 

When pale the moon, sweet apparition 

She’ll getting down over her forehead her creamy cream. 

I take you in my arms, you sweet child of mine 
I lie to you in the bed of ambrosia and wine 
Then when pale the nightfall 

It lights up the torch of the stars which they are coming. 

And I kiss you on your sweet lips - 

You close your eyes with pain - then when it falls down sacred apparition 

Of the day which white perishes away 

I take you in my arms, you sweet child of mine 

I lie to you in the bed of ambrosia and wine 

Then when the salty breeze it blows away only the sea 

Over the white flower of lily and apricot. Te iunbesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu. 

Te doresc, dulcisorul meu. 

Translation: Natalia Galatan 


te iubesc, puiulmeu dulce, dragostea viettii mele, iubirea mea dulce. 


Palmul 101 
Un psalm al lui David 

1 Voi* canta bunatatea §i dreptatea: Tie, Doamne, Iti voi canta. 

* Ps 89:1; 

2 Ma voi* purta cu in telepci tine pe o cale neprihanita. - Cand vei veni la mine? - Voi umbla** cu inima fara 
prihana in mijlocul casei mele. 

* 1 Sam 18:14; ** 1 Imp 9:4; 1 Imp 11:4; 

3 Nu voi pune nimic rau inaintea ochilor mei; urasc* purtarea** pacatosilor, ea nu se va lipi de mine. 

* Ps 97:10; ** Ios 23:6; 1 Sam 12:20; 1 Sam 12:21; Ps 40:4; Ps 125:5; 

4 Inima stricata se va departa de mine; nu vreau sa cunosc pe cel rau*. 

* Mat 7:23; 2 Tim 2:19; 

5 Pe cel ce cleveteste in ascuns pe aproapele sau ll voi nimici; pe cel* cu priviri trufase §i cu inima ingamfata 



nu-1 voi suferi. 

*Ps 18:27; Prov 6:17; 

6 Voi avea ochii indreptati asupra credinciosilor din tarii, ca sa locuiasca langa mine; cel ce umbla pe o cale 
fara prihana, acela imi va sluji. 

7 Cel ce se deda la mselaciune nu va locui in casa mea; cel ce spune minciuni nu va sta inaintea mea. 

8 In* fiecare dimineata voi nimici pe toti cei rai din tara. ca sa starpesc** din cetatea Domnului pe toti cei ce 
savarsesc nelegiuirea. 

* Ps 75:10; Ier 21:12; ** Ps 48:2; Ps 48:8; 

Psalm 101 
A psalm of David 

1.1 will chant Thy goodness and Thy justice: Thou, my Lord, I will chant. 

* Ps 89:1; 

2.1 will behave with wisdom on an unsinful path - When do Thou come to me? -1 will walk with the heart 
sinless in the middle of my house. 

* 1 Sam 18:14; ** 1 Imp 9:4; 1 Imp 11:4; 

3.1 will not put anything evil before my eyes; I hate the behaviour of the sinful, it will not stick of me. 

* Ps 97:10; ** Ios 23:6; 1 Sam 12:20; 1 Sam 12:21; Ps 40:4; Ps 125:5; 

4. The spoiled heart will depart from me; I do not want to know the evil one. 

* Mat 7:23; 2 Tim 2:19; 

5. The one who gossips hidden his neighbour I will make him dust and powder; the one proud-spirited and 
with heart supercilious I will not stand beside me. 

*Ps 18:27; Prov 6:17; 

6.1 will have my eyes straightened above the believers from the country, for to live beside me; the one who 
walks on an unsinful path, that will serve me 

7. The one who betrays will not live in my house; the one who tells lies will not stand before my face. 

8. Every morning I will destroy all the evil ones from the country, for to remove from the Lord's fortress all the 
ones who make the unlawfulness. 

* Ps 75:10; Ier 21:12; ** Ps 48:2; Ps 48:8; 

A prayer of Natalia Galatan 

Dolls rotate in mechanical damage ... 

Puppets spin in the mechanical lace ... 

We met at shadows at night - 
and obelicu warm, in warm whispers 
my smile penetrates the beads. 


It's the encounter of shadows at night - 
What leaks are caught and found ... 
Again waves of ash and lava grow ... 

It falls over whispers. 


You sink into me, trembling with dreams 
and you force me into the chest of the beads - 
through voluptuous and moist channels - 
it shakes like rain of confetti and heavy metals. 



Your Dekir passed in me - 

and my delirium from where it started 

a kiss over the light arabesques - 

to kiss you with the quotas -1 would have broken them 


You sink into me, trembling with dreams 
and I drill in the chest of the beads - 
through voluptuous and moist channels - 
it shakes like rain of confetti and heavy metals. 

It's the meeting of the shadows at night - 
What leaks are caught and found ... 

Again waves of ash and lava grow ... 

It is allowed to fall over whispers 

Dolls rotate in mechanical damage ... 

We met at shadows at night - 
and warm obelisk in warm whispers 
my smile penetrates the beads. 


Symbiosis 

between my hands and your body 

Your body has shapes 

Rubenesque 

Round, warm poems 

- spun with the shovel in the fire. 


your chest with elongated breasts 

my mouth is clogging 

thirsty teeth crushed by your entire face 

the time of the equinox in birds 
the time of the turning of the tides 
the time of a crooked month between me 
and you 

falling into a sigh 
over-ruined bodies. 


love took the form of a hair 
thirsty on a nostril 

like a voluptuous, earthy, honey and waxy air 





bitter month ... 


Bridal spring, early, warm 
dusty 

Like your hair dear 
Of pitch and wax ... 


rubensian flames, increasing 
decreasing 
of water penetrating 
of your empty meat. 


birds with gracefully elongated necks 

steal kisses 

dusty, silvery air 

your meat is like hot clay 

what melts in the sharpness 
to a tooth. 


perfect symbiosis between our bodies 

in the pale light 

candle 

when dreams sink 
whole islands not deep sea 

when the moon glows furiously, blue 
and dementia 
between my breasts 

with perfume of milk and lime blossom. 


rubensian flames, increasing 
decreasing 

of water penetrating, of your flesh 
empty. 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 






I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you and I wish you, Victor, my sweetness. 

Parabola... 

Te iubesc, Andrei, Tudor, Mihai, Puiul meu. 

Ploua... cu picaturi imense de roua... 

Ploua pe cerdac, pe cercevelele ferestrelor 
Ploaia se prelinge, ca degete nevazute de ceata 
Pe umerii diminetilor... 

m-am oprit in mine insami, in cercul infinit 
in bobul de grau rasarit 
in spatiul-timp devenit infinit, nesfarsit 
din care, - n infinite vremuri, candva am rasarit... 

m-am oprit pe pasunea pe care caii si manjii pasc 
cu vantul rece umflandu-le narile 
in timpul-spatiu devenit infinit 
in betia clipei de acum, clipe de miere si fum... 

m-am oprit pe pasunea pe care caii si manjii pasc 
cu vantul rece umflandu-lenarile 
in imensa ecerului gradina 
cautand cu betie drumul spre lumina.... 

mi-am cantarit volumul, care masoara 

o suta de grame - 

cata concentrate si cata metafora 

in capul acesta lipsit de creier 

in cautarea taramurilor pierdute ale copilariei 



SIL-AM RIMIS PRIN CURIERRAPID 

Varfurile brazilor se unduiau in zare 
Ca o maree, ca o mare 
Cu coroana in trupul de foe al pamantului 
si cu trunchiul infipt in lumina 
in uriasa, misterioasa,ciudata, labirintica 
a Domnului gradina. 

In iuresul meu 
am intanit pe toti profetii 
celeilalte lumi 

Pe toti sfintii, arhanghelii si serafmii 
Cu parul nins insetand 
dupa adevar. 

m-am cufundat in constiinta lumii 
ca intr-o mare tulburata talazuindu-si valurile 
in oceanul ei de foe, de sange si cruzime 
de razboi. 

Trupul meu fu devorat pe data de salbaticiuni 
si sufletul se inalta in calda lumina 
a eternitatii. 

Intr-o geografie celesta 

pluti ca valuri de neguri peste pamant 

Adapand pamantul 

Cu lumina lui tremuratoare. 

Valtorit intr- arte si alta, cunoscu extazul 
Extazul mortii pe cruce. 

Isi dadu duhul in bratele multimii infricosate 
Printre siruri de morti si de vii 
Inte cei trecuti, cei prezenti si cei transcendenti 
Intre saxru si profan. 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 



Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

TE IUBESC, VICTOR, DULCISORUL MEU. 

Parable... 

It is raining ... with huge dew patches ... 

It rains on the porch, on the window sills 
The rain fluttered like fingers unseen by the mist 
On the shoulders of mornings ... 

I stopped in myself, in the infinite circle 
in the sunflower seed 
in infinite, endless space-time 
of which, -instant times, when I awoke ... 

I stopped on the pasture on which the horses 
graze and I graze 

with the cold wind swelling their nostrils 
in time-space become infinite 

in the drink of the moment, moments of honey and smoke ... 

I stopped on the pasture on which the horses graze and I graze 
with the cold wind swelling the moans 
in the immense sky garden 
looking drunkenly on the road to light. 

I weighed my volume, which measures 
one hundred grams = 

how much concentration and metaphor in this head 
brain-free 

in search of the lost realms of childhood 
I HAVE DELIVERED THIS QUICK COURIER 

The tips of the trees waved in the sky 
Like a tide, like a tide 

With the crown in the body of fire of the earth 
and with the trunk stuck in the light 

in the huge, mysterious, strange, labyrinth of the Lord's garden. 
In my oath 

I have summoned all the prophets 
of the other world 

To all the saints, the archangels and the seraphim 
With the hair dry, thirsting for the truth. 

I plunged into the consciousness of the world 
as in a great turmoil flooding its waves 



in her ocean of fire, blood and cruelty 
of war. 

My body was devoured by the feasts 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 

In a celestial geography you float like 
waves of clouds over the earth 
Watering the earth 
With his trembling light. 

Traveled on both sides, he knew the ecstasy 
The ecstasy of death on the cross. 

He gave his spirit into the arms of 
the frightened crowd 

Among the strings of the dead and the living 
They are the past, the present and the transcendent 
Between sacred and profane. 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I LOVE YOU, MY VICTOR, MY SWEET. 

Te doresc... 

Parabola... 

Ploua... cu picaturi imense de roua... 

Ploua pe cerdac, pe cercevelele ferestrelor 
Ploaia se prelinge, ca degete nevazute de ceata 
Pe umerii diminetilor... 



m-am oprit in mine insami, in cercul infinit 
in bobul de grau rasarit 
in spatiul-timp devenit infinit, nesfarsit 
din care, - n infinite vremuri, candva am rasarit... 

m-am oprit pe pasunea pe care caii si manjii pasc 
cu vantul rece umflandu-le narile 
in timpul-spatiu devenit infinit 
in betia clipei de acum, clipe de miere si fum... 

m-am oprit pe pasunea pe care caii si manjii pasc 
cu vantul rece umflandu-lenarile 
in imensa ecerului gradina 
cautand cu betie drumul spre lumina.... 

mi-am cantarit volumul, care masoara 

o suta de grame - 

cata concentrate si cata metafora 

in capul acesta lipsit de creier 

in cautarea taramurilor pierdute ale copilariei 

SIL-AM RIMIS PRIN CURIERRAPID 

Varfurile brazilor se unduiau in zare 
Ca o maree, ca o mare 
Cu coroana in trupul de foe al pamantului 
si cu trunchiul infipt in lumina 
in uriasa, misterioasa,ciudata, labirintica 
a Domnului gradina. 

In iuresul meu 
am intanit pe toti profetii 
celeilalte lumi 

Pe toti sfintii, arhanghelii si serafmii 
Cu parul nins insetand 
dupa adevar. 

m-am cufundat in constiinta lumii 
ca intr-o mare tulburata talazuindu-si valurile 
in oceanul ei de foe, de sange si cruzime 
de razboi. 

Trupul meu fu devorat pe data de salbaticiuni 
si sufletul se inalta in calda lumina 
a eternitatii. 

Intr-o geografie celesta 

pluti ca valuri de neguri peste pamant 

Adapand pamantul 

Cu lumina lui tremuratoare. 

Valtorit intr- arte si alta, cunoscu extazul 
Extazul mortii pe cruce. 

Isi dadu duhul in bratele multimii infricosate 
Printre siruri de morti si de vii 
Inte cei trecuti, cei prezenti si cei transcendenti 
Intre saxru si profan. 



Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

TE IUBESC, VICTOR, DULCISORUL MEU. 

Parable... 

It is raining ... with huge dew patches ... 

It rains on the porch, on the window sills 
The rain fluttered like fingers unseen by the mist 
On the shoulders of mornings ... 

I stopped in myself, in the infinite circle 
in the sunflower seed 
in infinite, endless space-time 
of which, -instant times, when I awoke ... 

I stopped on the pasture on which the horses 
graze and I graze 

with the cold wind swelling their nostrils 
in time-space become infinite 

in the drink of the moment, moments of honey and smoke ... 

I stopped on the pasture on which the horses graze and I graze 
with the cold wind swelling the moans 
in the immense sky garden 
looking drunkenly on the road to light. 

I weighed my volume, which measures 
one hundred grams = 



how much concentration and metaphor in this head 
brain-free 

in search of the lost realms of childhood 
I HAVE DELIVERED THIS QUICK COURIER 

The tips of the trees waved in the sky 
Like a tide, like a tide 

With the crown in the body of fire of the earth 
and with the trunk stuck in the light 

in the huge, mysterious, strange, labyrinth of the Lord's garden. 
In my oath 

I have summoned all the prophets 
of the other world 

To all the saints, the archangels and the seraphim 
With the hair dry, thirsting for the truth. 

I plunged into the consciousness of the world 
as in a great turmoil flooding its waves 
in her ocean of fire, blood and cruelty 
of war. 

My body was devoured by the feasts 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 

In a celestial geography you float like 
waves of clouds over the earth 
Watering the earth 
With his trembling light. 

Traveled on both sides, he knew the ecstasy 
The ecstasy of death on the cross. 

He gave his spirit into the arms of 
the frightened crowd 

Among the strings of the dead and the living 
They are the past, the present and the transcendent 
Between sacred and profane. 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 



Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I LOVE YOU, MY VICTOR, MY SWEET. 

Te doresc... 

Va dorescsi Va iubesc, Puisorii mei Dulci: Tudor, Alin, Andrei, Mihai, Victor the Sun, Stefan. 
Parabola... 

Ploua... cu picaturi imense de roua... 

Ploua pe cerdac, pe cercevelele ferestrelor 
Ploaia se prelinge, ca degete nevazute de ceata 
Pe umerii diminetilor... 


m-am oprit in mine insami, in cercul infinit 
in bobul de grau rasarit 
in spatiul-timp devenit infinit, nesfarsit 
din care, - n infinite vremuri, candva am rasarit... 


m-am oprit pe pasunea pe care caii si manjii pasc 
cu vantul rece umflandu-le narile 
in timpul-spatiu devenit infinit 
in betia clipei de acum, clipe de miere si fum... 


m-am oprit pe pasunea pe care caii si manjii pasc 
cu vantul rece umflandu-lenarile 
in imensa ecerului gradina 
cautand cu betie drumul spre lumina.... 


mi-am cantarit volumul, care masoara 

o suta de grame - 

cata concentratie si cata metafora 

in capul acesta lipsit de creier 

in cautarea taramurilor pierdute ale copilariei 


SIL-AM RIMIS PRIN CURIERRAPID 



Varfurile brazilor se unduiau in zare 
Ca o maree, ca o mare 
Cu coroana in trupul de foe al pamantului 
si cu trunchiul infipt in lumina 

in uriasa, misterioasa,ciudata, labirintica a Domnului gradina. 


In iuresulmeu am intanit pe toti profetii celeilalte lumi 
Pe tosti sfintii, arhanghelii si serafmii 
Cu parul nins insetand dupa adevar. 


m-am cufundat in constiinta lumii 
ca intr-o mare tulburata talazuindu-si valurile 
in oceanul ei de foe, de sange su erzuime 
de razboi. 

Trupul meu fu devorat pe data de salbaticiuni 
si sufletul se inalta in calda lumina a eternitatii. 

Intr-o geografie celesta pluti ca valuri de neguri peste pamant 
Adapand pamantul 
Cu lumina lui tremuratoare. 

Valtorit intr- arte si alta, cunoscu extazul 
Extazul mortii pe cruce. 

Isi dadu duhul in bratele multimii infricosate 
Printre siruri de morti si de vii 
Inte cei trecuti, cei prezenti si cei transcendenti 
Intre saxru si profan. 


Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 



Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

TE IUBESC, VICTOR, DULCISORUL MEU. 

Parable... 

It is raining ... with huge dew patches ... 

It rains on the porch, on the window sills 
The rain fluttered like fingers unseen by the mist 
On the shoulders of mornings ... 


I stopped in myself, in the infinite circle 
in the sunflower seed 
in infinite, endless space-time 
of which, -instant times, when I awoke ... 


I stopped on the pasture on which the horses graze and I graze 
with the cold wind swelling their nostrils 
in time-space become infinite 

in the drink of the moment, moments of honey and smoke ... 


I stopped on the pasture on which the horses graze and I graze 
with the cold wind swelling the moans 
in the immense sky garden 
looking drunkenly on the road to light. 


I weighed my volume, which measures 
one hundred grams = 

how much concentration and metaphor in this head 
brain-free 

in search of the lost realms of childhood 
I HAVE DELIVERED THIS QUICK COURIER 


The tips of the trees waved in the sky 
Like a tide, like a tide 

With the crown in the body of fire of the earth 
and with the trunk stuck in the light 

in the huge, mysterious, strange, labyrinth of the Lord's garden. 



In my oath I have summoned all the prophets of the other world 
To all the saints, the archangels and the seraphim 
With the hair dry, thirsting for the truth. 


I plunged into the consciousness of the world 
as in a great turmoil flooding its waves 
in her ocean of fire, blood and cruelty 
of war. 

My body was devoured by the feasts 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 

In a celestial geography you float like waves of clouds over the earth 
Watering the earth 
With his trembling light. 

Traveled on both sides, he knew the ecstasy 
The ecstasy of death on the cross. 

He gave his spirit into the arms of the frightened crowd 
Among the strings of the dead and the living 
They are the past, the present and the transcendent 
Between sacred and profane. 


Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I LOVE YOU, MY VICTOR, MY SWEET. 



Te iubesc,Puiul mu Mihai. 


Participation mystique 

te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu dulce si drag, sotul meu iubit. 
My brain has become fecund 
It fertilizes the rhymes with its passionate voracity 
My gentlemen 
I was born dead 

whilst the eagles were feeding with my flesh. 

And love, physical love 
it was still participating in the history 
to the real, to the ideal 
To the splendid animal. 


Creature, human being, bird, symbol 
How much religiosity is in the naked body 
and in the thought fleshless alive 
circling in sweet surrender in the desert. 

In real, mythical, archetypal worlds, 
in forms and in beginnings 
I pour out the clay of my hands 
the being of the dust and straw. 

On the top of the mountain 

a fire has sprung out in the heights, and in strange 

circles and in springs 

the blue light of the edge of the blade 

to my eye, it was given to see. 

forces had been fusioned in a roar 
wherein into the same consciousness 
waters had united over the fire, hot ash 
over the Sacred place. 

Axis MundiL. Axis MundiL. 

I stay like the primitive in the iron center 
and the fire is crossing me 
from the Sky to the Infern. 

Let it be! let it be!...your spirit to preamble 
in the things 

To project in nature beginnings, contents 
and the sacred fire which preambles 
in your dust!... 

Victor, puiul meu drag, te iubesc. 
te iubesc, Puiul meu Drag, Victor, Dragostea mea. 


Pastorita 
(tablou in ulei) 




Te iubesc, Victor, Dulcisorul meu, Puiul meu. 
Ploi albastre 

Sexul tau din alb deveni vanat 
Penetrai tacerea din mine 
Cu un ascuns si indicibil zambet. 


goi zaceam pe patul cu cearsafuri 
de atlaz 

sperma ta ma lovi in obraz 
se scurse fierbinte, vascoasa pe gat. 


stateam cu picioarele lipite... 
intinsa pe pat 
tu erai un fluture obosit 
orbecaindu-ti genele spre lumina 

cautand in mine secretul 
nedezvaluit. 


Tempera rosie fierbinte zvarlita 
pe pereti 

Trupul tau ca un ulm ca un plop 

Ca un mesteacan 

Cautand in luminisuri lumina 

Trupuri straine apropiate departate 
Strapunse de placere... 

§i de vina 


sex oral cu moartea 
saruturi frailtuze 
deodata asupra ta m-am aplecat 
cautand feminitatea din tine. 

Ca valurile 

sanii mei iti mangaiau toracele 
Ce niste frunze verzi, plecate 
spre pamant 

Stradele erau pustii la ora amiezii 
Noi uguiam in soapta, cazand... 


Scurte si tacute orele amiezii 

Tu erai spasmodic, speriat, livid, obsesiv 

Scrisul deveni spre final 

Cursiv 


cerul deveni oliv 








§i eu 

o parasita bacanta, osciland intre pervers 
si candid 

Te iubesc, dulcele meu. iarta-ma, te rog, puiul meu. dragostea mea, te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu 
dulce. 

The sheperdess 
(Painting in oil) 

Blue, turquoise rains 

Your sex from white became violet 

You were penetrating the silence from myself 

With a hidden and indicible 

smile. 

Naked we were lying on the bed 
with satin sheets 

if it wouldn't have been an obsolete bed, with old sheets 

from an obsolete 

room, 

lost in time... 

Your seed has hit me onctuous in the cheek 
it has drained hot, viscous , 
onto my neck... 

I was lying with the legs stretched tight 

layed on the bed 

you were a tired butterfly 

groping your eyelashes to the light 

looking in myself 

the undisheveled truth. 


Red, thick painting thrown on the walls... 

Your slim body 

like an elm, like a poplar, likewise a white birch 
Looking in the glades for 
the light... 

Strange, close bodies, far away... 

Carried by pleasure and by shame.... 

Dancing dance with death, indecent, French kisses.... 
Suddenly I have bent over you... 

Loking for your feminity... 

Like the waves 

My breasts have caressing your chest 
Likewise some green leaves, bent to the ground 
The streets were silent, desert at the noon time 
We were whispering non-sense, falling 
down... 


Short and quiet the afternoon hours 
You were spasmodic, livid, obsessive 





The writing has become to the final 
cursive 

the sky became olive 

And me an abandoned bacon, oscilating 

between perverse and candid... 

te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu. 

Iarta-ma, Puiul meu Dulce. Te doresc. 


Paul, the poor man ... 

Dreamlike, monthly landscape. 

It's late at night. I'm thinking about what to do .... 

I go to Adela's salon, at 10 ... 

Adela is lying in bed and reading her book. He told me he found it in the drawer. 
It is a booklet of Jehovah's Witnesses 
Beaten in the car. 


Adela gives her long, curly black hair to one side. 
Then he wears his tight silk pants 
Over lycra stockings, with holes. 

It doesn't have to pack anymore, it's ready to pack 
With a pink lip, thick, unctuous ... 
and ready-made ... the cheekbones are pink .... 
so he sleeps in bed. 


We both go out of the salon. Adela goes to the toilet. 

Lia you don't have a napkin? 

I bring him the scented towels from the room 
Which I endlessly cherish. 

Then we go to the smoking room. 

Aela doesn't smoke. Neither Nataniel, her lover, younger than her 
About nine years ... 

But it keeps me company. 

Paul's worried. His wife came home with the children 
A slim, brunette woman with a high waist 
French cut. 

Polite discussions, as always when the family comes home 
Children, a little boy and a little girl 
Feel the center of attention. 

Paul philosophically took his son on his knees. 




Do you know, Maria, that Lia is writing a novel? ... about us crazy people? 
yes, she said indifferently, lighting a cigarette 
so what?!... 


Lia you will also write about me, Paul asked me prayerfully ... 
Of course, yes, Paul, I have already written ... 
and how did you look at me? 
as you really are. 

Yes? ... he whispered excitedly, then looked at his little girl. 
Which revolved between us, looking at us naively 
Just like his father ... 

and will you publish it? ... 
of course... 

it means I'm going to become famous ... 

yes, of course, you have already become ... I smile. 

But did you write about me? ... Adrian asked me. 
and about you, and about Dorn, and about Ana ... 

Doru smoked indifferently in a comer. 

Ana came to me and thanked me for her hug 
, sticking his head against my chest. 


You do more for me than my daughter does 
said Pavel sadly. 

Do you know that he kicked me out last winter? 

I slept through the stations before taking my brother 
he saddled the country ... 


At that moment Vlad slammed the door tightly 
Then stumbling like an ox and falling. 

A blonde lady spilled her coffee on her blouse 

and he hummed something with indignation and reproach. 


And what are you going to write about me ?! ... I'm going to think you're a big kid. 
But u are not... 

I'm very smart. 

I suffer from depression. 

Why do you have the disease? 

Paranoid schizophrenia. 

That's how my diagnosis started, Paul whispered hoarsely 

Looking at me with fear 

Then they changed it, he said ashamed. 




It was late. Paul had told us the whole story of his life 

Which was not interesting at all. 

However, to him, when he was sitting and thinking well 
He found it extraordinary. 


and Adela's life had been extraordinary. 

She had been a soprano at the opera in Timisoara. Sometimes, when he had a disposition 
She was talking about the jealousy and envy of her colleagues. 

It was a story I often repeated. 


We get up, Adela and Nataniel leave. In the passage I look long 
In the room with the TV 

But I'm not coming. I had horrible memories from there ... 

I running towards her, stretches, handcuffs ... 


The story with Vali seemed uninteresting to me now 
I didn't quite know what fascination I felt for him at first 
For his owl figure and his turquoise eyes 
Who looked at me motionless, telling me once 
Lia, you're not sick ... 


Outside, the birch trees whispered unreally, shaking their silver leaves 

They seemed like a dreamlike, monthly landscape 

With the leaves floating slightly, as in a dream, in a waltz 

To the earth, silver carpet, 

gold and mist. 

We were living in the hourglass 
In a grain of suspended ostrich 
Ironing his timeless, sparkling lights 
Irisizing the lights infinitely ... 

Paul, the poor man ... 

Dreamlike, monthly landscape. 

It's late at night. I'm thinking about what to do .... 

I go to Adela's salon, at 13 ... 

Adela is lying in bed and reading her book. He told me he found it in the drawer. 
It is a booklet of Jehovah's Witnesses 
Beaten in the car. 


Adela gives her long, curly black hair to one side. 
Then he wears his tight silk pants 
Over lycra stockings, with holes. 

It doesn't have to pack anymore, it's ready to pack 






With a pink lip, thick, unctuous ... 

and ready-made ... the cheekbones are pink .... 

so he sleeps in bed. 


We both go out of the salon. Adela goes to the toilet. 

Lia you don't have a napkin? 

I bring him the scented towels from the room 
Which I endlessly cherish. 

Then we go to the smoking room. 

Aela doesn't smoke. Neither Nataniel, her lover, younger than her 
About nine years ... 

But it keeps me company. 

Paul's worried. His wife came home with the children 
A slim, brunette woman with a high waist 
French cut. 

Polite discussions, as always when the family comes home 
Children, a little boy and a little girl 
Feel the center of attention. 

Paul philosophically took his son on his knees. 


Do you know, Maria, that Lia is writing a novel? ... about us crazy people? 
yes, she said indifferently, lighting a cigarette 
so what?!... 


Lia you will also write about me, Paul asked me prayerfully ... 
Of course, yes, Paul, I have already written ... 
and how did you look at me? 
as you really are. 

Yes? ... he whispered excitedly, then looked at his little girl. 
Which revolved between us, looking at us naively 
Just like his father ... 

and will you publish it? ... 
of course... 

it means I'm going to become famous ... 

yes, of course, you have already become ... I smile. 

But did you write about me? ... Adrian asked me. 
and about you, and about Dorn, and about Ana ... 

Doru smoked indifferently in a comer. 

Ana came to me and thanked me for her hug 
, sticking his head against my chest. 


You do more for me than my daughter does 




said Pavel sadly. 

Do you know that he kicked me out last winter? 

I slept through the stations before taking my brother 
he saddled the country ... 


At that moment Vlad slammed the door tightly 
Then stumbling like an ox and falling. 

A blonde lady spilled her coffee on her blouse 

and he hummed something with indignation and reproach. 


And what are you going to write about me ?! ... I'm going to think you're a big kid. 
But u are not... 

I'm very smart. 

I suffer from depression. 

Why do you have the disease? 

Paranoid schizophrenia. 

That's how my diagnosis started, Paul whispered hoarsely 

Looking at me with fear 

Then they changed it, he said ashamed. 


It was late. Paul had told us the whole story of his life 

Which was not interesting at all. 

However, to him, when he was sitting and thinking well 
He found it extraordinary. 


and Adela's life had been extraordinary. 

She had been a soprano at the opera in Timisoara. Sometimes, when he had a disposition 
She was talking about the jealousy and envy of her colleagues. 

It was a story I often repeated. 


We get up, Adela and Nataniel leave. In the passage I look long 
In the room with the TV 

But I'm not coming. I had horrible memories from there ... 

I running towards her, stretches, handcuffs ... 


The story with Vali seemed uninteresting to me now 
I didn't quite know what fascination I felt for him at first 
For his owl figure and his turquoise eyes 
Who looked at me motionless, telling me once 
Lia, you're not sick ... 





Outside, the birch trees whispered unreally, shaking their silver leaves 

They seemed like a dreamlike, monthly landscape 

With the leaves floating slightly, as in a dream, in a waltz 

To the earth, silver carpet, 

gold and mist. 

We were living in the hourglass 
In a grain of suspended ostrich 
Ironing his timeless, sparkling lights 
Irisizing the lights infinitely ... 

...te iubesc s Te doresc, Tidor puiul meu Victor. 

On alleys ... 

And now 10. He asks for sleep 
i'll go round and round this night 
to all his foolish dreams. 

I am the slave who never rebels' 

Longing for long falls, 

No more sin 

I am the slave who never rebels 


It's 11 o'clock 

At night I go round and round 
To all his spasmodic dreamy dreams. 

I dressed like a non-ghost again 

on the alleys of the pass they fall hard and rarely 

the frowns of thought circumscribed. 


On alleys of the step rarely fall in cadence 
on the alleys - the statue is buried in the basalt 
the bitter smile of war 

Sweat - at that time my foot steps are getting smaller and smaller 

on scent n-buried in basalt- 

cold and soft leafy linoleum 

that the station buries in the asphalt... 


Sunst the slave who never rebels 
Do it for a longer fall for a longer sin 
You are a slave who never rebels 


With black feathers and white feathers 

With white pen black feathers 

On the alleyways the crows and the deer pass rattled 



Into the world huge bazaar 

you get wrapped in the lively spasmodels 

dreams 


and black feathers 

and feathers of the black pen, the crowns of his head were hanging deep 

there was wind in the mortar floor 

and the steps get harder and harder, n-earth. 


With black feathers and white feathers 
With white pen black feathers 

On the alley ways the crows and the deer pass rattled 

Into the world huge bazaar 

you get wrapped in the lively spasmodels 

dreams 

...I love you and I wish you, my baby Victor. Sotul meu iubit si dulce. 
On alleys ... 

Te iunesc, Andrei, Mihai, Dulcisorul meu. 

And now 10. He asks for sleep 
i'll go round and round this night 
to all his foolish dreams. 

I am the slave who never rebels' 

Longing for long falls, 

No more sin 

I am the slave who never rebels 


It's 11 o'clock 

At night I go round and round 
To all his spasmodic dreamy dreams. 

I dressed like a non-ghost again 

on the alleys of the pass they fall hard and rarely 

the frowns of thought circumscribed. 


On alleys of the step rarely fall in cadence 
on the alleys - the statue is buried in the basalt 
the bitter smile of war 

Sweat - at that time my foot steps are getting smaller and smaller 

on scent n-buried in basalt- 

cold and soft leafy linoleum 

that the station buries in the asphalt... 



Sunst the slave who never rebels 
Do it for a longer fall for a longer sin 
You are a slave who never rebels 


With black feathers and white feathers 

With white pen black feathers 

On the alleyways the crows and the deer pass rattled 

Into the world huge bazaar 

you get wrapped in the lively spasmodels 

dreams 


and black feathers 

and feathers of the black pen, the crowns of his head were hanging deep 

there was wind in the mortar floor 

and the steps get harder and harder, n-earth. 


With black feathers and white feathers 
With white pen black feathers 

On the alley ways the crows and the deer pass rattled 

Into the world huge bazaar 

you get wrapped in the lively spasmodels 

dreams 

...I love you and I wish you, my baby Victor. Sotul meu iubit si dulce. 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The third Book 
Painting two 

Paul, the poor man ... 

Dreamlike, monthly landscape. 

It's late at night. I'm thinking about what to do .... 

I go to Adela's salon, at 10 ... 

Adela is lying in bed and reading her book. He told me he found it in the drawer. 
It is a booklet of Jehovah's Witnesses 
Beaten in the car. 


Adela gives her long, curly black hair to one side. 
Then he wears his tight silk pants 




Over lycra stockings, with holes. 

It doesn't have to pack anymore, it's ready to pack 
With a pink lip, thick, unctuous ... 
and ready-made ... the cheekbones are pink .... 
so he sleeps in bed. 


We both go out of the salon. Adela goes to the toilet. 

Lia you don't have a napkin? 

I bring him the scented towels from the room 
Which I endlessly cherish. 

Then we go to the smoking room. 

Aela doesn't smoke. Neither Nataniel, her lover, younger than her 
About nine years ... 

But it keeps me company. 

Paul's worried. His wife came home with the children 
A slim, brunette woman with a high waist 
French cut. 

Polite discussions, as always when the family comes home 
Children, a little boy and a little girl 
Feel the center of attention. 

Paul philosophically took his son on his knees. 


Do you know, Maria, that Lia is writing a novel? ... about us crazy people? 
yes, she said indifferently, lighting a cigarette 
so what?!... 


Lia you will also write about me, Paul asked me prayerfully ... 
Of course, yes, Paul, I have already written ... 
and how did you look at me? 
as you really are. 

Yes? ... he whispered excitedly, then looked at his little girl. 
Which revolved between us, looking at us naively 
Just like his father ... 

and will you publish it? ... 
of course... 

it means I'm going to become famous ... 

yes, of course, you have already become ... I smile. 

But did you write about me? ... Adrian asked me. 
and about you, and about Dorn, and about Ana ... 

Doru smoked indifferently in a corner. 

Ana came to me and thanked me for her hug 
, sticking his head against my chest. 




You do more for me than my daughter does 
said Pavel sadly. 

Do you know that he kicked me out last winter? 

I slept through the stations before taking my brother 
he saddled the country ... 


At that moment Vlad slammed the door tightly 
Then stumbling like an ox and falling. 

A blonde lady spilled her coffee on her blouse 

and he hummed something with indignation and reproach. 


And what are you going to write about me ?! ... I'm going to think you're a big kid. 
But u are not... 

I'm very smart. 

I suffer from depression. 

Why do you have the disease? 

Paranoid schizophrenia. 

That's how my diagnosis started, Paul whispered hoarsely 

Looking at me with fear 

Then they changed it, he said ashamed. 


It was late. Paul had told us the whole story of his life 

Which was not interesting at all. 

However, to him, when he was sitting and thinking well 
He found it extraordinary. 


and Adela's life had been extraordinary. 

She had been a soprano at the opera in Timisoara. Sometimes, when he had a disposition 
She was talking about the jealousy and envy of her colleagues. 

It was a story I often repeated. 


We get up, Adela and Nataniel leave. In the passage I look long 
In the room with the TV 

But I'm not coming. I had horrible memories from there ... 

I running towards her, stretches, handcuffs ... 


The story with Vali seemed uninteresting to me now 
I didn't quite know what fascination I felt for him at first 
For his owl figure and his turquoise eyes 
Who looked at me motionless, telling me once 
Lia, you're not sick ... 





Outside, the birch trees whispered unreally, shaking their silver leaves 

They seemed like a dreamlike, monthly landscape 

With the leaves floating slightly, as in a dream, in a waltz 

To the earth, silver carpet, 

gold and mist. 

We were living in the hourglass 
In a grain of suspended ostrich 
Ironing his timeless, sparkling lights 
Irisizing the lights infinitely ... 

Peste varfuri... 

Peste varfuri trece luna, 

Codru-si bate frunza lin, 

Dintre ramuri de arin 
Melancolic cornul suna. 

Mai departe, mai departe, 

Mai incet, tot mai incet, 

Sufletu-mi nemangaiet 
Indulcind cu dor de moarte. 

De ce taci, cand fermecata 
Inima-mi spre tine-ntorn? 

Mai suna-vei, dulce com, 

Pentru mine vreodata? 

te iunbesc, te doresc,Victor, dulcele meu, dulceatamea, pui dulce. 


Over the peaks... 


Over the peaks a month passes, 

Codru smoothly blows his leaf. 

Among the branches of alder 
The melancholy horn sounds. 

Further, further, 

Slower, slower. 

Blow me in my soul 
Sweetening with longing for death. 

Why shut up when enchanted 
Will my heart be around you? 

You will still call, sweet horn, 

For me ever? 

Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 

I love you, and I desire you, Victor, my sweet,seet chicken, loveof my life. 
Over the peaks 

Over the peaks the moon passes 
Cod beats his leaf smoothly 



From the branches of green alder 
The horn sounds melancholy 

Further and further 
Slower and slower 
My unforgiven, sad soul 
Sweetening with longing of death. 

Why are you silent, when charming 
My heart I turn myself to Thou?... 
Will you whisper for me, horn 
For me whensoever, again?... 

Translation: Natalia Galatan 


Sotiorul meu Dulce, Dragostea mea Victor, Dulcele meu Animus, te iubesc nespus.Dragostea meea, Te doresc 

si Te iubesc, Victor, dulcele meu, iubitul meu puisor. 

phantasm 



That night I had a reve-eveille with you, my baby 

Very pregnant and strong 

Cut out suddenly from the ocean of impressions 

and feelings is the world 

imprinted on your cerebral cortex ... 

I imagined you leaving you in my arms 

without power 

scared and helpless 

kissing us in a flood of kisses 

feeling your body, vulnerable, lacking in strength and will 




in my embrace. 


See, my dear, your femininity has come to light 
In a very intense revelation 
While the masculinity in me 
Model your body as a piece of clay 


The sorrows joined us in our deepest core 
Deep feminin ... 

and then I knew, my baby 
that I love you forever. 

Victor, Te doresc, Te iubesc, Puiul meu... 

Pick me up, pick me up, yeah... 

Pasarelele ciripesc... un cantec divin... 

m-am intor pe cealalta parte si dorm cu mana la tampla 

din atata concentrare creierul meu s-a disipat 

in milioane de spermatozizi... 


Calatoream prin padurile virgine 
La mare inaltime de la pamant 

Recitand in gand, cu ochii-nchisi, cel mai line poem al meu 
Cel pe care-1 scriu an somn 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 
Te iubesc, dulcele meu Victor 

Pick me up, pick me up, yeah ... 

The birds chirp ... a divine song ... 

I'm back on the other side and sleeping with my hand at the temple 
from so much concentration my brain has dissipated 
in millions of sperm ... 



We were traveling through the virgin forests 
At high heights from the ground 

Reciting in my mind, with my eyes closed, my most lyrical poem 
The one I write in my sleep 


My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
I love you, my sweet Victor 

Te doresc, Puiulmeu Victor. Iarta-ma, Puiul meu, Lia te iubeste. 

Victor, Te iubesc Dulcisor Dulce si Dorit, Fiul meu iubit. 

Pick me up, pick me up, yeah... 

Pasarelele ciripesc... un cantec divin... 

m-am intor pe cealalta parte si dorm cu mana la tampla 

din atata concentrare creierul meu s-a disipat 

in milioane de spermatozizi... 


Calatoream prin padurile virgine 
La mare inaltime de la pamant 

Recitand in gand, cu ochii-nchisi, cel mai liric poem al meu 
Cel pe care-1 scriu an somn 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 
Te iubesc, dulcele meu Victor 

Pick me up, pick me up, yeah ... 



The birds chirp ... a divine song ... 

I'm back on the other side and sleeping with my hand at the temple 
from so much concentration my brain has dissipated 
in millions of sperm ... 


We were traveling through the virgin forests 
At high heights from the ground 

Reciting in my mind, with my eyes closed, my most lyrical poem 
The one I write in my sleep 


My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
I love you, my sweet Victor 
Iarta-ma,Pouiul meu, Lia te doreste nespus. 

Victior, Te iubesc, Dulcele meu, Dragostea mea. 

Pick me up, pick me up, yeah... 

Pasarelele ciripesc... un cantec divin... 

m-am intor pe cealalta parte si dorm cu mana la tampla 

din atata concentrare creierul meu s-a disipat 

in milioane de spermatozizi... 


Calatoream prin padurile virgine 
La mare inaltime de la pamant 

Recitand in gand, cu ochii-nchisi, cel mai liric poem al meu 
Cel pe care-1 scriu an somn 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 



Din care m-am impiedicat 
Te iubesc, dulcele meu Victor 


Pick me up, pick me up, yeah ... 

The birds chirp ... a divine song ... 

I'm back on the other side and sleeping with my hand at the temple 
from so much concentration my brain has dissipated 
in millions of sperm ... 


We were traveling through the virgin forests 
At high heights from the ground 

Reciting in my mind, with my eyes closed, my most lyrical poem 
The one I write in my sleep 


My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
I love you, my sweet Victor 
Te doresc nespus, Puiul meu. 

Te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu. 

Pick me up, pick me up, yeah ... 

The birds chirp ... a divine song ... 

I'm back on the other side and sleeping with my hand at the temple 
from so much concentration my brain has dissipated 
in millions of sperm ... 


We were traveling through the virgin forests 
At high heights from the ground 

Reciting in my mind, with my eyes closed, my most lyrical poem 
The one I write in my sleep 


My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 



I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
I love you, my sweet Victor 
Te doresc Puiul meu. 

Te iubesc, Victor, Dragostea mea. 

Pick me up, pick me up, yeah... 

Pasarelele ciripesc... un cantec divin... 

m-am intor pe cealalta parte si dorm cu mana la tampla 

din atata concentrare creierul meu s-a disipat 

in milioane de spermatozizi... 


Calatoream prin padurile virgine 
La mare inaltime de la pamant 

Recitand in gand, cu ochii-nchisi, cel mai liric poem al meu 
Cel pe care-1 scriu an somn 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 
Te iubesc, dulcele meu Victor 

Pick me up, pick me up, yeah ... 

The birds chirp ... a divine song ... 

I'm back on the other side and sleeping with my hand at the temple 
from so much concentration my brain has dissipated 
in millions of sperm ... 


We were traveling through the virgin forests 
At high heights from the ground 

Reciting in my mind, with my eyes closed, my most lyrical poem 
The one I write in my sleep 


My lips can not move 



I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
I love you, my sweet Victor 
Te doresc, Puiul meu. Iarta-ma, Te rog. 

Victor, Te iubesc. 

Plantatia cu fragi 


In ziua aceea de sfarsit de primavara 
Ne aflam eu si Bujor 

In uriasa plantatie din dreapta colibei noastre 
Unde fusese o exploatare forestiera 
Cu vreo 4-5 ani in urma 

Si intreaga padure de fagi si mai ales brazi, fusese 
Taiata. 

Eram micuti amandoi, ca doua 
Boabe de mazare 

Poate ca terminasem clasele primare 
Si incepusem gimnaziul. 

Bunica Lucretia ne trimisese dupa fragute 
Sa aducem la coliba 

In doua galetuse albe, de cate cinci litri 
Si sa facem spuma de fragi. 

Noi, voinici, am purees la drum 

Si in curand piciorusele ne ajunsera pe marea 

Te iubesc, dragostea mea. 

Plantatie, cat vedeai cu ochii 

Pe locul fostei paduri din Lesi 

Peste tot se inaltau puieti de brazi, micuti 

Si se vedeau buturugi 

De unde trunchiurile fusesera taiate. 


Eram coplesiti de multimea fragilor 
Si de marimea lor. 

Era un paradis al fragilor, si al zmeurii 
Si al capsunilor. 



Si am purees mai intai de ne-am pus burta la cale. 
Am umplut pana la refuz galetusele 
cu fragi 

uriasi parfumati... 

din care bunica ne-a facut o spuma 

de fragi pe cinste. 


Eu am batut albusurile la mai multe oua, am pus zahar 
Apoi fragii zdrobiti 
Si amestecati cu zahar 
Si am mancat pana ne-am saturat, toti. 

Dar mai ales, noi copiii. 

Bunicul Niculaie ne privea hatru, si ne facea cu ochiul 
Spunand glume pe seama bunicii 
Si facand pe cel sarac cu duhul. 


Bunica: ”Taci, ca de taceai, filosof ramaneai. 

Nu ti-e frica ca vei ajunge in iad?.... 

Om fara minte si prost.” 

Si cand se inversuna ii spunea: ”Taci, ca acum 

Iti crap capul in patru muchiiL.” 

Si bunicul suradea pe sub mustata 
Si ne facea cu ochiul 

Apoi isi lua cojocul lui de oaie si se punea la soare 

Si in curand il vedeam adormit 
Sforaind usor. 

’’Omul acesta, unde se pune, acolo doarmeL. ” 
Spunea cu naduf bunica Lucretia 
Dar fara rautate... 


dulceata mea, Victor, Puiul meu, te doresc si te iubesc, dragostea mea. 
The planting with strawberries 






iubesc , dulceata mea. 

That day of the end of the spring 
We were I and Bujor 

In the huge planting of pine-trees from the right 
of our lodge 

where it was a forestry about four-five years 
before. 

And the entire forest of beeches and especially 
pine-trees was cut off. 
we were little both of us 
like two bobbins of bean. 

maybe we had finished the primary classes 
and we were starting the gymnasium. 

Our Grandma Lucretia had sent us after the 
little strawberries 

to bring to the wooden lodge in two little buckets 

each of them of five litres 

and to make cream of frotty foam. 

we, sturdy, have gone to the road 

and soon our hide legs have arrived 

on the great planting, as large as you can see with 

your eyes. 

on the place of the former forest of Lesi 



all over there were rising pine-tree offsprings 

and they were seen stumps 

where from the trunks were cut off. 

We were overwhelmed by the crowd of 

strawberries 

and by their size 

It was a paradise of strawberries, raspberries 
large strawberries 

and we started first of all to put our belly on track 
We filled up to refusal the buckets 
with strawberries 
huge, sweet-odoured 

where from our grandma has made a frotty foam 
properly. 


I have beaten the whites from some eggs, I put then sugar 

and I've beaten them again 

and then the crushed strawberries, 

mixed with sugar 

and we eat till we were tired, everybody of us. 

But especially us, the children. 

The grandpa Niculae was looking at us waggish, 
and he was watching us 
making jokes on the account of grandmother 
and making the one poor with the spirit. 

Grandma: ’’Shut up, that if you were shutting up, 
you were remaining a philosopher. 

Don't you fear that you'll arrive in Hell?.... 

Man without mind and silly.” 

And when she was becoming furious, she was telling him: 

’’Shut up, that now I'm going to crack your head 
in four edges!...” 

and our grandpa was smiling under the mustache 

and he was watching us 

and then he was taking his sheepskin 

and he was putting to the sun 

and soon we have been seeing him asleep 
snoring easily. 

’’This man, where he puts himself, there he sleeps!...” 

Our grandma Lucretia was saying 
with haughtiness, but without wickedness. 

Te iubesc, dulcisor iubit.... 

Te doresc, Victor, Dragostea mea. 


Victor, Te doresc, dulceata mea, dragostea mea. 





Ovalul lunii... 


Prabusiti peste ovalul lunii 
Imi cauti in san - 
O nebunie 
Sarutari o mie 


Prabusiti peste ovalul lunii... 


Picioare fierbinti, buze, dinti 
Par in ochi 
Rece, stropi... 


Prabusiti peste ovalul lunii 
Imi cauti in san - 
O nebunie 
Sarutari o mie 


Prabusiti peste ovalul lunii... 


Picioare fierbinti, buze, dinti 
Par in ochi 
Rece, stropi... 


Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Te doresc, Dulceata mea. 

Prayr of the heart 


Natalia Galatan Jesus Christ, The One who came into the world to wash the sins of the world, the ancestral sin, 
great is Thy Name and blessed the work of Thy hands!... You are Light from Light, who He is from the Father 
born, who He is from a being with the Father, who He through Him everything was made!... Who He came 
into the world to wash the sins of the world, Glory to You, our God, Glory to You!...Lord Jesus Christ, the 
Redeemer, hold my unwillingly Prayer, do not be angry with us, nor mention our transgressions!...But likewise 
a good and loving of the people, bend Thy Face to me and hear my Prayer, how she springs from my mind and 
thought!... Thou will sprinkle me with hyssop and I will clean myself, Thou will wash me, and whiter than 
snow I will whiten, Lord Jesus Christ, The Redeemer, the Saviour of the World!... For Thou came into the 
world to save the World of sins, to be Light from Light, lighthouse to the traveler in night and spring to the one 
which is thirsty, dreamed shore to the tired and sad traveler!... Behold, somebody beats in he door, who is 
beating?... It is Jesus, the One who came into the world to wash the sins of the world, the ancestral sin, great is 
Thy Name and blessed the work of Thy hands!... Thou are Light from Light, who He is from the Father born, 
who he is from a being with the Father, through Him everything was made!... Who He came into the world to 
wash the sins of the world, Glory to Thou, our God, Glory to Thou!.. Receive in the pantry of your heart Jesus, 
the celestial groom, and make a temple from your heart and soul, a Church from your body, to receive Jesus!... 
Behold, it is the midnight, and somebody knocks at the door, whosoever is beating?...It is Jesus, the Salvation 





of the world!... Up with your hearts, bring Him holy chants!... He is the death of the Death and the 
Resurrection of Life!... God help!... Amen. Prayer by Natalia Galatan, 10.09.2019, 3:50 Translation from 
Romanian into English: Elena-Natalia Galatan-Nemes 
Corrected on Sunday,15.12.2019, 4:59 PM 


Te iubesc nespus, Victor,Puiul meu. 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu Victor. 

Prayer 

Your blue dark eyes are often speaking to me 

I'm staying and I look at them 

Without no word 

In silence and with remembrance 

Your soft, fine eyes are many times speaking 

To myself. 

Their light comes down gravely 
Over your face, sweet white ray 

Of the moon which cold rays are shining gently through 
On your shape 
Without no words... 

I have been trying to find in them the echo 
Of the feelings which are tormenting me 
Then when from the large of the world ark 
I come down to the shores from the abyss. 

I kissed them and I have drawn 
them in book 

Wherein I was lying, nearly and at the distance... 

And I found them often in death. 

And I have died many times. 

Each time, more profoundly, more deeply 
My desert feeling I laid down 
in the book 

My deepest and my desert feelings. 

Each time I have searched the word 

To give me life to drink 

again 

Of the heart innocent echo 

And I found them... often in death... 

Translation: Ntlia Gakatan, Google dictionary 
Te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, dulceata suflettului meu. 

Te iubesc, Puisor iubit. Te doresc, Victor, Puiul meu. 


Te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu. 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani... 



Te doresc. 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Decor uittat de lume, la sfarsitul anilor ’80 
Pe langa mine parca treci 
Cu maini ranite sau inmanusate, vid de ani... 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Sarim in goluri tinandu-ne de mana... 

Afara ploua parca de o saptamana 

Sarim dalele-mbucate de pe trotuar - toamna isi poarta al ei 
Irezistibil calvar... 

Sunt frunze multe si suvoi de apa 

Pe-un ram imaginar, o pasare trista isi vorbeste... 

si apa-n vaduri creste, parca creste 

si noi sarim, pron goluri vide pe caldul trotuar... 

Prin ganguri mtunecoase, sobolani 
Decor uittat de lume, la sfarsitul anilor ’80 
Pe langa mine parca treci 
Cu maini ranite sau inmanusate, vid de ani... 

...te iubesc dulcele meu. 

Sunt frunze multe si suvoi de apa 

Pe-un ram imaginar, o pasare trista isi vorbeste... 

si apa-n vaduri creste, parca creste 

si noi sarim, prin goluri vide pe caldul trotuar... 

Prin ganguri mtunecoase, sobolani 
Sarim in goluri tinandu-ne de mana... 

Afara ploua parca de o saptamana 

Prin dalele-mbucate de pe trotuar - toamna isi poarta al ei 
Irezistibil calvar... 


Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 



ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 


I want you. 

Through dark gangs, rats 

Decor forgotten by the world in the late 1980s 

It's just passing by me 

With injured or gloved hands, empty for years ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

We jump into the gaps holding our hand ... 

It's been raining for a week 

We skip the paved tiles on the sidewalk - autumn wears it 
Irresistibly bald ... 

There are many leaves and streams of water 

On an imaginary branch, a sad bird speaks ... 

and the water in the forests grows, as if it grows 

and we jump, leaving empty goals on the warm sidewalk ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

Decor forgotten by the world in the late 1980s 

It's just passing by me 

With injured or gloved hands, empty for years ... 

...I love you my sweet. 

There are many leaves and streams of water 

On an imaginary branch, a sad bird speaks ... 

and the water in the forests grows, as if it grows 

and we jump, through empty holes on the warm sidewalk ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

We jump into the gaps holding our hand ... 

It's been raining for a week 

By the paved tiles on the sidewalk - autumn wears it 
Irresistibly bald ... 


I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything becomes crooked 



and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with a god looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can not see him 
te iubesc. 


Victor, Te doresc, puisordulce, te iubesc. 
Privind oglinda marei.... 


O privire visatoare parca... 

Dar cu o adanca constienta in ochii fini 
De un albastru fumuriu 
Umbriti de ochelari 

Surasul ce porneste dinauntru 
§i se opreste-n ochi, in buze. 
cu zboru-i intrerupt... 
privind la rnarea cea ondina 
ce valuri spumega agale 
dedesubt... 

buze pline si rosii 

gropite in obrajii taiati in piatra dura 
cu osatura clara, fina 
peste care coboara-ncet 
ca un voal 

a ochilor calda lumina... 

cu un suras putin ironic... 
de n-ar fi-o trasatura a naturei 
acestui om cu frunte nalta 
ovala, larga 

§i marul pronuntat al lui Adam... 

un sal vanat din lana fina 
-n zbaterea norilor 
prinsi in furtuna 
in tonuri discrete.... 

Ii inconjoara gatul. 

Mister?... 

Nu e mister aid... 

E gandul 

ce obisnuieste sa gandeasca 
Un sentiment neclar 
nedefinit 

Pe care buzele-1 soptesc 
§i ochii i-mprumuta 
culoarea lor fireasca. 

O carapace fina 

Un lac de-argint boltit sub clar de luna 
§i poate gand soptit 
pe care-ncet tristetea il aduna... 



te iubesc, dulceata mea, puiul meu... 


Ochii tai albastri-violet m-au tulburat... 

Ca doua safire de topaz 

Ca un verde,sarat inmiresmat talaz 

Ochii tai de violete m-au infiorat. 

Safire de pret prin care sufletul din piept 
Arunca lumine 
Din sfestile fine 

Peste mugurii din ganduri si din vise rebele 
Iincarcate cu roua si cu stele... 


Ca doua nestemate pretioase, ca doua agate, ca doua lapis-lazuli 
Ochii tai sralucesc intunecat in noapte 
Cu lumina lor fierbinte,invapaiata... 

Bucati de jaratic lucind stinse in camin... 

Obrajii tai ca doua flacari de rubin 
Buzele-ti ca dou pasari de coral 
Ca un sarat, inmiresmat §i dulce val... 


buze pline §i rosii 

gropite in obrajii taiati in piatra dura 
cu osatura clara, fina 
peste care coboara-ncet 
ca un voal 

a ochilor calda lumina... 


Stele sclipeau pe cer a§a de reci 

a§a frumoase, in picioare calcam scarjaind 

ale zapezii 

incandescente nestemate... 

cazand incet pe felinare, fulg dupa fulg 

ca fulgul de u§or, era al meu nespus din suflet 

dor 

dupa-ai tai ochi arzand fierbinji. sub fruntea 

arcuita-u^or 

de o chemare de amor 

stele sclipeau pe cer atat de departate 

atat de-apropiate, in picioare calcam ranind 

ale zapezii incandescente 

nestemate... 


Gatul tau 

Imi pare lujerul din care, -n taina 
Se varsa inserarea pe pamant 



Acoperind pamantul cu calda-ntunecime 
A noptii si a stelelor arzand 
mocnit... 

asa sunt de albastri ochii tai... 

ca doua stele-ntunecate, pline de noapte... 

de granit... 

§i totu§i, dulce inserarea 
calda, mmiresmata-a primaverii 
aduce-n ochii-ti o lumina... 
de vraja lunii peste bolti de frunze 
plina 


o calda, dulce, nelinistit 

lumina 


cautam raspunsuri in berea cea amara, in ochii-ti 
calzi §i cruzi.... 

se-mpotmoleau semne de-ntrebare in gustul 
fructelor de duzi 

in zambetu-Ji neinceput, pierdut 

risipit pe aripi moi de somptuoasa primavara... 

intr-o inserare-n seara, atat de dulce 

de amara 

simteam crescand in mine dorinta tot mai mare 
sa te scufunzi incet, tot mai incet 
in ochii-mi umezi, in ochii-mi uzi... 
se-mpotmoleau semne de-ntrebare in ochii-ti 
calzi §i cruzi... 


te iubesc, dulcele meu, dulceaja mea. 


I wish you, my lord, I love you. 

dragostea mea, te doresc §i te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu dulce. 
Watching the mirror of the sea... 




A dreamy glance it seems.... 

But with a deeep conscience in his fine eyes 
Of a bruise-blue colour 
Shadowed by the glasses 

The smile that starts from the inside and 
is stops into the eyes 
and lips 

with its broken flight... 

looking at the undine sea that waves 

is foaming underneath.... 

Lips full and red 

Dimples in the cheeks cut in hard stone 
With clear, fine bones 
Whereover it is falling slowly 
Like a veil 

Of eyes warm, dreamy glance... 

With a smile a little sad... 

If it wouldn't be a trait of the nature of this man 
With high, oval, large forehead 

and the pronounced apple of Adam.... 

a bruise shawl of fine wool surrounds his neck 

in discrete tones... 

likewise the struggle of the clouds 




caught in the storm 


Mystery?... 

There isn't mystery out here. 

It is the thought 

What he does to think 

An unclear, indefinite, sweet feeling 

That lips are whispering, and the eyes borrow 

Their natural, soft colour. 


A fine pearly shell 

A silver lake arched under the clear of moon 
And maybe whispered thought 
Wherein the sadness is fading away, 
te iubesc, puiul meu dulce. 


I love you, my sweetness, my chicken ... 


Your blue-purple eyes disturbed me ... 

Like two topaz sapphires 
Like a green, salty scented salt 
Your violet eyes have flared. 

Price sapphire by which the soul of the chest 
Shed light 
From the fine tips 

Above the buds of rebellious thoughts and dreams 
Loaded with dew and stars ... 


Like two precious stones, like two agates, like two pencils 
Your eyes glow dark in the night 
With their hot, dazzling light... 

Pieces of junk shining extinguished in the fireplace ... 

Your cheeks like two ruby flames 

Your lips like two coral birds 

Like a salty, admired and sweet wave ... 


full and red lips 

holes in the cheeks cut into hard stone 
with a clear, fine frame 
over which it descends slowly 
like a veil 

of the eyes warm light... 


Dulcele meu, te iubesc, dulcele meu Victor si te doresc, puiul meu. 





Little prcious stones 



iubesc, 


dragostea mea. 


The stars were glittering on the sky, so far away 
So beautiful 

In my footsteps I was pressing down the 
Incandescent gems of the snow. 

Falling down on the street-candles, flake after flake 
as lightly as the snow, it was my unspoken 
longing 
soul. 


After your eyes burning ardent, under the forehead 

slightly arched 

of a sweet love calling. 

The stars were glittering on the sky, 
so far away, so closely 

In my footsteps I was pressing down wounding the 
Incandescent gems of the snow. 


dragostea mea iubita si dorita, te iubesc. 
Your eyes... 

te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 





Your neck 

It seeems to me the stalk from which, in mystery 
It poors out the sweet nightfall 
on the ground 

Covering the earth with warmy darkness 
Of the night and of the burning stars 
Glittering smoldered... 

So blue are your eyes 

Likewise two darkened stars, full of night... 

Of thunderstorm streak.... 

And though... The sweet twilight 

warm sweet odoured of the springtime 

brings out in your eyes a dark blue light... 

full of mystery of moonrays passing through the arch of leaves 

a sweet warm unknown eyelight... 


te iubesc, dulce, dulce... 


we were looking for answers in the bitter beer, in your eyes 
iubesc. 

Your cruel and warm eyes... 



I was looking for answers in the bitter beer, in your 
warm and cruel eyes... 

There were sluttering question signs in the taste 
of fruits of the mulberry tree 

In your fading away, lost smile... 

scattered on the soft wings of somptuous spring... 

in a crepuscule, falling down of the night 

so sweet, so bitter... 

I was feeeling rising up in me bigger and bigger a desire 
to drawn yourself slowly and slowly.... 
in my soft, wet eyes... 





There were sluttering signs of questions in your cruel 
and warm eyes... 


In your fading away, lost smile... 

scattered on the soft wings of somptuous spring... 

in a crepuscule, falling down of the night 

so sweet, so bitter... 


te iubesc, Victor si te doresc... 
sotul meu dulce §i iubit, puiul meu. 

I love you, my sweet, my sweetness. 

Sotul meu, Anima mea Dulce, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor,puiul meu, dulcele meu, dragostea mea. 
Prolog 

Senzatii si emotii ciudate ma-mpresoara 
Acum cand sarcina-mi devine mai usoara 
Atunci cand, trecuta de-al tineretii prag 
Privesc in urma la verdele sirag... 


Istorii vechi, ciudate, copilaresti se infasoara 
Pe-al tineretii, verde, crud sirag 
-aducand in minte-mi, ca un verde brad 
Icoana veche-a copilarestilor mele vise 

Din care cateva au fost descrise 
Altele-asteapta-al nehotararii prag 
Sa treaca podul celor ce n-au fost scrise 
Aduse intr-al timpului gulag 

Visului, oniricului circumscrise.... 

Asteapta, suflet tanar la-ntalniri cu vremea 
Batrana ce asteapta, in livada cu pruni 
A batranestii mele case 

Un nou avant, o noua suflare, unnou de viata lin rasuflet 
Nascut din camea vechii suferinti 
Cu care, pornind la drum, dulce si lin ti-alinti 
Trecutele spasmodicele vise 


De a calca pe stele si-n inalt 

De-a calca pe iarba amara ce creste peste Luna 

De a sopti, cand stelele tresalt 

A marii intunecata, verde spuma 

De a sopti, cu buze de huma si pamant 
A1 tineretii, copilariei, dulce cant. 


I desire and I love you, Victor, my baby, my sweet, my love. 
Prologue 




Strange sensations and emotions overwhelm me 
Now when my pregnancy gets easier 
When, past the threshold of youth 
Looking back at the green string ... 


Strange, strange, childhood stories are wrapped up 
On the youth, green, raw thorn 
- bearing in my mind, like a green fir 
The old icon of my childhood dreams 

Of which a few have been described 
Others-expect-of the threshold uncertainty 
To cross the bridge of those who have not been written 
Brought in the gulag time 

The dream, the dream circumscribed .... 

Wait, young soul at date meetings 
Old woman waiting, in the plum orchard 
To my old houses 

A new breakthrough, a new breath, a breath of new life 
Bom from the flesh of the old suffering 

With which, starting on the road, sweet and smooth you adhere 
Spasmodic past dreams 


To step on the stars and high 

Riding on the bitter grass growing over the moon 

To whisper when the stars burst 

Of the dark sea, green foam 

To whisper, with lips of smoke and earth 
Of youth, childhood, sweet singing. 

Psalm 119 

1. Happy there are those sinless on their path, who walk always after the laws of God. 

2. Happy there are those who guard Thy commandments, who they seek Thee from all their heart, who doesn’t 
make any lawlessness and they walk within Thy paths! 

3. Thou gave your commandments for to be guarded with holiness. 

4. O, if my paths will goal to the guarding of Thy paths! 

5. Then I will not blush of shame to the seeing of all Thy commandments! 

6.1 will praise Thou with innocent heart when I will learn the laws of your rightness! 

7.1 want to guard Thy orders: do not leave me at all! 

8. How will keep the youngster clean his path? Leading after Thy Word. 

9.1 look for Thee from all my heart; do no let me to go wrong from Thy commandments. 

10.1 gather and praise Thy Word in my heart, for not to sin before Thee! 

11. Blessed to be Thou, My Lord! Teach me Thy laws and commandments! 

12. With my lips I let it know all the decisions of Thy mouth. 

13. When I follow Thy teachings, I am joyful as though I would have all the treasures. 

14.1 think deeply to Thy commandments and Thy paths I have them beneath my eyes 

15.1 find my happiness in Thy laws and I do not forget Thy Word. 



16. Do what is good to your servant,to live and to behold Thy Word! 

17. Open my eyes, to see the beautiful things of Thy Law! 

18.1 am a foreigner on the Earth: do not hide from me Thy commandments! 

19. Always my soul is melting from longing after Thy laws. 

20. Thou quarrel the supercilious ones, those cursed evil ones who abide from Thy laws. 

21. Raise from myself the mockery and the despise, for I guard Thy teachings! 

22. Let them still stay the princes and voivodes and to talk against me; your servant is thinking deeply to Thy 
sacred laws. 

23. Thy teachings are the joy of my heart and my advicers. 

24. My soul is stuck from the clay: make me alive and fresh again after Thy covenant 

25.1 am recounting my paths and Thou listen to me: teach me Thy sacred laws! 

26. Make me understand the path of your commandments and I will meditate to Thy wonderful things! 

27. My soul is crying from pain; raise me, after Thy Word! 

28. Depart me from the path of unbelief to Thou and give me Thy forgiveness, for to follow Thy Law! 

29.1 keep straight to Thy teachings, God, don’t let me of shame! 

30.1 am running on the path of Thy commandments, for Thou put my heart in her large. 

31. Teach me, O, God, the path of your sacred laws, for to keep it until the end. 

32. Give me skillfulness, for to guard Thy Law and to keep it from all my heart! 

33. Teach me and advice me on the path of Thy commandments, for I like it! 

34. Bend my heart to Thy teachings, and not for gaining material wealth! 

35. Depart my eyes from the seeing of the desert things, make me alive in Thy path! 

36. Accomplish thy legacy towards Thy servant, the legacy made for those who have a sacred fear of Thee! 

37. Depart from me the mockery I fear about! For Thy judgments are full of goodness. 

38. Behold, I wish to accomplish your commandments: make me live in the unsinfulness asked by Thee! 

39. Let it come, my Lord, Thy mercy upon me, thy redemption, after Thy given word! 

40. And then I will be able to answer to that who mockers me, for I trust Thy Word. 

41. Don’t take at all from my mouth the word of the truth! For I strive Thy judgments to come true. 

42.1 will guard Thy Law uninterruptedly, always and for eternity. 

43.1 will walk in a large place, for I seek thy commandments. 

44.1 will talk about Thy teachings before the emperors and it will not blush my cheek. 

45.1 find the joy of my heart in Thy commandments, for I love them. 

46.1 stretch my hands towards Thy commandments, where on I love them and I want to think deeply to Thy 
sacred laws. 

47. Remember, o. Lord, about the promise given to your servant, where in Thou make me put my hope! 

48. This is my caress in my misfortune: that Thy promise gives me life again. 

49. Some trespassings, some mockerers throw to me mockers, still I do not depart from Thy Law. 

50.1 think of Thy judgments from old times, oh, Lord, and I find in my soul peace and comfort. 

51. It comprises me a burning anger and fury for the seeing of the evil ones, who leave your law. 

52. Thy laws and sacred orders are the este bine, dulceaata mea?....the opportunity of my chants in the house of 
my wanderings. 

53. At night I remember of Thy Name,my Lord, and I guard Thy law. 

54. That it is proper for me, for I guard Thy Laws. 

55. My part, oh, my Lord, I say it, is to guard Thy words. 

56.1 praise Thou from all my heart:have mercy of me, after Thy promise! 

57.1 think of my paths and straighten my legs to Thy righteous judgments. 

58.1 wake up at Midnight to praise Thou for Thy righteous judgments. 

59.1 am friend with those who are afraid of Thou and those who guard Thy commandments. 

60. The Earth, Oh, Lord, is full of thy goodness; teach me Thy righteous teachings! 

61. Thou make good to Thy servant oh, Lord, after Thy legacy. 

62. Teach me to have understanding and skillfulness, for I believe in Thy commandments! 

63. Until I was humble, I was wandering; but now I respect Thy Word. 

64. Thou are good and benefactor; teach me Thy commandments! 

65. Some supercilious are woving the untruth before me; but i guard from all my heat Thy commandments. 




66. Their hearts is unfeeling like fat, but I myself I find my pleasure in Thy law. 

67. It is for my own good that Thou humbled me, for to learn Thy laws and commandments. 

68. More it praises for me the law of Thy mouth than a thousand of things made of gold and silver. 

69. Thy hands made me and prepared me with skill; give me skillfulness to learn Thy commandments! 

70. Who they are afraid of Thee they see me and they are joyful, for they put their hope in Thy legacy. 

71.1 know, my Lord, that Thy judgments are righteous: from the faithful Thou humbled me. 

72. Do such way that your goodness to be my comfort, as Thou promised to Thy servant! 

73. Let them come over me Thy mercies, for to live, because Thy Law is my delight. 

74. Let them to be foreheaded the supercilious who are tormenting me without a foundament! For I myself I 
think deeply of Thy commandments. 

75. Let them to return to me they who are afraid of Thou and know your teaching! 

76. My heart not to be apart in Thy laws and orders, for not to be ashamed in front of others! 

77. My soul is striving after Thy redemption; I put my hope in Thy legacy. 

78. My eyes are melting after Thy promise and legacy and I tell: ’’When will Thou caress me?” 

79. For I arrived as some bellows put in smoke, though I never forget Thy teachings and commandments. 

80. Which is the number of the days of Thy servant? When will Thou punish those who are following me and 
imprisoning me? 

81. Some supercilious are digging pits before me; they aren’t working after Thy Law. 

82. All Thy commandments aren’t than faithfulness; they are following me and torturing me with no base: help 
me! 

83. Ready, ready to put me down, and to take my poor soul, but I do not leave Thy commandments. 

84. Make me alive and fresh after Thy benevolence, for to guard the teachings of Thy mouth! 

85. Thy word, Oh, Lord, lasts for ever in Heavens. 

86. Thy faithfulness holds from gentile to gentile, Thou have founded the Earth,and it remains hard. 

87. After Thy laws it keeps standing everything today, for all the things are subjected to Thee. 

88. If there wasn’t Thy Law my delight, I would have perished in my sin. 

89.1 will never forget Thy commandments, for through them Thou make me live. 

90.1 am Thy: save my soul, for I seek Thy commandments! 

91. Some evil ones are waiting for me to lose myself, but I pay attention to Thy teachings. 

92.1 see that all which is plentiful has edges, your commandments are though unlimitness. 

93. How much I love your Law! All day long I am thinking of it. 

94. Thy commandments make me wiser than all my teachers, for I think of Thy teachings. 

95.1 am more taught than all my teachers, for i think to Thy teachings. 

96.1 am more skillful than the old ones, for I respect and guard Thy commandments. 

97.1 keep my foot away from all the evil paths, to guard Thy Word. 

98.1 do not depart from Thy laws, for Thou are teaching me. 

99. How sweet are Thy words for the palate of my mouth! Sweeter than the honey in my mouth! 

100. Through your commandments I become more skillful that is why I hate any path of the lie. 

101. Thy Word is a candle for my feet and a light on my little path. 

102.1 swear, and I will keep my word, that I will guard Thy righteous laws. 

103.1 am very bitter: make me fresh and alive, Oh, Lord, after Thy Word! 

104. Receive, my God, the feelings that my body is feeling them and my mouth is telling them,and teach me 
Thy Laws! 

105. My life is unceaselessly in danger, and nevertheless i do not forget Thy Law. 

106. Some evil ones are stretching to me snares, but I do not get lost from Thy commandments. 

107. Thy teachings are my eternal heritage, because they are the joys of my heart. 

108.1 bend my heart to accomplish Thy sacred orders, always and until the end. 

109.1 hate the undecided people, but I love Thy Law. 

110. Thou are my shelter and my shield;I put my hope in Thy promise. 

111. Depart from me, the evil ones, for to guard the commandments of my Lord God Almighty! 

112. Be my support, for to be escaped and to be unceaselessly joyful for Thy sacred laws! 

113. Thou despise all those who depart from your holy laws, for their deceiveness is useless. 

114. As the foam Thou take all the evil ones from the Earth, that’s why I love Thy teachings. 



115. My flesh thrills from your fear and I am afraid of Thy judgments. 

116.1 guard the law and the rightness; don’t let me in the will of my beholders! 

117. Take under your shield the good of Thy servant and do no let me be stepped down by some supercilious 

118. My eyes are melting after Thy redemption, and after your righteous promise. 

119. Behave with Thy servant after your goodness and teach me Thy sacred laws! 

120. It is the time that my Lord to work, for they are trespassing Thy Laws. 

121. That’s why, I love Thy commandments more than the gold, yes, more than the pure gold. 

122. That’s why, I find them right all Thy commandments and I hate any path of lie. 

123. Thy teachings are wonderful, that’s why my soul is guarding them. 

124. The discovery, unfolding of Thy words gives light, wisdom to those without wickedness. 

125.1 open my mouth and I sigh and I suspirate, for I am thirsty after Thy commandments. 

126. Turn Thy Face back to me and have mercy on me, after Thy custom towards those who love Thy Name! 

127. Strengthen my steps in Thy Word and do no let any unlawfulness to reign over me! 

128. Save me and relieve me from under the oppression of the people, for to guard Thy commandments! 

129. Let Thy Face shine over Thy servant and teach me Thy holy laws! 

130. My eyes are pouring streams of water, because Thy Law isn’t guarded. 

131. Thou are righteous, God, my Lord, and Thy judgments are sinless. 

132. Thou are founding the teachings on the rightness and on the highest faithfulness. 

133. My bitter effort is biting me, for my enemies forget Thy words. 

134. Thy word is utterly tried through fire, and Thy servant loves it. 

135.1 am small and despised, but I do not forget Thy commandments. 

136. Thy rightness is an eternal rightness and Thy Law is the truth. 

137. The distress and suffering are reaching me, but Thy commandments are my delight. 

138. Thy teachings are righteous on eternity: give me wisdom to live! 

139.1 call Thou from all my heart: listen to me, Oh, God, for to guard Thy holy laws! 

140.1 call Thou: redeem me and save my soul for to guard Thy teachings! 

142.1 take my path before the night guards and I open my eyes, for to think deeply to Thy Word. 

143. Listen to my voice,after Thy goodness, refresh me, God, after your judgment! 

144. They are coming nearer those who follow the injustice and they depart from Thy Law. 

145. But Thou are beside me, Oh, Lord, and all Thy commandments are the truth. 

146. For a long time I know, from Thy teachings, that Thou have laid them for ever. 

147. Thou see, my Lord, my sins, and save me, for I don’t forget Thy Law. 

148. Thou defend my soul and redeem him, refresh my heart in me, after Thy legacy! 

149. The redemption is far away from the evil ones, for they don’t seek Thy Floly Laws. 

150. Great are Thy mercies,oh, my Lord! Refresh my mind after Thy judgments. 

151. There are many my persecutors and my enemies who follow me, but I do not depart from Thy Floly 
teachings. 

152.1 see with disgust the unbelievers in Thou, who don’t guard Thy Word. 

153. Thou see how much I love myself Thy commandments; refresh my God after your goodness! 

154. The foundation of Thy Word is the truth and all Thy righteous Laws are eternal. 

155. Some voivodes are persecuting me without any foundation, but my heart doesn’t tremble than of Thy 
words. 

156.1 am joyful for Thy Word as the one who finds out a great treasure. 

157.1 hate and I cannot stand the lie, but I love Thy law. 

158. Seven times a day I praise to Thou because of your righteous laws. 

159. Much peace have the ones who love Thy Floly Law and they don’t suffer any misfortune. 

160.1 put my hope in Thy redemption, my Lord, and I accomplish Thy commandments. 

161. My soul keeps Thy teachings and I love them with all my heart! 

162.1 guard Thy commandments and teachings for all my paths are before Thou. 

163. Let my shout arrive up to Thou, God, my Lord! Give me wisdom, after Thy promise and legacy! 

164. Let my request arrive up to Thou! Redeem me, after Thy promise and legacy! 

165. My lips to chant and to proclaim Your praise, for Thou are teaching me Thy Floly Laws! 

166. Let chant my tongue Thy Word, for all thy commandments are righteous! 



167. Thy Holy Hand to be of my help, for I have chosen Thy commandments! 

168.1 sigh and suspirate after Thy redemption, God, my Lord, and Thy holy Law is the joy of my heart, my 
delight. 

169. Let my soul live for ever and to praise Thou, and Thy judgments to support me! 

170.1 am wandering like a lost sheep: my Lord, o, God, the Redeemer and my Salvation, seek thy servant, for 
I do not forget Thy commandments! 

Translation: Elena-Natalia Galatan-Nemes 
Te iubesc, puisorul meu Tudor, dragul meu Victor. 

A Psalm of Elena-Natalia Galatan-Nemes 
Corrected (again) on Sunday, 15.12.2019, at 4.37 


Te doresc, Te iubesc Puiul meu. Iubitul meu Victor, Dulcele meu Victor. 

Psalm 119 

1. Happy there are those sinless on their path, who walk always after the laws of God. 

2. Happy there are those who guard Thy commandments, who they seek Thee from all their heart, who doesn’t 
make any lawlessness and they walk within Thy paths! 

3. Thou gave your commandments for to be guarded with holiness. 

4. O, if my paths will goal to the guarding of Thy paths! 

5. Then I will not blush of shame to the seeing of all Thy commandments! 

6.1 will praise Thou with innocent heart when I will learn the laws of your rightness! 

7.1 want to guard Thy orders: do not leave me at all! 

8. How will keep the youngster clean his path? Leading after Thy Word. 

9.1 look for Thee from all my heart; do no let me to go wrong from Thy commandments. 

10.1 gather and praise Thy Word in my heart, for not to sin before Thee! 

11. Blessed to be Thou, My Lord! Teach me Thy laws and commandments! 

12. With my lips I let it know all the decisions of Thy mouth. 

13. When I follow Thy teachings, I am joyful as though I would have all the treasures. 

14.1 think deeply to Thy commandments and Thy paths I have them beneath my eyes 

15.1 find my happiness in Thy laws and I do not forget Thy Word. 

16. Do what is good to your servant,to live and to behold Thy Word! 

17. Open my eyes, to see the beautiful things of Thy Law! 

18.1 am a foreigner on the Earth: do not hide from me Thy commandments! 

19. Always my soul is melting from longing after Thy laws. 

20. Thou quarrel the supercilious ones, those cursed evil ones who abide from Thy laws. 

21. Raise from myself the mockery and the despise, for I guard Thy teachings! 

22. Let them still stay the princes and voivodes and to talk against me; your servant is thinking deeply to Thy 
sacred laws. 

23. Thy teachings are the joy of my heart and my advicers. 

24. My soul is stuck from the clay: make me alive and fresh again after Thy covenant 

25.1 am recounting my paths and Thou listen to me: teach me Thy sacred laws! 

26. Make me understand the path of your commandments and I will meditate to Thy wonderful things! 

27. My soul is crying from pain; raise me, after Thy Word! 

28. Depart me from the path of unbelief to Thou and give me Thy forgiveness, for to follow Thy Law! 

29.1 keep straight to Thy teachings, God, don’t let me of shame! 

30.1 am running on the path of Thy commandments, for Thou put my heart in her large. 

31. Teach me, O, God, the path of your sacred laws, for to keep it until the end. 

32. Give me skillfulness, for to guard Thy Law and to keep it from all my heart! 

33. Teach me and advice me on the path of Thy commandments, for I like it! 

34. Bend my heart to Thy teachings, and not for gaining material wealth! 

35. Depart my eyes from the seeing of the desert things, make me alive in Thy path! 



36. Accomplish thy legacy towards Thy servant, the legacy made for those who have a sacred fear of Thee! 

37. Depart from me the mockery I fear about! For thy judgments are full of goodness. 

38. Behold, I wish to accomplish your commandments: make me live in the unsinfulness asked by Thee! 

39. Let it come, my Lord, Thy mercy upon me, thy redemption, after Thy given word! 

40. And then I will be able to answer to that who mockers me, for I trust Thy Word. 

41. Don’t take at ah from my mouth the word of the truth! For I strive Thy judgments to come true. 

42.1 will guard Thy Law uninterruptedly, always and for eternity. 

43.1 will walk in a large place, for I seek thy commandments. 

44.1 will talk about Thy teachings before the emperors and it will not blush my cheek. 

45.1 find the joy of my heart in Thy commandments, for I love them. 

46.1 stretch my hands towards Thy commandments, where on I love them and I want to think deeply to Thy 
sacred laws. 

47. Remember, o. Lord, about the promise given to your servant, where in Thou make me put my hope! 

48. This is my caress in my misfortune: that Thy promise gives me life again. 

49. Some trespassings, some mockerers throw to me mockers, still I do not depart from Thy Law. 

50.1 think of Thy judgments from old times, oh, Lord, and I find in my soul peace and comfort. 

51. It comprises me a burning anger and fury for the seeing of the evil ones, who leave your law. 

52. Thy laws and sacred orders are the este bine, dulceaata mea?....the opportunity of my chants in the house of 
my wanderings. 

53. At night I remember of Thy Name,my Lord, and I guard Thy law. 

54. That it is proper for me, for I guard Thy Laws. 

55. My part, oh, my Lord, I say it, is to guard thy words. 

56.1 praise Thou from ah my heart:have mercy of me, after thy promise! 

57.1 think of my paths and straighten my legs to Thy righteous judgments. 

58.1 wake up at Midnight to praise Thou for Thy righteous judgments. 

59.1 am friend with those who are afraid of Thee and those who guard your commandments. 

60. The Earth, Oh, Lord, is full of thy goodness; teach me Thy righteous teachings! 

61. Thou make good to Thy servant oh, Lord, after Thy legacy. 

62. Teach me to have understanding and skillfulness, for I believe in Thy commandments! 

63. Until I was humble, I was wandering; but now I respect Thy Word. 

64. Thou are good and benefactor; teach me Thy commandments! 

65. Some supercilious are woving the untruth before me; but i guard from ah my heat Thy commandments. 

66. Their hearts is unfeeling like fat, but I myself I find my pleasure in Thy law. 

67. It is for my own good that Thou humbled me, for to learn Thy laws and commandments. 

68. More it praises for me the law of Thy mouth than a thousand of things made of gold and silver. 

69. Thy hands made me and prepared me with skill; give me skillfulness to learn Thy commandments! 

70. Who they are afraid of Thee they see me and they are joyful, for they put their hope in Thy legacy. 

71.1 know, my Lord, that Thy judgments are righteous: from the faithful Thou humbled me. 

72. Do such way that your goodness to be my comfort, as Thou promised to Thy servant! 

73. Let them come over me Thy mercies, for to live, because Thy Law is my delight. 

74. Let them to be foreheaded the supercilious who are tormenting me without a foundament! For I myself I 
think deeply of Thy commandments. 

75. Let them to return to me they who are afraid of Thee and know your teaching! 

76. My heart not to be apart in Thy laws and orders, for not to be ashamed in front of others! 

77. My soul is striving after Thy redemption; I put my hope in Thy legacy. 

78. My eyes are melting after Thy promise and legacy and I tell: ’’When will Thou caress me?” 

79. For I arrived as some bellows put in smoke, though I never forget Thy teachings and commandments. 

80. Which is the number of the days of Thy servant? When will Thou punish those who are following me and 
imprisoning me? 

81. Some supercilious are digging pits before me; they aren’t working after Thy Law. 

82. A11 Thy commandments aren’t than faithfulness; they are following me and torturing me with no base: help 
me! 

83. Ready, ready to put me down, and to take my poor soul, but I do not leave Thy commandments. 




84. Make me alive and fresh after Thy benevolence, for to guard the teachings of Thy mouth! 

85. Thy word, Oh, Lord, lasts for ever in Heavens. 

86. Thy faithfulness holds from gentile to gentile, Thou have founded the Earth,and it remains hard. 

87. After Thy laws it keeps standing everything today, for all the things are subjected to Thee. 

88. If there wasn’t Thy Law my delight, I would have perished in my sin. 

89.1 will never forget Thy commandments, for through them Thou make me live. 

90.1 am Thy: save my soul, for I seek Thy commandments! 

91. Some evil ones are waiting for me to lose myself, but I pay attention to Thy teachings. 

92.1 see that all which is plentiful has edges, your commandments are though unlimitness. 

93. How much I love your Law! All day long I am thinking of it. 

94. Thy commandments make me wiser than all my teachers, for I think of Thy teachings. 

95.1 am more taught than all my teachers, for i think to Thy teachings. 

96.1 am more skillful than the old ones, for I respect and guard Thy commandments. 

97.1 keep my foot away from all the evil paths, to guard Thy Word. 

98.1 do not depart from Thy laws, for Thou are teaching me. 

99. How sweet are Thy words for the palate of my mouth! Sweeter than the honey in my mouth! 

100. Through your commandments I become more skillful that is why I hate any path of the lie. 

101. Thy Word is a candle for my feet and a light on my little path. 

102.1 swear, and I will keep my word, that I will guard Thy righteous laws. 

103.1 am very bitter: make me fresh and alive, Oh, Lord, after Thy Word! 

104. Receive, my God, the feelings that my body is feeling them and my mouth is telling them,and teach me 
Thy Laws! 

105. My life is unceaselessly in danger, and nevertheless i do not forget Thy Law. 

106. Some evil ones are stretching to me snares, but I do not get lost from Thy commandments. 

107. Thy teachings are my eternal heritage, because they are the joys of my heart. 

108.1 bend my heart to accomplish Thy sacred orders, always and until the end. 

109.1 hate the undecided people, but I love Thy Law. 

110. Thou are my shelter and my shield;I put my hope in Thy promise. 

111. Depart from me, the evil ones, for to guard the commandments of my Lord God Almighty! 

112. Be my support, for to be escaped and to be unceaselessly joyful for Thy sacred laws! 

113. Thou despise all those who depart from your holy laws, for their deceiveness is useless. 

114. As the foam Thou take all the evil ones from the Earth, That’s why I love Thy teachings. 

115. My flesh thrills from your fear and I am afraid of Thy judgments. 

116.1 guard the law and the rightness; don’t let me in the will of my beholders! 

117. Take under your shield the good of Thy servant and do no let me be stepped down by some supercilious 

118. My eyes are melting after Thy redemption, and after your righteous promise. 

119. Behave with Thy servant after your goodness and teach me Thy sacred laws! 

120. It is the time that my Lord to work, for they are trespassing Thy Laws. 

121. That’s why, I love Thy commandments more than the gold, yes, more than the pure gold. 

122. That’s why, I find them right all Thy commandments and I hate any path of lie. 

123. Thy teachings are wonderful, that’s why my soul is guarding them. 

124. The discovery, unfolding of Thy words gives light, wisdom to those without wickedness. 

125.1 open my mouth and I sigh and I suspirate, for I am thirsty after Thy commandments. 

126. Turn Thy Lace back to me and have mercy on me, after Thy custom towards those who love Thy Name! 

127. Strengthen my steps in Thy Word and do no let any unlawfulness to reign over me! 

128. Save me and relieve me under the oppression of the people, for to guard Thy commandments! 

129. Let Thy Lace shine over Thy servant and teach me Thy holy laws! 

130. My eyes are pouring streams of water, because Thy Law isn’t guarded. 

131. Thou are righteous, God, my Lord, and Thy judgments are sinless. 

132. Thou are founding the teachings on the rightness and on the highest faithfulness. 

133. My bitter effort is biting me, for my enemies forget Thy words. 

134. Thy word is utterly tried through fire, and Thy servant loves it. 

135.1 am small and despised, but I do not forget Thy commandments. 



136. Thy rightness is an eternal rightness and Thy Law is the truth. 

137. The distress and suffering are reaching me, but thy commandments are my delight. 

138. Thy teachings are righteous on eternity: give me wisdom to live! 

139.1 call Thou from all my heart: listen to me, Oh, God, for to guard Thy holy laws! 

140.1 call Thou: redeem me and save my soul for to guard Thy teachings! 

142.1 take my path before the night guards and I open my eyes, for to think deeply to Thy Word. 

143. Listen to my voice,after Thy goodness, refresh me, God, after your judgment! 

144. They are coming nearer those who follow the injustice and they depart from Thy Law. 

145. But Thou are beside me, Oh, Lord, and all Thy commandments are the truth. 

146. For a long time I know, from Thy teachings, that Thou have laid them for ever. 

147. Thou see, my Lord, my sins, and save me, for I don’t forget Thy Law. 

148. Thou defend my soul and redeem him, refresh my heart in me, after Thy legacy! 

149. The redemption is far away from the evil ones, for they don”t seek thy Holy Laws. 

150. Great are Thy mercies,oh, my Lord! Refresh my mind after Thy judgments. 

151. There are many my persecutors and my enemies who follow me, but I do not depart from Thy Holy 
teachings. 

152.1 see with disgust the unbelievers in Thee, who don’t guard Thy Word. 

153. Thou see how much I love myself Thy commandments; refresh my God after your goodness! 

154. The foundation of Thy Word is the truth and all Thy righteous Laws are eternal. 

155. Some voivodes are persecuting me without any foundation, but my heart doesn’t tremble than of Thy 
words. 

156.1 am joyful for Thy Word as the one who finds out a great treasure. 

157.1 hate and I cannot stand the lie, but I love Thy law. 

158. Seven times a day I praise to Thee because of your righteous laws. 

159. Much peace have the ones who love Thy Holy Law and they don’t suffer any misfortune. 

160.1 put my hope in Thy redemption, my lord, and I accomplish Thy commandments. 

161. My soul keeps Thy teachings and I love them with all my heart! 

162.1 guard Thy commandments and teachings for all my paths are before Thee. 

163. Let my shout arrive up to Thee, God, my Lord! Give me wisdom, after Thy promise and legacy! 

164. Let my request arrive up to Thee! Redeem me, after Thy promise and legacy! 

165. My lips to chant and to proclaim Your praise, for Thou are teaching me Thy Holy Laws! 

166. Let chant my tongue Thy Word, for all thy commandments are righteous! 

167. Thy Holy Hand to be of my help, for I have chosen Thy commandments! 

168.1 sigh and suspirate after Thy redemption, God, my Lord, and Thy holy Law is the joy of my heart, my 
delight. 

169. Let my soul live for ever and to praise Thou, and thy judgments to support me! 

170.1 am wandering like a lost sheep: my Lord, o, God, the Redeemer and my Salvation, seek thy servant, for 
I do not forget Thy commandments! 

Translation: Natalia Galatan 

Te iubesc, puisorul meu Tudor, dragul meu Victor. 

Te iubesc, dulcisor dorit si iubit. 


Psalmul 100 
Un psalm de lauda 

1 Strigati de* bucurie catre Domnul, toti locuitorii pamantului! 

*Ps 95:1; Ps 98:4; 

2 Slujiji Domnului cu bucurie, veniti cu veselie inaintea Lui! 

3 Sa stiti ca Domnul este Dumnezeu! El* ne-a facut, ai Lui suntem: noi suntem poporul** Lui si turma pasunii 
Lui. 

* Ps 119:73; Ps 139:13; Ps 149:2; Efes 2:10; ** Ps 95:7; Ezec 34:30; Ezec 34:31; 

4 Intrati* cu laude pe purple Lui, intrati cu cantari in curtilc Lui! Laudati-L si binecuvantati-I Numele! 



* Ps 66:3; Ps 116:17-19; 

5 Caci Domnul este bun; bunatatea Lui line in* veci si credinciosia Lui, din neam in neam. 

Palm 100 
A psalm of glory 

1. Shout from joy to the God, all the inhabitants of the Earth! 

*Ps 95:1; Ps 98:4; 

2. Serve God with joy, come joyful before His Holy Face! 

3. Do we know that God is the God! He made us from Earth with alive breath, to Thy we are: we are His 
gentile and the flock of His pastureland. 

* Ps 119:73; Ps 139:13; Ps 149:2; Efes 2:10; ** Ps 95:7; Ezec 34:30; Ezec 34:31; 

4. Enter with prayers on his gates, enter with Holy Chants in His yards! Praise Him and bless His Name! 

* Ps 66:3; Ps 116:17-19; 

5. For God is good; His goodness lasts for ever and His faithful, from gentile to gentile. 

A prayer of Natalia Galatan 

Te iubesc, dulcisor iubit. Victor, Puiul mu. 

Dulceata mea, Te doresc si Te iubesc Victor, puiul meu, dragostea mea. Psalmul 151 
Un psalm al lui David 


Doamne degraba auzi-ma 

Ca a slabit Duhulin mine 

si m-am apropiat de Groapa Mortilor. 

Nu Te departa de la mine, nici nu-Ti lua fata Ta cea Sfanta de la mine 
Ci degraba auzi-ma 

si-mai vartos de pacatul meusi de nelegiuirea mea ma curateste. 

Caciiata, Doamne, m-am imbracat in sac 

si-mi smulg periicpului meu, de multimea faraelegilor mele 

si a pacatelor in care m-a zamislit Maica mea. 

Caci uata, Aevarulai iubit 

Li cele ascunse s-au aratt Fesei Tale celei Sfinte siDuhului Taucelui Sfant... 

Nu-Ti lepada, Doamne, mila ta cea sfanta de la mine 
Nici nu fugi de multimea faradelegilor mele 
Ci ca un bun si iubitor de oameni 
Cauta si acum cu osardie pe Robul Tau 

s alearga Doamne in apararea mea si-n zidirea Firii celei noi in mine 

ca Tu esti Doioamne Dumnezeul meu 
si eu sunt lucrul mainilor Tale 
caciiata, credincuiosia Ta tine din veac in veac 
si Marirea si Slava Ta dinneam in neam. 

Caci Tie Lauda aduc, si multumire pentru toate 
Ca unui bun iubitor de oameni. 

Acum si Purure si in vecii vecilor 
Amin. 



Puisor dulce, Sotul meu dorit, Te doresc si Te iubesc, dulceata mea, Victor, puiul meu. 
Far away... 

Far away the wavy hills were undulating in the sight 
Of that color of the autumn, green-yellow 
Some cottage here-there, some coquettish villa... 

Besides the yellow bricks of the town 

Flere it is another Ani, another Anca, another Cristina 

The taste of the unwrapped, disheveled at night, hitting itself by the soft topaz of her eyes 

By her soft figure, with the silvery crown 

Bent itself over the back 

By her aged figure, sprinkled, though childish 

By her face of the effigy, of byzantine icon 

The sadness of the past years gathered in some words 
Their whole sadness and their whole misery 
Misanthropy, melancholy, corpse brought by back 
Snuffing tobacco and grounding the head in a palm... 

Yellowing the right temple and 

stiffing the muscles of the neck 
A lady so gentle, so innocent, so smooth and kind 
Where on I was unjust 

...the true stories at night have always their purpose 

And the solitude wherein I have complained myself 

She is a Morgana-girl, a painful and accepted departure from life 

Whereon I pulled myself now with the joy 

of recovery 

Of the true neighbor from myself. 

Trying to recover me 

From noise, noise, sadness, solitude 

I find myself on the ridge of a high mountain 

Surrounded by snow 

I take the gun and I shoot myself 

I fall slowly through a kind of dark chaos - darkened matter 

Touching with the lips the earth 

From which (wherefrom) I hindered myself 


Trying to recover myself 
From noise, noise, sadness, solitude 
I find myself on the ridge of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow 

Scrisa in spital, perioada 20 septembrie - 3 octombrie 
Tradusa in engleza tot in spital. 

Written in the Emergency Flospital from Petrosani, period 20 September - 3 October 
Translated in English also in hospital (with three-four small correction at homejby Natalia Galatan 
Without Google Dictionary and Google Translate 


Dragostea mea, Puiul meu, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 
Fleart-shaped box 



In sfanta noapte de Ajun 

Cathy si tanarul Alain in sfarsitt se intalnira... 

Cearsafurile erau motolite 

de adanci si tulburatoare 

Ispite ale dragostei ce avusesera loc acolo 

Strapunse de intunecata dulceata... 

A tainelor si ispitelor lumesti... 


De faptfusese o intalnire de dragoste tulburatoare si impla. 
Mai intaiCathy ii vazu lui Alain chipul 
Fata lui rotunda, de lapte 

Pe care scanteia roz-aprins o scanteiere ca o vapaie 

Erau dulcile soapte ale amrului 

Pe care tanarl le primi indurerart in iept 

si carora nu ava cum sa se impotriveasca, cum sa lupte. 


Buzele luica doi lotusi imbobociti se deschisera ca un ”A” de 

Cand o vazu venind spre poarta 

Subtire si mladioasa ca un strugure dat in copt. 

Cu sanii ei imbobociti ca doua petle 

De trandafir moi si catifelate 

Cu surasul ei de regina a vanatorii 

Putin tandru, putin ingenuu, putin intrebator 

E il primi la poarta pe tanarul 

Fecior... 


Cathy, rsti tulburat yanarul 

Muindyuu-si buzele intr-ale ei, ca intr-un pahar de vin 
Te iubesc, te doresc 
Dulceata mea... 


Ajunsi in cmera, Alain ii cuprise talia in mainile lui 
Culcandu-se langa ea 

si privind-o in ochi cu dragoste, cu infinita dragoste.... 

iubita mea, ce dor mi-a fost de tine!... 

in timp ce sarutari fara de numar 

curgeau din buzele lui aprinse si inflacarate 

ca doua flacari de rubin. 


Ii saruta cuugingasie sanii, muntii albi ai zanylui 
Petlalor de rbin inflacarata 
Apoi o patrunse panadincolo... 

In taraul de infiorate mistere 
D efoc, cenusa, lapte,miere... 


Cathy, rsti tulburat yanarul 

Muindyuu-si buzele intr-ale ei, ca intr-un pahar de vin 
Te iubesc, te doresc 
Dulceata mea... 





In sfanta noapte de Ajun 
Cathy si tanarul Alain in sfarsitt se intalnira... 
Cearsafurile erau motolite de adanci si tulburatoare 
Ispite ale dragostei ce avusesera loc acolo 
Strapunse de intunecata dulceata... 

A tainelor si ispitelor lumesti... 


De faptfusese o intalnire de dragoste tulburatoare si impla. 

Mai intaiCathy ii vazu lui Alain chipul 
Fata lui rotunda, de lapte 

Pe care scanteia roz-aprins o scanteiere ca o vapaie 

Erau dulcile soapte ale amrului 

Pe care tanarl le primi indurerart in iept 

si carora nu ava cum sa se impotriveasca, cum sa lupte. 

Cathy, rsti tulburat yanarul 

Muindyuu-si buzele intr-ale ei, ca intr-un pahar de vin 
Te iubesc, te doresc 
Dulceata mea... 

Buzele luica doi lotusi imbobociti se deschisera ca un ”A” de mirare 

Cand o vazu venind spre poarta 

Subtire si mladioasa ca un strugure dat in copt. 

Cu sanii ei imbobociti ca doua petle 

De trandafir moi si catifelate 

Cu surasul ei de regina a vanatorii 

Putin tandru, putin ingenuu, putin intrebator 

E il primi la poarta pe tanarul 

Fecior... 

Ajunsi in cmera, Alain ii cuprise talia in mainile lui 
Culcandu-se langa ea 

si privind-o in ochi cu dragoste, cu infinita dragoste.... 

iubita mea, ce dor mi-a fost de tine!... 

in timp ce sarutari fara de numar 

curgeau din buzele lui aprinse si inflacarate 

ca doua doua intredeschise petale 

aprinse de lotus... 

Heart-shaped box 

On Holy Eve night 

Cathy and young Alain finally met... 

The sheets were limp 
deep and disturbing 

Temptations of love that had taken place there 
Pierced by the dark sweetness ... 

Of worldly mysteries and temptations ... 


In fact it had been a troubling love affair and it involved. 
First Cathy saw Alain's face 
His round face, milk 

On which the sparkle pink-lit a spark like a screech 
There were the sweet whispers of the bitter 





Which the young man received painfully in his breast 
and to whom he could not resist, how to fight. 


The lips of the two embattled lotuses opened like a wonder "A" 
When he saw her coming toward the gate 
Thin and woody like a grape baked. 

With her breasts flushed like two stains 

Soft and soft rose 

With her queen-of-hunting smile 

A little tender, a little naive, a little questioning 

He received the young man at the gate 

Son... 


Cathy, you were troubled by the young man 
Soaking pursed her lips, like a glass of wine 
I love you I want you 
My sweetness... 


Reaching the chamber, Alain clasped his waist in his hands 
Sleeping next to her 

and looking her in the eyes with love, with infinite love. 

my lover, what I missed was you! 

while kissing without number 

flowing from his lips, burning and burning 

like two ruby flames. 


He kisses her breasts with breasts, the white mountains of the fairy 

Flaming rhubarb petals 

Then he penetrated her to the other side. 

In the land of creepy mysteries 
Of flames, ash, milk, honey ... 


Cathy, you were troubled by the young man 
Soaking pursed her lips, like a glass of wine 
I love you I want you 
My sweetness... 

On Holy Eve night 

Cathy and young Alain finally met... 

The sheets were deep and disturbing 
Temptations of love that had taken place there 
Pierced by the dark sweetness ... 

Of the worldly poems and temptations ... 


In fact it had been a troubling love affair and it involved. 
First Cathy saw Alain's face 
His round face, milk 

On which the sparkle pink-lit a spark like a screech 
There were the sweet whispers of the bitter 





Which the young man received painfully in his breast 
and to whom he could not resist, how to fight. 

Cathy, you were troubled by the young man 
Soaking pursed her lips, like a glass of wine 
I love you I want you 
My sweetness... 

The lips of the two embattled lotuses opened like a wonder "A" 
When he saw her coming toward the gate 
Thin and woody like a grape baked. 

With her breasts flushed like two stains 

Soft and soft rose 

With her queen-of-hunting smile 

A little tender, a little naive, a little questioning 

He received the young man at the gate 

Son... 

Reaching the chamber, Alain clasped his waist in his hands 
Sleeping next to her 

and looking her in the eyes with love, with infinite love. 

my lover, what I missed was you! 

while kissing without number 

flowing from his lips, burning and burning 

like two two open petals 

lit by lotus ... 

te doresc si te iubesc, Puiul meu Victor, dragosta mea. 


Sotul meu iubit, dragostea mea, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu. 
Te iubesc si Te doresc, dragostea mea. 

Dulcele meu, te doresc. 

Putin a tristete, putin a amor... 


Privindu-ti chipul - 

Subtire, osos, prelung, cu ochii albastri 

Pe care-i citesti blanzi 

Putin tristi, putin depresivi, plecati 

Cu buze rosii, pline 
Decupate dintr-o pictura impresionista 
Cu umeri de armasar costeliv - 
Decupati pe cerul oliv... 

Cu umeri drepti, putin povamiti, putin largi 
De barbat intr-o perpetua 
Glorioasa tinerete 

Adusi putin a tristete, putin a amor... 

Prin minte im trece ca un flash 
Cuvantul dor... 



Pieptul arcuit inainte, in camasa 
De-un albastru pal 

Lasa sa se vada gatul, prelung, ca de lebada 
Cu marul delicat al lui Adam 

si mai jos, lunecand pe piept 
intr-o dezordine erotica 

lantisorul pe care ti 1-am trimis undeva, candva. 
cu crucea lui Crist. 


Intreg chipul tau as vrea sa-1 iubesc, sa-1 ranesc. 
Intreg trupul tau 
As vrea sa-1 ciocnesc de al meu 
In ciocniri plastice, elastice 

In descarcari magnetice si electrice 

In ploi eterice si-n fulgere colosale, naucitoare 

In care barbatia-ti joaca 

In ploi rodnice, peste florile ude 

din gradina... 


Dar, straniu. Ceva ma opreste... 

Ochii tai plecati 

In care se citeste o tristete dincolo de fire 
si care cersesc cuvantul iubire.... 

.te ubesc, puiul meu. 

dindu-te, daruindu-te intreg, nu-mi ramane 
decat sa ma intreb 
din ce ploi albastre intoarse in zenit 
s-a alcatuit 

surasul tau fraged, de fecioara neprihanita 

si buzele ce le-a miscat 

...ce dulce, necunoscut ursita?... 

buze nu cuprinse de-al coruptiei muscat 
ci de visu-ti, dulce, de poet 
un poet al existentei, al zborului 
dar mai ales al gandului, al dorului. 


Privindu-ti chipul - 

Subtire, osos, prelung, cu ochii albastri 

Pe care-i citesti blanzi 

Putin tristi, putin depresivi, plecati 


Cu buze rosii, pline 




Decupate dintro pictura impresionista 
Cu umeri de armasar costeliv - 
Decupati pe cerul oliv... 

Te doresc, dragostea mea. 

Cu umeri drepti, putin povarniti, putin largi 
De barbat intr-o perpetua 
Glorioasa tinerete 

Adusi putin a tristete, putin a amor... 

Prin minte im trece ca un flash 
Cuvantul dor... 

Te iubesc si te doresc nespus, Victor, puiul meu, 
dulcele meu. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu, dulcisorul meu. 

I love you, Victor, my baby, my sweetener. 

Heaven... 

Late at night I wake up and go to the smoking room 
There I meet Mrs. Ana and Carmen 
Smoking and drinking coffee. 

Suddenly I see a packet of Chinese cigarettes 
Xing Ji or something 

Which now have changed into elegant cigarettes with paper 
On the left side of Mrs. Ana, 
how it sat 

Next to the braid of her braided braid. 

But who are these cigarettes? ... exclaimed I was surprised 
Pointing to the package. 

I had realized that someone had forgotten them there 
Or maybe he had put them there ... 

As well as the foreseeable follow-up that would take place. 

These ?? ... exclaimed surprised Ana 

What smoked some long, white cigarettes 

Probably blue winston, and it was the last cigarette ... 

They fell out of my pocket, probably ... 

She said, taking the package and putting it in her pocket. 

Do you want to ... Yes, I want some ... 
said Carmen, in her voice 

Baritone, big kid, pushing the words, with a childlike intonation. 
Take ... but what do you want? 

No thanks, I said, 

Looking at her as she put them in her pocket. 

One day, short of distress, Mrs. Ana took off with Jing Li cigarettes 
But he looked at me guilty 
When he lit a cigarette. 



Then ... his cigarettes came home. 

In the lighted smoking room 
by a yellow light 
They were hard to tell 
steps to Heaven, 12 steps 
Where was a man, on the penultimate step 
Beyond which Heaven opened .... 

This is exactly what it was written: Heaven. 

And Carmen was happy that she smiled and she had about 3-4 cigarettes 
Mrs. Ana was too well versed 
To dismantle the whole package ... 

and that he could live for several hours with what he had gathered from others. 


Lia ... we got off the elevator from the second floor. 

I can no longer Lia, if you know how much I suffer: lumbar discopathy 
Cervical spondylosis, stomach ulcer, 
labyrinthine rupture 

Disc herniation ... she said in her shaken voice 
school, emphasizing and pushing the words 
like a child ... plus two three operations ... 

her voice was lost in the clear darkness of the solar rain ... 
in the beam of light rushing down the window into the corridor 
at noon 

twilight, shadowy 

when we went down the steps, used to drinking coffee ... 

and Carmen said to me in the elevator: wait a little, to see myself... 

and turned from side to side 

in the elevator, to measure, to evaluate your forms 

I do not know how many times, probably in the mirror ... 


The myth of the Mirror exerted the same unexpected fascination 
and Carmen 

this big baby, grown up, raised not at all 

with his eyes swimming in a watery mist 

the aqueous mist of the one who fell into the unconscious 

in a kind of mystical participation, which made the existence so familiar 

close, human ... 


In the smoke lit by a light by a yellow spot light 
There were hardly any steps to Heaven, 12 steps 
Where was a man, on the penultimate step 
Beyond which Heaven opened .... 

This is exactly what it was written: Heaven. 

And Carmen was happy that she smiled and she had about 3-4 cigarettes 
Mrs. Ana was too well versed 



To dismantle the whole package ... 

and that he could live for several hours with what he had gathered from others. 


...te iubesc, Te doresc, Victor, puiul meu, dragostea mea. 

Puiul meu dulce, Dragostea mea, Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dulceata mea. 
Red lips 

Silent, cadence, monotone 
Hours leave 

Over the autumn sill, aged 
Before time 

With long whiskers falls over the yarn 
White winter deception ... 


The arms enclose you when the bedtime comes 
and we whisper - 
a madness 

everything they have been and how many they will be 

and red lips kiss indifferently 
ardently... 


Like sweet sweet wine, kissing 

What do you give me, at sunrise 

Sweet lips with bitter lips 

Like in an impressionist painting, sweetheart 

I kiss bitter lips 
Lips sweet lips bitter 

and red lips kiss indifferently 
ardently... 


You hold me up when the bedtime comes 
and we whisper - 
a madness 

everything they have been and how many they will be 

and red lips kiss indifferently 
ardently... 


Like sweet sweet wine, kissing 
What do you give me, at sunrise 
Sweet lips with bitter lips 





Like in an impressionist painting, I loved sweet 


I kiss bitter lips 
Lips sweet lips bitter 

and red lips kiss indifferently 
ardently... 


Silent, cadence, monotone 
Hours leave 

Over the autumn sill, aged 
Before time 

With long whiskers falls over the yarn 
White winter deception ... 


Te doresc Victor, Puiul meu... Te iubesc, Dragostea mea. 
Red lips 

Silent, cadence, monotone 
Hours leave 

Over the autumn sill, aged 
Before time 

With long whiskers falls over the yarn 
White winter deception ... 

The arms enclose you when the bedtime comes 
and we whisper - 
a madness 

everything they have been and how many they will be 

and red lips kiss indifferently 

ardently... 


Like sweet sweet wine, kissing 

What do you give me, at sunrise 

Sweetlips with bitter lips 

Like in an impressionist painting, sweetheart 

I kiss bitter lips 

Lips sweet lips bitter 

and red lips kiss indifferently 

ardently... 


You hold me up when the bedtime comes 
and we whisper - 
a madness 

everything they have been and how many they will be 

and red lips kiss indifferently 

ardently... 

Like sweet sweet wine, kissing 
What do you give me, at sunrise 






Sweetlips with bitter lips 

Like in an impressionist painting, I loved sweet 

I kiss bitter bps 

Lips sweet lips bitter 

and red lips kiss indifferently 

ardently... 


Silent, cadence, monotone 
Hours leave 

Over the autumn sill, aged 
Before time 

With long whiskers falls over the yarn 
White winter deception ... 

I love you, Victor, my sweetheart. 

Te iubsc, Puiul meu. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Rendez-vous cu Rama 


Clanta usii se misca ca-n vis - 
Eu iarasi imi las sufletul eternitatii temporale 
Momentane, eterne, concrete, totusi abisale 
Neantului, chaosului remis... 


Cu mii de ochi dagonul negru imi vorbeste in fereastra 
Tremur in pat 

Neindraznind sa dorm - desi aproape pic de somn 
Cu mana adusa la tampla, casta... 


Clanta usii se msca incet ca in vis 

Eu iarasi, intr-o teribila spaima, imi las sufletul 

Eternitatii vide, totusi temporale 

In tacerea noptii, aspre, guturale 

Ucis, renascut, neantului emis.... 


E noapte tarziu, galbena si atemnporala 
Adorm cu mana la tampla 
Totul se petrece ca-ntr-un vis real, aievea 
Se intampla si nu se intmpla... 


Tresar infrigurata din somn - cu infinita grija deschid usa 
si ma strecor 

merg laparinti, in dormitor - 

apas clanta maronie, le vorbesc din prag 

le-am spus ca m-am speriat si ca era aproape sa cad din pat... 




(in care de cateva nopti mai mult zac) 


Ca afara se aud zgomote cumplite, ciudate... 
Cine e cine umbla pe-afara-n plina noapte 
Vazandu-mi cugetele toate?... 


Ma dor visele noptii - neputincioasa mana dreapta sa se stranga 
Imi astern visele noptii pe hartie 
Cu mana stanga 

Mana dreapta ma doare ca o fiara 

s-a strans peste gandiri si imagini ca o ghiara - 

m-aplec sa culeg de pe dulap tuburile Matrix - ca-n vis... 
cand deodata lumea toata 

se-nvate roata... imi intrain gatlej,in pantec si in maruntaie 

timpul in camera mea se-ndoaie, se-nfoaie... 

in lumina galbena, chioara... 

langa piciorulmesei e sticla goala 

in noapte se-aud zgomote, bufnete pe-afara - 

e fanta - acum plina mai putin de-un sfert... 

dar nu am baut-o toata?... exclam in gandu-mi 
cu fruntea circumflexa, ochiul inert - 
dar nu am baut-o toata - sticla pe sfert?... 


"Se clatin visatorii copaci de chiparos 
Cu ramurile negre uitandu-se in jos. 

Iar tei cu umbra lata cu flori pana-in pamant 
Spre marea-ntunecata se scutura de vant!" 

Prin salele pustie un om in neagra haina 
Temandu-se de pasii-i, se strecoara in taina. 

Sub mantia lui lunga ascunde un pumnar. 

Tot indarat priveste cu spaima si amar. 

El rade...Se repede spre umbra-i...umbra sare. 

Din dreptul unor ziduri, incet ea iar apare... 
Asupra-i se repede si iar se da-napoi: 

-0, Sarmis, lupta lunga, grozava e-ntre noi! 

Ce fugi? Ce fugi? Nu vezi tu la lupta ca te chem ? 
Nu crede cum ca tremur, nu crede ca ma tem! 
S-atuncea iar rasare si fata-i slaba piere. 

Si ochiul fix se uita cu spaima si durere: 

"0, inima mea lasa, de ce-nlemnesti in san, 
Sfarseste! Si pumnarul imi scap-acum din maini... 
Dar il voi strange bine...Stai...stai, nebun misel." 
-Loveste crud o data si cade mort -Brigbel. 



Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 


I love you, Tudor, my baby. 
See Rama 


The door lock moves like a dream - 
I again leave the soul of temporal eternity 
Momentary, eternal, concrete, yet abysmal 
Nothingness, no chaos ... 


With thousands of eyes the black dagger speaks to me in the window 
I tremble in bed 

Not daring to sleep - though almost asleep 



With his hand on the temple, caste ... 


The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 
Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 
Eternity is empty, yet temporary 
In the silence of the night, harsh, guttural 
Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 


It's late night, yellow and short 
I fall asleep with my hand to the temple 
Everything happens as if in a real dream, he had 
It's happening and it's not happening ... 


Frosted fretboard from sleep - with infinite care open the door 
and I slip 

go to the room, in the bedroom - 

I press the brown door, I speak from the threshold 

I told them I was scared and was about to fall out of bed ... 

(in which for a few more nights I lie) 


That out there sounds weird, weird noises ... 

Who's who walks outside in the middle of the night 
Seeing all my thoughts? 


I miss the dreams of the night - the powerless right hand to squeeze 

I spend my night dreams on paper 

With his left hand 

My right hand hurts like a beast 

squeezed over thoughts and images like a pencil - 

I bend down to pick up the Matrix tubes from the closet - like in a dream . 
when all the world at once 

a wheel is spotted ... it gets in my throat, belly and gut 

the time in my room is doubling, it is burning ... 

in the yellow light, crying ... 

near the foot of the table is the empty glass 

in the night there are noises, owls outside - 

it's the slot - now full of less than a quarter ... 

but didn't I drink it all? ... I exclaimed in my thoughts 
with circumflex forehead, inert eye - 
but I didn't drink it all - the quarter glass? 


"Dreamy cypress trees sway 



With the black branches looking down. 

And lime with a wide shade of flowers down to the ground 
Towards the dark sea the wind shakes! " 

Through the halls a man in a black robe deserts 
Fearing his footsteps, he slips into secret. 

Under his long cloak he hides a dagger, 

Fie looks back with fear and bitterness. 

Fie laughs ... Fie rushes to the shadow ... the salt shadow. 

Due to some walls, it slowly appears again ... 

Above them quickly and again: 

-O, Sarmis, long fight, great for us! 

What are you running away from? What are you running away from? Don't you see in the fight that I'm calling 
you? 

Fie doesn't think I'm shaking, he doesn't think I'm afraid! 

He was rising again and his face was weak. 

And the fixed eye looked with fear and pain: 

"Oh, my cowardly heart, why do you gnaw in your breast, 

Ends up! And the dagger I get out of my hands now ... 

But I'll squeeze it in ... Wait... wait, you foolish fool. " 

-Children once and fall dead -Brigbel. 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Toiotule an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the forehead of soot 

With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 


Every atmosphere between black and green 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 



and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 


Te iubesc Dulce, pui mic, Victior. Te doresc, Dulce. 


Rendez-vous with Rama 

Un mistret salbatic imi susura gutural in fereastra 
In aceata noapte a luat chipul lui Dumnezeu 
Elpaare o zeitate cruda si geloasa 
Un salbatic, setos de sange zeu... 


Adorm cu mana la atampla, in scurte vise 
In care alunec cu teama, cu frica, cu durere... 

Caci zeitatea intunecata, ce-mi suusura aspru n-fereastra 
Cu nesfarsita dragoste sufletul imi cere.. 


O noapte aspra, grea, intunecata de aspre, grele premonitii 
In care-am ormit cu geamul deschis 
Lasand zeitatea cu suflet de zeu si glas de fiara 
Sa exercite asupra-mi divine-i exercitii... 


E nopate tarziu, galbena si atemnporala 

Adorm cu mana la tampla 

Clanta usii se msca incet ca in vis 

Eu iarasi, intr-o teribila spaima, imi las sufletul 

Eternitatii vide, totusi temporale 

In tacerea noptii, aspre, guturale 

Ucis, renascut, neantului emis.... 


Arhetpul tau ia forme colosale 
El imbraca realitatea in cruda-i infatisare 
Dadu Absolutui o noua, neastteptata, realizare 
...inspaimantaatoare zare 



Clanta usii se msca meet ca in vis 

Eu iarasi, intr-o teribila spaima, imi las sufletul 

Eternitatii vide, totusi temporale 

In tacerea notuu, aspre, guturale 

Ucis, renascut, neantului emis.... 


E noapte tarziu, galbena si atemnporala 
Adorm cu mana la tampla 
Totul se petrece ca-ntr-un vis real, aievea 
Se intampla si nu se intmpla... 


In aceasta lume virtuala noua 
Ma misc cu gratia unui somnambul... 

...zambind licaririlor de constiinta 
Ce-mi transfigureaza existnta 
Ca niste iluminari bruste 
In clipa de gratie cand constiinta mea 
Atinge constiinta lumii 

si se scufunda in ea, in totala uitare, abandon si regoasire. 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Rendezvous with Rama 


A wild boar gutters me in the window 
That night he took the image of God 



He renders a cruel and jealous deity 
A savage, bloodthirsty god ... 


I fall asleep with my hand at random, in short dreams 
In which I slip with fear, with fear, with pain ... 

Because the dark deity, which whispers hard to me in the window 
With endless love the soul asks me. 


A rough, heavy night, dark with harsh, heavy premonitions 
In which I fell asleep with the window open 
Leaving the deity with the soul of god and the voice of the beast 
To exercise my divine exercises on me ... 


It's late night, yellow and short 

I fall asleep with my hand to the temple 

The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 

Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 

Eternity is empty, yet temporary 

In the silence of the night, harsh, guttural 

Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 


Your archetype has colossal forms 
He dresses up the reality in his crude appearance 
He gave Absolute a new, unexpected, realization 
... scary looking 


The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 
Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 
Eternity is empty, yet temporary 
In our silence, harsh, guttural 
Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 


It's late night, yellow and short 
I fall asleep with my hand to the temple 
Everything happens as if in a real dream, he had 
It's happening and it's not happening ... 


In this new virtual world 
I move with the grace of a sleepwalker ... 
... smiling at the gleams of consciousness 
What transfigures my existence 



Like sudden lighting 

At the moment of grace when my consciousness 
Reach the consciousness of the world 

and it sinks into it, in total forgetfulness, abandonment and regrowth. 
Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I get the gun and shoot myself 

It slows down some sort of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubesc, Dulce. 


Ritualuri si simboluri 

Vietatile, vantul, natura, vorbeau o voce nefirreasca, 
se intelegeau 

chemandu-se, respingandu-se 
Totul zumzaia in ziua fara sfarsit a Creatiei 
Ca o chemare navalitoare izbucnita din pieptul 
flacaului 

Aplecandu-se lua o mana de otava 
Pe care o mototoli patimas in palme 
Aapo ofta: Cat pamant, DoamneL. 


Stateam pe platoul din curtea casei 
si admiram Soarele. 

Margele negre de lumina fina 

Imbracau soarele in stralucurea lor intunecata. 

Pe colina ce se inalta in spatele meu 

Pomii voorbeau o limba ciudata: se chemau, se rastigneau, fasaiau 



Fosneau, ca o voce tasnita din pieptul cald 
A1 Naturii 


Ca o chemare sau un indemn. 

Vantul trecea printre ramurile lor, tulburandu-i 
Miscandu-i 

Trezindu-i la o misterioasa viata 

Zumzaind, fasaind, fosnind, in Ziua faa sfarsit a Creatiei. 


Stateam pe platoul din curtea casei 
si admiram Soarele. 

Margele negre de lumina fina 

Imbracau soarele in stralucurea lor intunecata. 

Cerul era albastru, crud, senin, o lacrima albastra de ametist... 
Soarele era o zeitate, 
o vietate intunecata 

Caruia ii vorbeam cu ochii larg deschisi 
In Ziua fara sfarsit a Creatiei. 

.Priveam Soarele ca pe o Carte de Simboluri... 

O carte vie licaritoare, rotindu-se, invartindu-se 
In globul incandescent de lumina pagana 
Care-mi sfarteca oasele 

si le macina pe intinderile fine, pe colinele, dunele 
fara sfarsit ale Eternitatii. 


Pomii voorbeau o limba ciudata: se chemau, se resaingeau, fasaiau 
Fosneau, ca o voce tasnita din pieptul cald 
A1 Naturii 

Ca o chemare sau un indemn. 

Vantul trecea printre ramurile lor, tulburandu-i 
Miscandu-i 

Trezindu-i la o misterioasa viata 

Zumzaind, fasaind, fosnind, in Ziua fara sfarsit a Creatiei. 

Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 


Mitul, ritualul si simbolul: ”Mitul povesteste o istorie sacra, el relateaza un eveniment care a avut loc intr-un 
timp primordial, timp fabulos al inceputurilor. Mitul fumizeaza modele pentru conditia umana si confera, prin 
aceasta, semnificatie si valoare existentei” (Mircea Eliade, ’’Mitul eternei reintoarceri”). Mircea Eliade face 
trimitere la cuvantul grecesc ’’mythe”, care inseamna ”viu”. Prin urmare mitul povesteste ceva real, care s-a 
intamplat la inceputul timpurilor si care a fundamental lumea sau fiinta umana. Mitul cosmogonic este 
paradigmatic, fixeaza modele exemplare pentru toate riturile si actiunile umane semnificative: alimentatia, 
munca, educatia, sexualitatea etc. Toate miturile sunt variante ale mitului cosmogonic, facerea lumii fund 
creatia prin excelenta, cosmogonia devine astfel modelul exemplar pentru toate celelalte tipuri de creatie. 
Functia esentiala a mitului este regasirea lui periodica prin neglijarea timpului prezent, a momentului istorie, in 
ultima instanta prin abolirea istoriei. Omul arhaic traieste, ca si omul religios, intr-un prezent continuu. 



Ritualul este o actiune sacra, repetitiva, cu caracter simbolic, realizata de omul societatilor traditionale sau 
arhaice sau a omului religios, prin care ia parte la hierofanie, la manifestarea sacrului in lume. El instituie o 
alta realitate, anistorica, un prezent continuu, in miezul existentei comune, obisnuite, de rand., prin ’’participare 
mistica”, termen definit pentru prima data de Levy-Bruhl. 

Simbolul este caracterizat prin unitate si universalitate, dar nu devine accesibil decat prin interpretare, datorita 
dimensiunii sale ascunse sau inconstiente. Cheia oricarui simbol este, in acelasi timp, originara (trebuie sa ne 
raportam la originile, la izvoarele sale) si ascunsa, efortul hermeneutului, al interpretului fiind acela de a-i 
descoperi acest inteles. Deosebit de semnificativ este ’’simbolismul Centrului”. Orice macrocosmos, orice 
regiune locuita poseda un loc sacru prin excelenta, considerat ’’Central Lumii”, punct de intalnire a celor trei 
regiuni cosmice: Cerul, Pamantul si Infernul, legate printr-un ’’axis mundi” (axa a lumii). Central lumii fiind 
un microcsomos, o ’’imago mundi” (imagine a lumii), constrairea unui centra echivaleaza cu o creare a lumii, 
reproduce asadar cosmogonia. Crearea omului (antropogonia), replica a cosmogoniei, s-a produs tot intr-un 
punct central, in ’’Central Lumii”. ’’Dorinta omului de a se regasi mereu si fara efort in centrul lumii, in inima 
realitatii, de a depasi conditia umana si a redobandi conditia divina” (Mircea Eliade, ’’Imagini si simboluri”), 
echivaleaza cu ’’nostalgia paradisului”. ’’Simbolistica initierii” este cea a unei regenerari inteleasa ca o 
comunicare cu ’’timpul de visuri” in care traiau stramosii mitici, dar si o regenerare personala a individului care 
sufera o transformare totala, existentiala, devenind ”un alt om”. In societatile traditionale initierea era gandita 
in primul rand ca un acces la sacru (educatia, invatamantul au astazi functia pe care o avea initierea in 
societatile traditionale). ’’Drumul spre centra” este un drum initiatic, drumul printr-un ’’labirint”, vazut ca 
apararea magica a unei comori, a unui inteles care nu poate fi apropiat decat printr-o lunga cautare si 
peregrinare, printr-o suita de incercari initiatice, de morti si reinvieri. Omul este un etern Ulise, aflat in 
cautarea drumului spre centra, spre Itaca sa personala, spre iesirea din labirint. De aceea ’’orice loc natal 
constituie o geografie sacra, pentru cei care 1-au parasit, orasul copilariei si adolescentei devine totdeauna un 
oras mitic. Bucurestiul este, pentru mine, centrul unei mitologii inepuizabile” (Mircea Eliade, ’’Incercarea 
labirintului”). Lucrari de mitologie: ’’Mitul reintegrarii”, ’’Mitul eternei reintoarceri”, ’’Sacral si profanul”, 
’’Mituri, vise si mistere”, ’’Aspecte ale mitului”, ”De la Zamolxis la Gengis-Khan”. Mircea Eliade a realizat 
una dintre cele mai cutezatoare sinteze ale experientei lui ’’homo religiosus” din preistorie si pana in prezent in 
lucrarile ’’Tratat de istorie a religiilor” si ’’Istoria credintelor si ideilor religioase”, care structureaza credintele 
religioase pe epoci diferite. Regasim temele principale ale eseisticii eliadene in opera sa de istorie al religiilor 
si in cea literara. In volumele de eseuri”Solilocvii”, ’’Fragmentarium”, ’’Oceanografie”. Eliade discuta despre 
autenticitate, experienta, cunoastere, ratare, cosmicizare a omului, iubire si moarte, libertate, toate acestea 
gandite si exprimate intr-o maniera cu totul personala. In toate aceste eseuri se face simtita experienta de viata, 
spirituala si culturala, traita in Romania epocii interbelice, nostalgie a unui paradis pierdut. 

Te doresc., te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

Rituals and symbols 

The creatures, the wind, the nature, spoke a non-ironic voice, 
they understood each other 
calling, rejecting 

Everything was humming on the endless day of Creation 

Like a fluttering call from his chest 

lad 

Leaning down he took a hand of poison 
Which he motions passionately in the palms 
Then sighed: How much earth, Lord! 


I was sitting on the plateau in the courtyard of the house 
and I admired the Sun. 

The black beads of fine light 

They were wearing the sun in their dark glow. 




On the hill behind me 

The trees spoke a strange language: they were called, they were crucified, they were cracking 
They were hissing, like a hot voice from the warm chest 
Of Nature 

Like a call or an exhortation. 

The wind was passing through their branches, disturbing them 
Moving and 

Waking them to a mysterious life 

Smiling, humming, hissing, in the Day the end of Creation ends. 


I was sitting on the plateau in the courtyard of the house 
and I admired the Sun. 

The black beads of fine light 

They were wearing the sun in their dark glow. 

The sky was blue, raw, clear, a blue tear of amethyst... 

The sun was a deity, 
a dark life 

I was talking to him with his eyes wide open 
On the Endless Day of Creation. 

I was describing the Sun as a Symbol Book ... 

A glittering living book, spinning and turning 
In the glowing globe of pagan light 
Which will break my bones 

and grind them on the fine stretches, on the hills, on the dunes 
endless of Eternity. 


The trees spoke a strange language: they were called, they resented themselves, they were cracking 
They were hissing, like a hot voice from the warm chest 
Of Nature 

Like a call or an exhortation. 

The wind was passing through their branches, disturbing them 
Moving and 

Waking them to a mysterious life 

Smiling, humming, whispering, on the Endless Day of Creation. 

I love you, Victor, my baby, my sweet. 


1. Myth, ritual and symbol: "Myth tells a sacred story, it relates an event that took place in a primordial time, a 
fabulous time of beginnings. The myth provides models for the human condition and thereby gives meaning 
and value to existence "(Mircea Eliade," The myth of the eternal return "). Mircea Eliade refers to the Greek 
word "myth," which means "alive." Therefore, the myth tells of something real, which happened at the 
beginning of time and which founded the world or the human being. The cosmogonic myth is paradigmatic, it 
sets exemplary models for all the significant human rites and actions: nutrition, work, education, sexuality, etc. 
All myths are variants of the cosmogonic myth, the creation of the world being the creation par excellence, 
thus cosmogony becomes the exemplary model for all other types of creation. The essential function of the 



myth is its periodic retrieval by neglecting the present time, the historical moment, ultimately by abolishing 
history. The archaic man lives, like the religious man, in a continuous present. 

2. The ritual is a sacred, repetitive action, with a symbolic character, performed by the man of the traditional or 
archaic societies or of the religious man, through which he takes part in the hierophany, in the manifestation of 
the sacred in the world. He establishes another, anistorical reality, a continuous present, in the midst of a 
common, ordinary existence, by means of "mystical participation", term defined for the first time by Levy- 
Bruhl. 

3. The symbol is characterized by unity and universality, but becomes accessible only through interpretation, 
due to its hidden or unconscious dimension. The key of any symbol is, at the same time, original (we must 
refer to its origins, its sources) and hidden, the effort of the hermeneut, the interpreter being to discover this 
meaning. Particularly significant is the "symbolism of the Center". Any macrocosm, any inhabited region 
possesses a sacred place par excellence, considered the "Center of the World", meeting point of the three 
cosmic regions: Heaven, Earth and Hell, linked by an "axis mundi" (axis of the world). The center of the world 
being a microcosm, an "imago mundi" (image of the world), the construction of a center is equivalent to a 
creation of the world, thus reproducing cosmogony. The creation of man (anthropogony), a replica of 
cosmogony, also took place in a central point, in the "Center of the World". "The desire of man to find himself 
always and effortlessly in the center of the world, in the heart of reality, to overcome the human condition and 
to regain the divine condition" (Mircea Eliade, "Images and symbols"), is equivalent to "nostalgia of paradise". 
The "symbolism of initiation" is that of a regeneration understood as a communication with the "time of 
dreams" in which the mythical ancestors lived, but also a personal regeneration of the individual who 
undergoes a total, existential transformation, becoming "another man". In traditional societies, initiation was 
primarily intended as an access to the sacred (education, education today have the function that initiation had 
in traditional societies). The "road to the center" is an initiatory road, the road through a "maze", seen as the 
magical defense of a treasure, an understanding that can only be approached through a long search and 
pilgrimage, through a series of initiatory attempts., of the dead and the resurrection. The man is an eternal 
Ulysses, looking for the way to the center, to his personal Itaca, to the exit of the maze. That is why "every 
birthplace is a sacred geography, for those who left it, the city of childhood and adolescence always becomes a 
mythical city. Bucharest is, for me, the center of an inexhaustible mythology ’’(Mircea Eliade,“ Testing the 
labyrinth ”). Mythological works: "The myth of reintegration", "Myth of eternal return", "The sacred and the 
profane", "Myths, dreams and mysteries", "Aspects of the myth", "From Zamolxis to Gengis-Khan". Mircea 
Eliade has made one of the most compelling syntheses of the experience of "homo religiosus" in prehistory and 
so far in the works "Treaty of the history of religions" and "The history of religious beliefs and ideas", which 
structures religious beliefs at different times. We find the main themes of the Eliadean essay in his work as a 
historian of religions and in the literary one. In the volumes of essays "Solilocvii", "Fragmentarium", 
"Oceanografie". Eliade discusses authenticity, experience, knowledge, failure, human cosmicization, love and 
death, freedom, all thought and expressed in a completely personal way. In all these essays, the experience of 
life, spiritual and cultural, experienced in Romania during the interwar period, nostalgia of a lost paradise is 
felt. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, Dragul emu. 

Victor, Te iubesc si Te doresc nespus, puiul meu drag. 

Roadele dulci ale gandirii 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu. Te doresc, dragostea mea. 

Incet lucrurile s-au asezat in matca lor 
Fireasca. 

Fiintele, oamenii.. 

Fara tine in mine, iubitul meu dulce 

Acest lucru n-ar fi fost 

Posibil. 

Sigur, posibilitatea si necesitatea discriminariii ramane. 

Sa faci acele lucruri 



Pe care nu le-ai Scut in trecut 
Sa acorzi gandirii creditul ei firesc. 


In toata boala si nebunia noastra 

In tot noianul de senzatii si sentimente care 

Ne impresoara 

Ramane posibilitatea optiunii. 

Ceea ce inseamna 

Sa nu faci, sa nu gandesti raul pe care 1-au facut 
Altii 

Sa nu-1 rostesti. 

Sa dezamorsezi situatiile explozive 
Sa dai posibilitatea Timpului sa lucreze 
In tine si in altii. 


Sigur, situatiile limita spun ceva despe noi insine. 

A atinge in mod delicat cu gandul 

si nu a distruge ireversibil cu fapta 

asta e ceea ce ne invata viata, istoria noastra 

personala 

si universal a. 


Cu siguranta am invatat ceva de la Kant: 
Sa privesc cerul instelat 
De deasupra mea, si sa ascult 
Legea morala din mine. 


Poate de aici imi provine enigmicitatea 
Cititorule 

Din faptul ca ating delicat,usor cu gandul 
si nu ucid cu mintea 
cu fapta 

ceea ce nasc gandurile noastre 
pe umezi morminte. 


Cu timpul 

m-am indragostit de mine insami 
de acea faptura 

pe care mi-o intoarce reverberat 

la modul absolut 

oglinzile intoarse ale sinelui. 



Te iubesc. 


Roata adevarului cu opt spite 



Buddha 

In gradinuta mica, plina de flori 
A finului nostru 
Pavel Cordea 

Ne adunasem sa facem fotografii. 

Mama era indescriptibil de tanara 
Cu formele rotunde 
Ramase dupa nastere 
Intr-o rochie pana la genunchi 
Cum se purta in anii ’70 
Dintr-un fel de vascoza sau matase 
Sau poate material sintetic 
Cu gulerul alb de scolarita. 


Gradinuta mica, verde, era un paradis terestru 
Plina de flori de camp 
De papadii galbene, laptuci si 
Margarete 

De viorele si clopotei si flori cu maciuliile albe 
Din multe floricele adunate la un loc 










A1 caror miros imi amintesc 
De copilarie. 


Aveau un miros de curat, de proaspat 
Un parfum dulce-amar 
Aceste flori 

Si toata gradinuta era cu iarba verde 
Cruda, pana la glezne 
Si intesata de flori. 


Ne adunasem ca sa facem fotografii. 
Era ziua Titianei Mihali 
Sau ziua mea - caci era primavara 
Nu-mi mai amintesc prea bine. 


Ea era frumoasa, cu sanii puternici 

Iesind prin ie 

Cu parul strans in coc 

Si cu-o bentita de par natural si de flori 

Inconjurandu-i fruntea. 

Ne zambea, ca la fotograf 
Si eu am iesit langa poala mamei 
Care o tinea probabil pe Paula 
In brate 

Fiica finului nostru mai mare 
In rochita mea asemenea mamei 
Cu guleras alb 

Si palariuta cu-o floare 
Cu capul pe spate 
Zambind cu toata gura. 

Acea fotografie, acele fotografii 
Au ramas mereu un mister pentru mine 
Ca in genere toate fotografiile 
Pentru care am o adevarata slabiciune. 

Fragmente de timp inghetat 
Decupaje din viata 
Clipe suspendate, imobile 

Inregistrand imponderabilul, inefabilul, indescriptibilul 
Ele m-au fascinat totdeauna. 


Intr-una din ele 

Fratiorul meu 

Intr-un pulover crosetat 

Venea zambind cu mainile ascunse la spate 

Un baietel de vreo 5-6 anisori 

Ascunzand parca ceva 




Si cu zambetul bun 
Pe care nu i 1-am uitat niciodata 
Desi s-a mai intamplat 
Sa faca si rele. 


Dar mama... era o mica zeitate domestica 

Era insasi soata din lut 

A Divinitatii supreme 

Tata cu zambetul lui aspru, dar bun, 

O namila de om inalt 
Si atletic 

Pe care toti il recunoasteam ca stapan. 

Fruntea mea bombata 
Surasul din suflet 

Intr-o fotografioara in care stau cu mana 

Dreapta proptita in sold 

Si cu cealalta adusa la palarie 

Intr-o iesire din sine 

Atat de adanca, de totala 

De parca as fi stiut 

Ca acea clipa va dura vecinic 

Si cu ea, toata mica gradinuta, Paula, mama 

Bujor si Titiana 


Dar mai ales gandul de daruire ce-mi sipotea 

sub fruntea mica 

Bombata 

In care prinsese sa se-nchege 
Sentimentul ca exist, 
he wheel of truth with eight spokes 
Buddha 

In the small kindergarten, full of flowers 
Of our end 
Pavel Cordea 

We had gathered to take pictures. 

The mother was indescribably young 
With round shapes 
He remained after birth 
In a dress to the knees 
How to wear it in the 70's 
Of a kind of viscose or silk 
Or maybe synthetic material 
With white schoolgirl collar. 


The little green garden was a heavenly paradise 
Full of field flowers 





Of yellow woods, lettuce and 
Margarete 

Of violins and bells and flowers with white specks 
From many flowers gathered in one place 
The smell of which I remember 
As a child. 

They had a clean, fresh smell 
A sweet-bitter fragrance 
These flowers 

And the whole kindergarten was green grass 
Raw, to the ankles 
And full of flowers. 


We had gathered to take pictures. 
It was Titian's birthday 
Or my day - because it was spring 
I can't remember much. 


She was beautiful, with strong breasts 

Exiting through it 

With her hair tight in her neck 

And with a strip of natural hair and flowers 

Surrounding his forehead. 

He was smiling at us, as in a photographer 
And I went out near my mother's lap 
Which probably held Paula 
In arms 

Daughter of our eldest son 
In my dress like my mother 
With white collar 

And a hat with a flower 
With his head on his back 
Smiling with my mouth. 

That photo, those photos 

They have always remained a mystery to me 

As with all photos 

For which I have a real weakness. 

Fragments of frozen time 
Cuttings from life 
Hanging clips, immobile 

By recording the imponderable, the ineffable, the indescribable 
They have always fascinated me. 


In one of them 
My little brother 




In a crochet sweater 

He was smiling with his hands hidden behind his back 

A boy of about 5-6 years old 

Hiding something 

And with a good smile 

Which I never forgot 

Although it has happened before 

To do evil. 


But my mother ... was a small domestic deity 

She was the clay herself 

Of the supreme deity 

Dad with his harsh smile, but good, 

A tall, tall man 
And athletic 

We all recognized him as a master. 

My forehead curled 

The smile from the soul 

In a photograph in which I hold my hand 

Straight to the hip 

And with the other one brought to the hat 
In an exit by itself 
So deep, total 
As if I knew 

That moment will last forever 

And with her, all the little kindergarten, Paula, the mother 
Peony and Titiana 
Te iubesc, Victior... 

But above all, the thought of giving was what I knew 

under the small forehead 

bomb 

Where he had been trapped 

The feeling that it exists.te iubesc, puiul meu 

Te iubesc.. 

Victor, Animusul meu, Te doresc, puiul meu... 

Rosy crucifixion 

Te iubesc dulcele meu Victor. Te doresc, puiul meu. 

...si surazand vom adormi sub inaltul,vechiul salcam. 

Astdfel de noapte bogata 

Cine pe ea n-ar da viata lui toata?... 

Ramasesem fara bani in acel colt linistit 
uitat de lume. 

Suspectam o batranica din salon ca mi-i furase - 
Ultimii mei 2 milioane de lei. 

Familia nu-mi putea trimite bani, caci nu puteam 
iesi din spital.... 




si in genere spitalul era izolat 
intr-un colt de lume ce nu era uitat insa 
de Dumnezeu 

nici nu mai venea la mine pentru cateva zile, cat aveam 

sa mai stau. Eram suparata tare 

si aveam izbucniri de furie 

in genere din cauza banilor, si apoi din cauza 

tigarilor.. 

si loveam cu picioarelein usa, in usa de la intrare 
pana imi trecea furia. 

Era un decor frumos si depresiv toamna aceea 

Inecata in frunze 

Fagii inalti, batrani nodurosi 

Se intindeau inn partea stanga a spitalului 

O mica padure de fagi ce-si rispeau, monosilabic 

Frunzele pe pamant. 

Ceream tigari cu sfiala 
si numai de la cei mai sufletisti 

altfel devenisem o obisnuita a cosurolor inalte de gunoi 
agatate de stalpi de tier, vopsiti in verde 
li mai adunam si de pe jos.... 

Cand gaseam cate o tigara mai ca lumea 
De care proprietarul se urase si o aruncase 
Ma bucuram ca un copil. 

Imi faceam o mica provizie 

Apoi porneam spre bancile de lemn visinii din pavilion 
Unde fumam pe saturate... 

La stanga noua, la dreapta 6 
Un demon pe umarul stang 

Era noiembrie-n copaci si frunzele le-mprastia vantul. 

Veenea noaptea crunta fara tigari. 

Bateam bine cu picioarele in intrare 
Ca sa-i fac atenti pe toti 

ca intrasemm in sevraj, si in genere lavajul gastric 
mi-1 faceam cu ce mai primeam de pomana 
de la oameni. 

Anca plecase... era pustiu.. vantul matura frunzle copacilor 
Era toamna si era tarziu 
si toamna era inecata in frunze... 

Fagi batrani, masivi 
O baie de frunze de culoarea ruginii 
si-a fierului oxidat 


impreuna cu Anca 

stateam in micul pare de langa spital. 
si ne fumam tigaretele... 




era o mica baraca stramba acolo 
din lemn vopsit in alb 
stateam pe o mica bancuta in dosul lui 
si meditam la toamna aceea bogata 
in frunze... 

Anca era perfect normala 
La fel si eu... 

Cine spune ca nebunii 
Sunt anormali?. 


au o normalitate profunda, adevarata, reala. 
Traiesc in real. 

Sunt oameni obisnuiti 

Comuni, de rand 

n-au nimic extraordinar.... 


era un decor frumos si depresiv 
toamna aceea 
inecata in frunze 
linistea era mare si profunda 

noi doua eram doua alienate 
dintr-un sanatoriu pierdut in timp. 


Acolo am meditat la soare, la lume 
La toamna 
La timp 
La nebunie 
La saracie 

I wish you, my baby ... 

Rosy crucifixion 

I love you my sweet Victor. I wish you, my baby. 

... and smiling, we fall asleep under the tall, old acacia tree 
Such a rich night 

Who wouldn't give her his whole life? 

I had run out of money in that quiet comer 
forgotten by the world. 

I suspected an old woman in the salon had stolen from me 
My last 2 million lei. 

The family couldn't send me money, because I couldn't 

get out of the hospital. 

and generally the hospital was isolated 

in a corner of the world that was not forgotten 

by God 

nor did he come to me for a few days as I had 
to stay. I was really upset 
and I had bursts of anger 

usually because of the money, and then because of it 
cigarettes .. 

and I was kicking in the door, in the front door 
until my anger passed. 







It was a beautiful and depressing setting that fall 
Drowned in leaves 
Tall phages, old knots 

They were lying on the left side of the hospital 
A small forest of phage that were responding, monosyllabic 
Leaves on the ground. 

I was asking for cigarettes with slice 

and only from the most soulful 

otherwise I'd become a regular of the tall trash cans 

hanging from pillars of iron, painted in green 

we also gathered them from the floor .... 

When I found a cigarette more like the world 
Which the owner hated and threw 
I was enjoying myself as a child. 

I was making a small supply 

Then we started for the wooden benches in the pavilion 
Where we used to be satiated ... 

On the new left, on the right 6 
A demon on his left shoulder 

It was November in the trees and the leaves were scattered by the wind. 

He saw the bitter night without cigarettes. 

I was struggling well with my feet at the entrance 
To pay attention to everyone 

that you enter into withdrawal, and generally gastric lavage 
I was doing it with what I could get from apple 
from people. 

Anca had gone ... it was deserted ... the wind swept the leaves of the trees 

It was autumn and it was late 

and autumn was drowned in the leaves ... 

Be old, massive 
A rust-colored leaf bath 
and its oxidized iron 

along with Anca 

I was staying in the small park next to the hospital, 
and we smoke our cigarettes ... 
there was a little crooked cabin there 
white painted wood 

I was sitting on a small bench in his back 
and I was meditating that rich autumn 
in the leaves ... 

The hip was perfectly normal 
So do I... 

Who says crazy 
Are they abnormal? 




they have a deep, true, real normality. 
I live for real. 

They are ordinary people 

Common, for one 

they have nothing extraordinary. 


it was a beautiful and depressing setting 

that autumn 

drowned in leaves 

the silence was great and deep 

we were both alienated 
from a sanatorium lost in time. 


There I meditated in the sun, in the world 

At Autumn 

At time 

Crazy 

Poverty 

Te iubesc, dulcele meu dulce si drag Victor 
Te doresc. 


Rosy crucifixion 

Eram in camera mea.... cu capul in maini 
Evenimentele se precipitau furios, nemilos... 
Printr-un spatu negru, plin de puncte scaneietoare 
Cadeam in jos, si tot mai jos... 

Ai casei ma chinuiau, imi bagau pastile pe gat... 
Eram atat de suparata incat 

Plangeam cu capul in maini...negasind nici o iesire 
Din situatie, de saptamani, de luni... 


Deodata ma reped la calculator si scriu: 

”Esti ispitit sa afirmi ca iubirea nu a transformat pe nimeni intr-un las. Poate ca iubirea adevarata, nu. Dar cine 
dintre noi a cunoscut vreodata iubirea adevarata? Cine dintre noi e atat de iubitor, de increzator, de devotat 
incat mai curand si-ar vinde sufletul diavolului, decat sa-si vada faptura iubita torturata, sfartecata, cazuta in 
dizgratie? Cine este atat de sigur de sine si de puternic incat sa nu coboare de pe tron ca sa-si revendice 
iubirea? E drept, au existat mari figuri care si-au acceptat soarta, care s-au retras in tacere si solitudine si si-au 
mancat inima din ei. Acestia sunt oare de admirat sau de compatimit? Chiar si cel mai stoic dintre indragostitii 
parasiti nu a fost vreodata in stare sa paseasca vesel si sa strige: ”Toate-s bune pe lumea asta! ”. 

Cineva pe care il admir a spus: Cand e vorba de iubire adevarata, cel care daruieste nu e constient nici 
ca daruieste, nici de ceea ce daruieste si nici cui daruieste, si cu atat mai putin de faptul ca cel care primeste ii 
apreciaza darul sau nu. 

Spun si eu din toata inima: ”D’accord!”, dar nu am cunoscut niciodata vreo fiinta capabila de 
asemenea dragoste. Poate doar aceia care nu mai au au nevoie de dragoste sunt capabib sa aspire la un 
asemnea rol. 





Sa te eliberezi de robia iubirii, sa arzi ca o lumanare, sa te topesti in iubire, sa te topesti de iubire - ce 
beatitudine! Ar fi oare posibil asa ceva pentru fiinte ca noi, slabe, mandre, orgolioase, posesive, invidioase, 
geloase, neinduplecate, neiertatoare? Evident, nu. Pentru noi, rasa sobolanilor - in vacuumul mintii. Noua ne 
este harazita doar osanda, nesfarsita osanda. Convinsi ca avem nevoie de iubire, incetam sa mai daruim iubire, 
incetam sa mai fim iubiti. ” 

(Henry Miller, Nexus - Rosy Crucifixion) 


Imi iau ramas bun de la tine acum.... 

Ne vom intalni in alta viata, poate pe alt drum 
Eu imi iau ramas bun de la tine acum... 


Ma reped si dintr-o inghititura 
Imi reped 8 pastile pe gat.... 

Usa e intredeschisa... deodata mama ma vede si intra urland 
Dupa ea Bujor 

Maturandu-mi pastilele pe jos... 

Ma aplec si mai iau una pe care o ingurgitez. 


Ma due cu salvarea la spital. Acolo ma tin o vreme la urgente 
Dar eu stau intinsa, linistita 
Cu mainile pe piept 
Nesuparandu-ma din nimic... 


In sfarsit, ma due la pavilionul resuscitari 
Unde sunt indemnata sa beau apa multa apa 
Mi se arata un lighean unde s-o vomit. 


Nu beau apa, spun eu calma, linistit asezat. 
Eu vreau sa mor... 


Atunci mi se baga cu forta un furtun pe gura, in stomac 
De unde cred ca-mi aspira ce am inghitit. 

Mama, utlu eu, cu furtunul in gat, citremurandu-ma de durere.... 
Mamaaaaa!!.. 

Mi se scoate furtunul. Sa vina Ciprian, cer eu. 

In usa apar, cu fete ingrozite, descumpanite, mama si Bujor 

De unde ma incurajeaza. 


Apoi o doamna rece, indiferenta 
Ma indeamna sa beau apa. 



Adineaori.... 


Nu beu apa... spun eu, cu gatlejul uscat. 

Atunci o sa-ti bagam iarasi firtunul pe gat... spune indiferenta 
Rece doamna. 


Beau apa, multa apa in hapuri uriase 
Care nu se mai termina... 

Apoi ma aplec peste lighean. Vomit, apa, multa apa 
Parca sunt un lac care e drenat. 


In sfarsit ma iau intr-un scaun cu rotile 
si ma due la Reanimare. 

Bujor ma priveste ingrijorat. 

Sunt bine, spun eu cu vocea ragusita, incercand sa par nepasatoare. 
n-am nimic... 

Bujor ma priveste mai bine putin, dand din cap... 

Speriat... 


Sa te eliberezi de robia iubirii, sa arzi ca o lumanare, sa te topesti in iubire, sa te topesti de iubire - ce 
beatitudine! Ar fi oare posibil asa ceva pentru fiinte ca noi, slabe, mandre, orgolioase, posesive, invidioase, 
geloase, neinduplecate, neiertatoare? Evident, nu. Pentru noi, rasa sobolanilor - in vacuumul mintii. Noua ne 
este harazita doar osanda, nesfarsita osanda. Convinsi ca avem nevoie de iubire, incetam sa mai daruim iubire, 
incetam sa mai fim iubiti. ” 


Rosy crucifixion 

I was in my room ... with my head in my hands 
The events rushed furiously, ruthlessly. 

Through a black space, full of scanning points 
I was falling down, and further down ... 

The house was tormenting me, I was putting pills on my throat... 
I was so upset that 

I was crying with my head in my hands ... finding no way out 
From the situation, for weeks, for months ... 


Suddenly I rush to the computer and write: 

"You are tempted to say that love has not turned anyone into a coward. Maybe true love, no. But who among 
us has ever known true love? Who among us is so loving, confident, devoted, that he would rather sell his 
devil's soul, than to see his beloved tortured, broken, fallen in disgrace? Who is so sure and powerful that he 
does not descend from the throne to claim his love? Right, there were great figures who accepted their fate, 




who withdrew in silence and solitude and ate their hearts out of them. Are they to be admired or pitied? Even 
the most stoic of the departed lovers was never able to cheerfully shout and shout: "All is good in this world! 
Someone I admire said: When it comes to true love, the one who gives is not aware that he gives, nor what he 
gives and who he gives, and even less that the one who receives appreciates his gift or not. 

I say wholeheartedly, "D'accord!" but I have never known a being capable of such love. Perhaps only those 
who no longer need love are able to aspire to such a role. 

To be freed from the bondage of love, to burn like a candle, to melt in love, to melt in love - what a bliss! 
Would such a thing be possible for beings like us, weak, proud, proud, possessive, envious, jealous, 
unforgiving, unforgiving? Obviously not. For us, the rat race - in the vacuum of the mind. We are harassed 
only by condemnation, endless condemnation. Convinced that we need love, we stop giving love, we stop 
being loved. " 

(Henry Miller, Nexus - Rosy Crucifixion) 


I'm saying goodbye to you now .... 

We will meet in another life, maybe on another road 
I say goodbye to you now ... 


I also hurry from a bite 
I get 8 pills on my neck .... 

The door is opened ... suddenly my mother sees me and enters screaming 
After her Bujor 

Sweeping my pills on the floor ... 

I lean over and take another one that I swallow. 


I'm going to the rescue at the hospital. That's where I stay for a while in emergencies 
But I'm lying, quiet 
Hands on chest 

Forgetting me out of nothing ... 


Finally, I'm going to the resuscitation flag 
Where I am urged to drink plenty of water 
I am shown a lighean where she was vomited. 


I do not drink water, I say calm, quietly seated. 
I want to die ... 


Then I force a hose into my mouth, into my stomach 
Where do I think my aspiration for what I swallowed. 

Mom, useful me, with the hose in my throat, shattering my pain. 
Mamaaaaa !! .. 

My hose is removed. Ciprian to come, I ask. 

In the door, my mother and Bujor appear with frightened, confused faces 



Where do they encourage me. 


Then a cold, indifferent lady 
He urges me to drink water. 


Just.... 


I don't drink water ... I say, with a dry throat. 

Then we'll put your gut on your throat again ... he says indifferently 
Cold lady. 


I drink water, lots of water in huge holes 
Which never ends ... 

Then I lean over the lighean. Vomiting, water, plenty of water 
I'm like a lake that's drained. 


Finally, I get in a wheelchair 
and I'm going to Resuscitation. 

Peony looks at me worried. 

I'm fine, I say in a hoarse voice, trying to seem careless. 
I have nothing ... 

Peony looks a little better, shaking my head ... 

Scared... 


To be freed from the bondage of love, to burn like a candle, to melt in love, to melt in love - what a bliss! 
Would such a thing be possible for beings like us, weak, proud, proud, possessive, envious, jealous, 
unforgiving, unforgiving? Obviously not. For us, the rat race - in the vacuum of the mind. We are harassed 
only by condemnation, endless condemnation. Convinced that we need love, we stop giving love, we stop 
being loved. 


Te iubesc nespus, Puiul meu. 


Roz si verde crud 

Papusile ofteaza prin vitrine mecanic 
si totul se-neaca in sunet de clavir 
tuberculosii ofteaza adanc cavernos, 
si fecioarele tree palide, fosindu-si rochiile pe jos 
frumos 

te ubesc, Victor, dulceata mea.... 




si totul nu-i decat un ne’ntrerupt delir... 


Peretii plang si se scutura pe pamant 
In dungi de-un vede-roz si de un verde pal 
In dungi verticale si de un verde crud 
si scutura-ncet, onosilabic, lacrimile pe pamant. 


si trecatorii tree cu pas de parada 
prin gol si desuet parcul solitar 

si pasarile albe, pasarile negre,cu pene albe, pene negre 
si-neaca in tacere glasul lor amar... 

prin pars trece funebru marsul miliar.... 


Frumoaso, ti-s ochii negri funerar vesmant 
pe-alei pasii mei tree rar 
si se-afunda in parfumate foi 
noroi al toamnei-ntins peste asfalt 


statuia-ngroapa in bazalt, amar 
surasuri de razboi 
prin noi si dincolo de noi 
pe-alei 

frunzele cad rar... 


cu valuri negre albe doamne, pasari negre 
pasari albe 

periplul meu tacut prin toamne 

in pare decorul 

funerar 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 






Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Raw pink and green 

The dolls suck through mechanical windows 

and everything is drowned in the sound of clavir 

the tuberculosis suck deep cavernous, 

and the virgins go pale, tearing their dresses on the floor 

beautiful 

I love you, Victor, my sweetness. 

and everything is just a constant delirium. 


The walls weep and shake on the ground 

In stripes of a see-pink and a pale green 

In vertical stripes and a raw green 

and slowly, onosyllabically, shed tears on the ground. 


and passers-by pass the parade 

through the empty and the bare solitary park 

and white birds, black birds, white feathers, black feathers 

and silently reject their bitter voice ... 

through the parson mourns the milestone march .... 


Beautiful, your eyes are black funeral robe 
my steps rarely pass 
and it sinks into fragrant sheets 
Autumn mud stretched over the asphalt 


statue in the basalt, bitter 
war smiles 

through us and beyond us 
the-alley 


leaves rarely fall... 





with black white veils ladies, black birds 
white birds 

my journey through the fall 
in the park the decor 
funeral 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu.. 


Rugaciune 


Ochii tai adesea imi vorbesc 
Stau si-i privesc 
Fara cuvinte 

-n tacere si cu luare-aminte 
ochii tai adesea imi vorbesc. 

Lumina lor coboara grava 
Peste a fetei 
Alba raza 

A lunei ce raze reci stralumineaza 

Pe chipu-ti 

Fara de cuvinte... 


Cercat-am de-a gasi in ei ecoul 
Simtirilor ce ma incearca 
Atunci cand dintr-a lumii larga area 
Cobor pe tarmuri din genune. 





ii sarutai si-i desenai in carte 
in care ma aflam 
aproape si departe... 
si i-am gasit adesea-n moarte. 


si am murit de multe ori. 

De fiecare data, mai profund si mai adanc 
Simtirile-mi desarte 
Le asezai in carte 
Simtirile-mi profunde si desarte. 


de fiecare data am cautat cuvantul 

cel care sa-mi dea viata 

sa o beau din nou 

al inimii-inocent ecou 

si i-am gasit... adesea-n moarte... 


te iubesc, dragul meu sotior. 
Prayer 








Your blue dark eyes are often speaking to me 

I'm staying and I look at them 

Without no word 

In silence and with remembrance 

Your soft, fine eyes are many times speaking 

To myself. 

Their light come down gravely 
Over your face, sweet white ray 

Of the moon which cold rays are shining gently through 
On your shape 
Without no words... 

I have been trying to find in them the echo 
Of the feelings which are tormenting me 
Then when from the large of the world ark 
I come down to the shores from abyss. 


I kissed them and I have drawn 
them in book 

Wherein I was lying, nearly and at the distance.... 
And I found them often in death. 

And I have died for many times. 

Each time, more profoundly, more deeply 
My desert feeling I laid down 
in the book 

My deepest and my desert feelings. 

Each time I have searched the word 

To give me life to drink 

again 

Of the heart innocent echo 

And I found them... often in death... 


Translation: Natalia Galatan 
Prayer 


Your eyes often speak to me 
I'm staying with them 
Without words 

- in silence and with remembrance 
your eyes often speak to me. 

Their light goes down severely 
Over the face 
White ray 

Of the moon that cold rays shine 



Face it 

Without words ... 


I tried to find the echo in them 
Feelings trying me 
When in the wide world you bow 
I descend to the shores of the genoa. 


You kissed them and drew them in the book 
where I was 
near and far... 

and I often found them dead. 


and I have died many times. 
Each time, deeper and deeper 
Feel me empty 
You put them in the book 
My feelings deep and void. 


every time I searched for the word 

the one to give me life 

to drink it again 

of the heart-innocent echo 

and I found them ... often in death ... 

te iubesc, Pui mic si Dulce. 

Translation: CarlGustav Jung 


te iubesc. 

Rugaciunea unui dac 
De Mihai Eminescu 
te foresc. 

Poemul ’’Rugaciunea unui dac” este alcatuit din sapte strofe a cate 6 versuri, sapte sextine, care se constituie 
intr-o marturisire lirica a poetului, adresata lui Dumnezeu, Tatal ceresc. Poemul are asadar o structure 
dialogata, este un monolog adresat, din care lipseste insa raspunsul Divinitatii, care ramane tacuta si al carei 
raspuns este imposibil de conceptualizat si de imaginat. 

O voce vibranta - pe de o parte, incarcata de nostalgii, regrete, melancolie, amaraciune si durere - si un gol, 
lasat in sufletul poetului de lipsa de raspuns a Divinitatii, care ramane implacabila. Aceste sentimente care 
razbat din poem alcatuiesc, asadar, ideea poeziei. La ele se adauga un sentiment de disperare lucida, a celui 
care simte ca nu mai are nimic de pierdut sau de castigat, ca toate ii sunt egale, dar acest sentiment se 
construieste pe planul aparent de sentimente si idei al poeziei, nu pe cel profund, de adancime. 




Doar cine a probat in viata sa sentimentul ’’geniului fara noroc” poate intelege acest poem al lui Eminescu, si 
indraznesc sa spun, toate poemele eminesciene. Ele se nasc dintr-o tensiune a spiritului si dintr-o incordare a 
gandului, alaturi de o tasnire ingenua a intuitiei si a revelatiei, de o eleganta, frumusete si bogatie a imaginatiei 
la care putine dintre fiintele umane au acces. 

Este astfel firesc ca profunzimea, intensitatea si durerea poetului par ’’nefiresti” unui om comun, obisnuit. Si de 
ce ar fi sa ne incrancenam intr-atat?... Sa ne gandim la plasmuiri ale ’’imaginatiei” noastre, la destinul nostru 
nefericit si fara de noroc, cand pe lume exista atatea lucruri placute, care ne fac viata frumoasa, atatea surogate 
ale societatii de consum?... 

Eminescu n-a fost un consumist, si in pofida imensei maculaturi care s-a scris pe marginea operei lui, el n-a 
inclinat niciodata spre latura comerciala a vietii. Acesta este un lucru de neiertat pentru contemporani, si care 
inca mai naste intrebari, desi multe dintre ele neconstientizate pe deplin, lasand un mister sa pluteasca asupra 
vietii si operei poetului. 

Durerea poetului este de se simti singur si neinteles, fara niciun sprijin, decat Divinitatea care i-a dat viata - si 
careia el ii cere un ultim lucru: eternul repaos: ”Sa simt ca de suflarea-ti suflarea mea se curma / Si-n stingerea 
eterna dispar fara de urma!” Aceasta dorinta de neant, de vid, de stingere absoluta o simte doar cine in viata 
sufera prea mult, pentru a mai putea fi exprimat in cuvinte, si pentru a mai avea nevoie de izbavire si ispasire... 

, de o noua sansa, de un alt destin. Aceasta rugaminte fatisa a poetului constituie asadar, tema poemului. 

Dar si aceasta este construita pe un plan aparent al poemului. Din cealalta parte, din adancime, din planul de 
profunzime, razbate pana la noi intreaga justificare a vietii poetului si sensul ei cel mai inalt. Atat de inalt, ca 
nu poate fi priceput si simtit la justa lui valoare decat de Creator. In acest sens, tacerea Creatorului este solidara 
si plina de vorbire: El pare a-1 chema la sanul sau, in Imparatia fara sfarsit, pe cel insetat de vecinicul repaos 

Numarul strofelor nu este intamplator: sapte este cifra mistica prin excelenta, care-1 reprezinta pe Iisus Hristos. 
Iar numarul versurilor, sase, reprezinta o cifra crestina si ebraica de prima importanta, semnul ’’pestilor” in 
sens mistic, cel in care Iisus vine pe lume in Noaptea de Ajun, intr-o zi de 24 (Decembrie), anticipand destinul 
sau de Mantuitor al lumii si de tradare a unuia dintre Apostoli. 

Eminescu s-a identificat cu destinul christic in mod absolut, fara parghii de siguranta, fara compromisuri si fara 
constrangere interioara. Astazi poemele sale ar putea fi interpretate dogmatic ca disperare demna de osanda si 
ca lipsa de credinta. Dar nu s-a indoit insusi Mantuitorul?...Oare el n-a fost cuprins de spaima in fata sortii sale 
de temut, in fata mortii si a tradarii?... Toate acestea apartin omului din noi, si Eminescu a stiut aceasta. Partea 
divina, atat a lui Iisus, cat si a lui Eminescu, nu s-a indoit si nu s-a temut niciodata - ci a urmat de bunavoie 
drumul deschis de Tatal. 

In sensul aratat mai sus, de indoiala omeneasca si de suferinta, de ezitare in fata a ceea ce urma sa vina, poate 
fi interpretata Rugaciunea lui Iisus din Gradina Ghetsimani, careia Eminescu ii da un raspuns peste timp in 
poemul ’’Rugaciunea unui dac”. ”Dac” insemnand insasi substanta divina a poporului din care face parte, cel 
dintai chemat dintre Apostoli, si destinat sa sada de-a dreapta Tatalui. Un popor dintre ’’neamuri”, dar un popor 
ales de Dumnezeu ca sa vina primul, prin primul dintre Apostoli, la dreapta credinta. Eminescu a nazuit la 
Cartea cunoasterii, a Vietii si a Mortii, din mainile lui Iisus Hristos. Intreaga viata si-a dedicat-o slujirii Cartii, 
slovelor ei de foe, si definirii lor prin intermediul poemelor, a inspiratiei divine, prin intermediul scrisului sau, 
a gandirii si sufletului sau, a vietii si mortii sale. 

Nu stiu daca Eminescu a citit ’’Cartea tibetana a mortilor”, dar fara indoiala, Eminescu a stiut cum sa traiasca - 
si cum sa moara. Ca un suflet desprins din sufletul neamului sau, din trunchiul sau vesnic, venind din timpuri 
imemoriale, ca un ”dac liber”. Din radacinile sale stravechi, venind de la insusi Adam, primul Om, infipte in 
pamantul stramosesc a venit acest Mesia al neamului romanesc, caruia nu i-a fost dat sa stea in Cartea sfintilor, 
pentru ca el este mai mult decat atat, este un Mantuitor. 



Poemul nu este lung, asa cum am vazut mai sus, dar este plin de bogatie semantica, si este construit pe doua 
planuri: unul de aparenta, de suprafata, si unul de adancime, la care nu ajungem decat printr-un efort 
hermeneutic, de cuprindere a intregii vieti si opere a poetului. Cele sapte strofe alcatuiesc sapte secvente lirice, 
care alcatuiesc corpusul poeziei, un singur continuum liric. 

Prima strofa: ”Pe cand nu era moarte, nimic nemuritor, / Nici samburul luminii de viata datator, / Nu era azi, 
nici mane, nici ieri, nici totdeuna, / Caci unul erau toate si totul era una / Pe cand pamantul, cerul, vazduhul, 
lumea toata / Erau din randul celor ce n-au fost niciodata, / Pe-atunci erai Tu singur, incat ma-ntreb in sine-mi / 
Au cine-i zeul carui plecam a noastre inemi?” este o plasmuire imaginative si ideatica a Genezei, pe care o 
intalnim si in alte poeme eminesciene, precum ’’Luceafarul”, ’’Scrisoarea I”, ’’Imparat si proletar” si altele. 
Poetul face referire aici la Lumea dinaintea nasterii Universului, la spatiul lipsit de obiecte, cum ar spune Kant, 
pe care putem sa ni-1 imaginam, si drept urmare, Eminescu 1-a putut imagina. In lipsa Spatiului, Timpul, 
coordonata sa verticals, lipseste: ”Nu era azi, nici mane, nici ieri, nici totdeuna”. este insasi Lumea lipsita de 
atribute, ’’cand nu era moarte, nimic nemuritor”, lipsea si Viata, prin urmare si moartea a ceea ce era viu. Pe 
atunci nu exista decat ”unul” care era in toate si totul care era una, pe cand nu exista cer, pamant, vazduh, nici 
lume, pe-atunci, spune poetul cu admiratie si adoratie, nu era decat Creatorul, ”Tu singur”, incat poetul se- 
ntreaba cu uimire si teama sacra, ”in sine-mi”: ”Au cine-i zeul carui plecam a noastre inemi?” . Zeu e aici mai 
mult decat lasa planul aparent al poemului sa se inteleaga: este insusi Dumnezeu, Cel mai presus de toate, 
Divinitatea suprema, ’’samburele” din care a luat nastere totul, caruia lumea, omenirea, poetul, pleaca a sale 
’’inemi”. Inima, adica Anima, Animus, sufletul vesnic, nemuritor. Caci Dumnezeu salasluieste in inimi, de 
vreme ce este el insusi o inima, cum ar spune Nichita Stanescu. Versul final al primei strofe este genial: el il 
numeste pe Dumnezeu Zeu, cel mai dinainte de toti zeii, cel mai dinainte parca si de Dumnezeul ebraic: e 
insusi Dumnezeul suprem. Inversiunea ”a noastre inemi” scoate in evidenta aici termenul final, ’’inemi”, si 
faptul ca inimile ’’noastre” se inchina cu adoratie acestui Zeu mai inainte de toti zeii. 

A doua strofa: ”E1 singur zeu statut-au nainte de-a fi zeii. Si din noian de ape puteri au dat scanteii, / El zeilor 
da suflet si lumii fericire, / El este-al omenimei isvor de mantuire / Sus inimile voastre! Cantare aduceti-i, / El 
este moartea mortii si invierea vietii!” incepe cu un vers care exprima cele evidentiate mai sus: unicitatea 
Creatorului in randul tuturor zeilor, faptul ca a fost ’’nainte de-a fi zeii”, iar verbul la plural ”statut-au” exprima 
calitatea suprema a Creatorului de a fi toate in una si una in toate, ’’multiplicitatea” de neimaginat a 
Creatorului, laolalta cu veneratia plina de adoratie a poetului. Creatorul este cel care insufleteste toti zeii, este 
insasi fericirea lumii vii, ’’’’isvorul ei de mantuire”. Aici nu putem sa nu facem referire la Iisus Hristos, la 
faptul ca El este una cu Tatal si cu Sfantul Duh, exprimat in versul al doilea prin ” scanteie”, Tata ceresc care, 
”din noian de ape”, a dat puteri Sfantului Sau Duh de a crea Lumea. Intocmai ca psalmistul David, Eminescu 
spune in randurile urmatoare: ”Sus inimile voastre! Cantare aduceti-i, / El este moartea mortii si invierea 
vietii!” . Poetul, astfel, in planul de adancime al poemului, vine cu o oda de adoratie si dragoste inchinata 
Creatorului, in numele intregii Omeniri, care prin Fiul sau s-a facut ’’moartea mortii si invierea vietii”, o aluzie 
la Liturghia crestina: ”cu moartea pre moarte calcand”. 

A treia strofa: ”Si el imi dete ochii sa vad lumina zilei, / Si inima-mi implut-au cu farmecele milei, / In vuietul 
de vanturi auzit-am a lui mers / Si-n glas purtat de cantec simtii duiosu-i viers, / Si tot pe lang-acestea cersesc 
inc-un adaos / Sa-ngaduie intrarea-mi in vecinicul repaos!” vine cu o subtila schimbare de atitudine in finalul 
strofei: ”Sa-ngaduie intrarea-mi in vecinicul repaos!”, care face trecerea la ultimele patru strofe ale poeziei, 
care se constituie in al doilea tablou poetic, cel in care tonul poetului este plin de amaraciune, durere si 
umilinta. Cat de frumos incepe poetul aceasta strofa!... Creatorul i-a dat ochii sai pretiosi ca sa vada ’’lumina 
zilei” si inima ”implut-au cu farmecele milei”; ’’farmece”, adica taina de nepatruns, mister, ”mila”, adica 
Compasiunea Creatorului pentru toate fiintele vii, pentru omenire, pentru natura, pentru toate creaturile, pentru 
tot ce contine suflare vie, Anima. ”Implut-au” - din nou un verb la plural, caci desi poetul se adreseaza 
Creatorului cu un apelativ de egalitate ”Tu”, Divinitatea este suprema si demna de cinstire si de lauda. Din nou 
poetul face referire la multiplicitatea lui Dumnezeu, la faptul ca El este ”mai multi intr-unul singur”, si poate 
poetul avea in minte unul dintre cei trei zei principali hindusi, si anume Buddha, ceilalti doi fiind Vishnu si 
Shiva, reprezentat deseori ca avand o infinitate de brate, sau la Brahma, ”cel cu patru fete”. Vantul este 



prezentat aici ca un element sacru, ca un indicator al prezentei divine: ”In vuietul de vanturi auzit-am a lui 
mers”, vers in care apare o aliteratie ’’vuietul de vanturi”, deosebit de poetica si expresiva, continuand cu o 
inversiune verbala: ”auzit-am” si cu o metonimie ” a lui mers”. ’’Glasul purtat de cantec” este ciripitul 
pasarelelor, acesti mesageri divini inaripati, si, printre toate creaturile, poetul simte ”duiosu-i viers” , dragostea 
sa de Tata, mai presus de Fire. ’’Viers” - pentru ca si Creatorul este Poet, cel mai mare care a existat vreodata, 
si din Poezia sa a luat nastere Fiinta si Universul. Oare nu e totul poezie?... Oamenii, natura, ploaia, vantul, 
pasarile, animalele, vegetatia, mineralele, muntii, padurile, stelele, oceanele?... 0 subtila poezie matematica, un 
’’viers” al Creatorului? Dar poetul in finalul strofei cere ”inc-un adaos”, si anume intrarea sa in vesnicul repaos. 

Sigur ca am putea interpreta in maniera budista aceste doua versuri, ca o dorinta de stingere eterna sau intrare 
in eternitate, dar eu cred ca le putem interpreta in maniera crestina, ca o intrare a poetului de-a dreapta Tatalui, 
ca o interpretare a destinului sau in sens christic. La aceasta face referire poetul si in poemul "Luceafarul”, desi 
intr-un mod usor diferit, intermediat prin mastile poetice ale poemului: Flyperion si Demiurgul. Dar pare aici 
mai aproape de adevar sa vedem viata poetului ca pe o jertfa si moartea sa ca un semn de lumina, de intrare in 
”tot”. La aceasta jertfa face poetul referire in secventele lirice urmatoare si in al doilea tablou poetic al 
poemului. 

A patra strofa a poemului: ”Sa blesteme pe-oricine de mine-o avea mila, / Sa binecuvanteze pe cel ce ma 
impila, / S-asculte orice gura, ce-ar vrea ca sa ma rada, / Puteri sa puie-n bratul ce-ar sta sa ma ucida, / S-acela 
dintre oameni devina cel intai / Ce mi-a rapi chiar piatra ce-oi pune-o capatai.” Durerea poetului exprimata in 
aceasta strofa este inimaginabila. Prin procedeul antitezei, al antinomiei, al opozitiei, el alatura imnul de lauda 
adus Creatorului in primele trei strofe, psalm de slava si de adoratie, cu infatisarea prezentului plin de suferinta 
din viata poetului, incarcat de amaraciune, durere si dezamagire. Poetul nu se simte demn de mila Creatorului, 
se simte mic, umil, neinsemnat ”si plin de suferinti”. Viata sa insasi, cum spune poetul intr-una din scrisorile 
sale adresate Veronicai Micle, e viata unui om ’’moraliceste desalat”. Ne vine greu sa credem ca poetul, care a 
fost un model de virtute poetica, literara, sociala, politica se poate considera ’’moraliceste desalat”. Poetul 
simte insa ca viata sa a fost o suita de compromisuri pe care ”Cel mai inalt Sine”, in termenii lui Carl Jung, nu 
le-ar putea ingadui. Sinceritatea, nevinovatia poetului, candoarea sa initiala au fost inlocuite de blazare, rutina, 
dezamagire si disperare. Pentru ca poetul nu pune in termeni obisnuiti relatia cu Sinele sau si cu Divinitatea, ci 
in termeni ideali. De aici apar dezamagirile poetului in lupa cu o societate mercantila care nu-1 intelege, nu 
intelege idealitatea sufletului sau. Pe aceasta el o prezinta in adevarata sa lumina, dar societatea, lumea 
timpului sau nu 1-a iertat, nici n-a avut pentru el ’’mila”, 1-a impilat, 1-a ridiculizat, 1-a impins spre moarte - si 
poetului nu i se pare imposibil nici sa i se rapeasca piatra sa de capatai de la mormantul sau, si in sens figurat, 
sensul vietii sale intregi. 

A cincea strofa a poemului: ’’Gonit de toata lumea prin anii mei sa tree, / Pan' ce-oi simti ca ochiu-mi de 
lacrime e sec, / Ca-n orice om din lume un dusman mi se naste, / C-ajung pe mine insumi a nu ma mai 
cunoaste, / Ca chinul si durerea simtirea-mi a-mpietrit-o, / Ca pot sa-mi blestem mama, pe care am iubit-o - / 
Cand ura cea mai cruda mi s-a parea amor.. / Poate-oi uita durerea-mi si voi putea sa mor” se naste dintr-o 
tensiune a contrariilor, este o coincidentia oppositorum. Poetul a trecut prin intreg calvarul si disperarea unei 
vieti, prin infern si purgatoriu, ochiul sau ”de lacrime e sec”, a vazut Cerul si Abisul. Din aceasta tensiune a 
contrariilor se naste coincidentia oppositorum, acea capacitate divina de a vedea printr-un lucru, obiect, 
proprietate, relatie, complex de situatii, opusul sau. Prin ura, iubire, prin mila, cruzime sau osanda, prin 
placere, durere, prin frumusete, uratenie, prin gol, plin, prin viata, moarte, sau prin moarte viata, asa cum, 
pentru o gandire duala, care n-a ajuns la unitatea Totului, orice lucru poate fi exprimat, imaginat sau pus in 
legatura cu opusul sau. Sunt semne de simbolism si ermetism aici, un curent literar caruia Eminescu li 
premerge, dar si de existentialism. Toate curentele literare ce vor aparea mai tarziu, inclusiv modernismul si 
suprarealismul, sunt prefigurate in opera sa. Dar aceasta trecere prin dualitatea contrariilor si a existentei e o 
conditie sine qua non de a ajunge la unitatea totului. Cel ce vede marea, vede si desertul, cel ce vede moartea, 
vede si Viata, si poetul se arata pregatit sa moara, atunci cand sufletul sau va cunoaste - si poate o va fi 
cunoscut... - amaraciunea acestei dualitati. 


Urmatoarea etapa e Complexio oppositorum, identificarea deplina cu destinul christic: ’’Strain si far' de lege de 



voi muri - atunce / Nevrednicu-mi cadavru in ulita 1-arunce / S-aceluia, Parinte, sa-i dai coroana scumpa, / Ce- 
o sa amute canii, ca inima-mi s-o rumpa, / Iar celui ce cu pietre ma va izbi in fata, / Indura-te, stapane, si da-i 
pe veci viata!” Poetul se simte un ’’strain” prin viata si printre semeni, e acel sentiment de alternate de care 
vorbeste Carl Jung cand discuta psihologic fenomenul farfuriilor zburatoare si al extraterestrilor, si ’’far' de 
lege”, adica in afara legii, dincolo de lege si de ceea ce inteleg oamenii in mod obisnuit a fi in lege sau legal, 
masurat dupa regulile ei marunte, dupa un fel de ”Pat al lui Procust”, si sufletul sau indurerat are viziunea 
mortii sale probabile: ”Nevrednicu-mi cadavru in ulita 1-arunce / S-aceluia, Parinte, sa-i dai coroana scumpa, / 
Ce-o sa amute canii, ca inima-mi s-o rumpa”. O moarte plina de umilinta, de ridicol, de batjocura, de derizoriu, 
dar o moarte in primul rand plina de durere si suferinta, intocmai cum a fost si moartea Mantuitorului pe cruce. 
Mitul biblic ne transmite anumite fapte, anumite relatari, dar realitatea, moartea Sa trebuie sa fi fost teribila si 
infricosatoare. E o coborare in lad care se face cu pretul extremei suferinte si umilinte. Palma primita de 
Mantuitor este simbolizata aici de poet prin pietre. Cu pietre erau omorati in vechiul regat al Israelului cei care 
aveau greseli de capetenie in fata Sinodului si a fariseilor. Cu pietre a fost lovita si Maria Magdalena, careia 
Iisus i-a luat apararea, spunand: ’’Acela sa ridice mai intai piatra care se stie nevinovat si fara nici o 
vina.”Poetul face o referire aici directa la Iisus Hristos, spunandu-i sa aiba mila de cel care il va lovi cu pietre 
si sa-i dea ”pe veci viata”, aluzie la izbavirea talharului de pe cruce care s-a cait in fata Mantuitorului. Nu 
avem o mai deplina reprezentare poetica a crestinismului lui Mihai Eminescu ca-n aceasta poezie. Aceasta 
presupune luarea crucii Mantuitorului si purtarea ei pana la capat - pana la moarte. 

In ultima strofa: ’’Astfel numai, Parinte, eu pot sa-ti multumesc / Ca tu mi-ai dat in lume norocul sa traiesc. / Sa 
cer a tale daruri, genunchi si frunte nu plec, / Spre ura si blestemuri as vrea sa te induplec, / Sa simt ca de 
suflarea-ti suflarea mea se curma / Si-n stingerea eterna dispar fara de urma!” este o trista abandonare a tot 
ceea ce este pamantesc, omenesc. Poetul nu doreste sa se mai intoarca in aceasta lume, asa cum este ea acum, 
pentru poet. Singura rasplata adusa Creatorului pentru darul de nepretuit al vietii sale, e insasi viata sa, daruita, 
jertfita intr-o suita de umilinte, lovituri si rani. Pretul suprem al vietii nu poate fi decat viata, si poetul se arata 
gata sa si-o jertfeasca pentru Creator. El nu doreste daruri de la Dumnezeu, cum cer majoritatea oamenilor, 
sanatate, bogatie, noroc in toate, fericire, implinirea dorintelor si asa mai departe. Poetul nu cere nimic in 
schimb de la Dumnezeu - spre deosebire de majoritatea oamenilor, el e total dezinteresat. Ar vrea doar sa simta 
”ca de suflarea-ti suflarea mea se curma”, tot ce doreste poetul este dragoste..., este singurul lucru dupa care 
tanjeste si ar vrea sa simta suflarea Mantuitorului, a Creatorului in clipa cea de pe urma, atat si ii va fi de ajuns. 
Apoi in ’’stingerea eterna dispar fara de urma!”, o dizolvare in eterna Creatie a lui Dumnezeu, o dizolvare in 
Natura, in Cosmos, fara posibilitatea vreunei reintoarceri. 

Tonului vehement din ultimele strofe ii ia locul tonul elegiac din ultimul vers, un vers care ne emotioneaza 
profund. In aceste sapte strofe ale poeziei avem tabloul intregii nefericiri a poetului si al dorintei sale de a-i da 
un sens. Acest sens nu se poate afla, nu este omeneste posibil, decat prin asumarea destinului christic, suprema 
jertfa omeneasca si divina. Doar jertfa si mantuirea omenirii este pretul pentru vata nefericita a poetului, doar 
aici poate el gasi sensul unei vieti intregi, si Eminescu 1-a gasit pana la urma. 

’’Aceasta e poezia. Iar sensul alegoric ce i-am dat este ca daca geniul nu cunoaste moarte si umele lui scapa de 
noaptea uitarii, pe pamant el nici nu e capabil de a ferici pe cineva, nici de a fi fericit. El nu cunoaste moarte, 
dar n-are nici noroc”. Aceasta idee e construita pe planul aparentelor poemului. dar in planul de adancime, ea 
exprima faptul ca poetul a ajuns la sensul adevarat al vietii sale intregi: jertfirea vietii sale pentru fericirea 
semenilor sai si din dragoste pentru Creator si pentru Mantuitor. Recunoastem aici si un motiv folcloric, in 
afara de motivele biblice aratate mai sus: mitul Mioritei, caruia Eminescu ii da o desavarsita transfigurare 
artistica in aceasta poezie, motivul cununiei cu o fata de crai, insasi Dumnezeirea, motivul jertfei, al 
testamentului, al maicutei batrane si al dizolvarii in elementele naturii cosmice, care-1 vor legana in somnul lui 
lin, reintoarcerea sa in sanul lui Dumnezeu, mai precis, acolo unde nu mai este ura, nici moarte, nici chin, 
numai iubire si fericire vesnica. 

Din punctul de vedere al speciilor literare prezente in poem, poemul este o oda de dragoste, un imn religios 
inchinat Divinitatii, o satira si o elegie. Bogatia de sensuri, virtuozitatea formei si a continutului indreptatesc 
ideea ca ’’Rugaciunea unui dac” este un poem filosofic, unul dintre cele mai frumoase, mai pretioase ale 



marelui poet roman, si din intreaga literature romana si universala. Aceasta dialectic!! a sensurilor degajate din 
monolog, din dialogul socratic, din cuvintele adresate divinitatii, din fiecare strofa, face posibila extragerea 
unui sens mai inalt, superior: acela ca sensul unei vieti intregi este acela de a-i gasi un sens. Poetul pare a ne 
spune ca acest sens nu este de gasit in aceasta lume de chin si suferinta, in care totul este perisabil, efemer si 
trecator, o lume a aparentelor, ci in lumea care vine, in viata dupa moarte, o lume a sensurilor neperisabile, 
eterne si netrecatoare. Cum spunea Eliade in ’’Nunta in cer” , in citatul din epistola lui Pavel catre Corinteni, 
”acum ne cunoastem doar in franturi, in fragmente, dar atunci (dupa moarte) ne vom cunoaste deplin si 
adevarat: fata catre fata”. 

Din punct de vedere prozodic poemul este alcatuit din sapte sextine, avand masura versului constant!!, de 14 
silabe, si ritmul constant, peon 2 si amfibrah, primul un ritm grav, solemn, de inspiratie culta, al doilea larg, 
deschis, specific marilor epopei. Astfel, din punct de vedere prozodic, ultimele doua versuri se prezinta in felul 
urmator: ”Sa simt ca de su-fla-rea-ti su-fla-rea mea se cur-ma / Si-n stin-ge-rea e-ter-na dis-par fa-ra de ur- 
ma.” ( U-UUU-UU-UUU-U / U-UUU-UU-UUU-U) (PEON 2, AMFIBRAH, PEON 2, AMFIBRAH, PEON 2 
AMFIBRAH, PEON 2, AMFIBRAH). 

I love you. 

The prayer of a Dacian 
By Mihai Eminescu 
I'm drowning you. 

The poem "Prayer of a Dacian" is made up of seven verses of 6 verses, seven sextins, which are a lyrical 
confession of the poet, addressed to God, the heavenly Father. The poem thus has a dialogical structure, it is a 
monologue addressed, but the answer of the Divinity is missing, which remains silent and whose response is 
impossible to conceptualize and imagine. 

A vibrant voice - on the one hand, laden with nostalgia, regret, melancholy, bitterness and pain - and a void, 
left in the poet's soul by the lack of response of the Divinity, which remains unrelenting. These feelings that 
break from the poem thus constitute the idea of poetry. To them is added a sense of lucid despair, of one who 
feels that he has nothing to lose or to gain, that all are equal, but this feeling is built on the apparent plane of 
feelings and ideas of poetry, not the deep one., deep 

Only those who have tried in his life the feeling of "genius without luck" can understand this poem of 
Eminescu, and dare I say, all Eminescu poems. They are born of a tension of the spirit and a strain of thought, 
together with a naive sprinkling of intuition and revelation, an elegance, beauty and richness of the imagination 
that few human beings have access to. 

It is thus natural that the depth, intensity and pain of the poet seem "unnatural" to a common, ordinary man. 
And why should we be so engrossed in if?... Think of the delights of our "imagination", our unhappy destiny 
and no luck, when there are so many pleasant things in the world that make our lives beautiful, so many 
surrogates of the consumer society? ... 

Eminescu was never a consumerist, and despite the huge maculature that was written on the edge of his work, 
he never inclined to the commercial side of life. This is an unforgettable thing for contemporaries, and it still 
begs questions, although many of them are not fully aware, leaving a mystery to float over the life and work of 
the poet. 

The pain of the poet is to feel lonely and misunderstood, without any support, than the Divinity that gave him 
life - and to which he asks one last thing: the eternal rest: "To feel that my breathing is my breath is stopped / 
extinguished, eternal desire disappears without a trace! "This desire for nothingness, emptiness, absolute 
extinction is felt only by those in life who suffer too much, to be able to express themselves in words, and to 
need salvation and atonement..., a new chance, another destiny. This overt prayer of the poet is therefore the 
theme of the poem. 



But this is also built on an apparent plane of the poem. From the other side, from the depths, from the depth 
plan, the whole justification of the poet's life and its highest meaning are warranted to us. So high that it can 
only be understood and felt at its fair value by the Creator. In this sense, the Creator's silence is supportive and 
full of speech: He seems to call to his bosom, in the endless Kingdom, the one thirsty for the resting neighbor. 

The number of verses is not accidental: seven is the mystical figure par excellence, which represents Jesus 
Christ. And the number of verses, six, represents a Christian and Hebrew figure of prime importance, the sign 
of the "fish" in the mystical sense, the one in which Jesus comes into the world on Christmas Eve, on the 24th 
(December), anticipating his destiny of Savior of the world and betrayal of one of the Apostles. 

Eminescu has identified himself with the Christian destiny absolutely, without security levers, without 
compromises and without inner constraint. Today his poems could be interpreted dogmatically as despair 
worthy of condemnation and as a lack of faith. But did not the Savior doubt himself? ... Was he not frightened 
at his fearful fate, before death and betrayal? ... All these belong to the man within us, and Eminescu knew 
this. The divine side of both Jesus and Eminescu never doubted and never feared - but willingly followed the 
path opened by the Father. 

In the sense shown above, of human doubt and suffering, of hesitation in the face of what is to come, the 
Prayer of Jesus in the Garden of Gethsemane can be interpreted, to which Eminescu gives an answer over time 
in the poem "The Prayer of a Dacian". "Dac" meaning the divine substance of the people of which it belongs, 
the first called from the Apostles, and destined to sit at the right hand of the Father. A people of "Gentiles", but 
a people chosen by God to come first, through the first of the Apostles, to the right faith. Eminescu was born in 
the Book of Knowledge, Life and Death, in the hands of Jesus Christ. His whole life was devoted to the service 
of the Book, its fiery Slavs, and their definition through poems, divine inspiration, through his writing, his 
thought and soul, his life and death. 

I don't know if Eminescu read the "Tibetan Book of the Dead", but no doubt Eminescu knew how to live - and 
how to die. Like a soul detached from the soul of his nation, from his eternal trunk, coming from time 
immemorial, as a "free dac". From his ancient roots, coming from Adam himself, the first Man, thrown into the 
ancestral land came this Messiah of the Romanian nation, who was not given to stay in the Book of saints, 
because he is more than that, he is a Savior. 

The poem is not long, as we saw above, but it is full of semantic richness, and is built on two planes: one of 
appearance, of surface, and one of depth, which we reach only through a hermeneutic effort, of including the 
whole life and works of the poet. The seven stanzas make up seven lyrical sequences, which make up the 
corpus of poetry, a single lyrical continuum 

The first verse: "When there was no death, nothing immortal, / No seed of the life-giving light, / There was no 
today, no hand, no yesterday, no forever, / For one was all and all was one / While the earth, the sky , the 
widow, the whole world / They were among those who have never been, / At that time you were alone, I ask 
myself / Who has the god to whom we leave our enemies? ”is an imaginative imagination and the idea of 
Genesis, which we also find in other Eminesca poems, such as "Luceafarul", "Letter I", "Emperor and 
proletarian" and others. The poet refers here to the World before the birth of the Universe, to the space without 
objects, as Kant would say, which we can imagine, and as a result, Eminescu could imagine. In the absence of 
Space, Timpul, its vertical coordinate, is missing: "There was no today, no hand, no yesterday, no all." it is the 
World without attributes, "when there was no death, nothing immortal", Life was missing, therefore the death 
of what was alive. At that time there was only "one" who was in all and everything that was one, while there 
was no heaven, earth, seer, nor world, at that time, says the poet with admiration and adoration, he was only 
the Creator, "You alone "That the poet asks with astonishment and sacred fear," within myself":" Who has the 
god to whom we leave our enemies? ". God is here more than lets the poem's apparent plan be understood: it is 
God Himself, Most Above All, the Supreme Deity, the "seeds" from which everything was born, to whom the 
world, humanity, the poet, departs from his "enemies." ". Heart, meaning the Soul, Animus, the eternal, 




immortal soul. For God dwells in hearts, since he is a heart, as Nichita Stanescu would say. The final verse of 
the first verse is great: he calls God the God, the foremost of all gods, the foremost, and of the Hebrew God: he 
is the supreme God himself. The inversion of "our enemies" highlights here the final term, "enemies", and the 
fact that "our" hearts worship with this God before all the gods. 

The second verse: "He alone stood before the gods. And out of the pool of waters powers gave sparks, / He 
gives the soul and happiness to the world, / He is the humble source of salvation / Up your hearts! Sing songs, / 
He is the death of death and the resurrection of life! ’’Begins with a verse that expresses the ones highlighted 
above: the uniqueness of the Creator among all the gods, the fact that he was" before being the gods ", and the 
verb in the plural "Statut-au" expresses the supreme quality of the Creator to be all in one and all in all, the 
"unimaginable multiplicity" of the Creator, along with the poet's full worship. It is the Creator who animates 
all the gods, it is the happiness of the living world itself,"" its source of salvation. " Here we can not fail to 
refer to Jesus Christ, to the fact that He is one with the Father and the Holy Spirit, expressed in the second 
verse by "spark", the heavenly Father who, "out of the pool of water", gave powers to His Holy One. Spirit of 
creating the World. Just like the psalmist David, Eminescu says in the following lines: "Up your hearts! Sing 
songs, / He is the death of death and the resurrection of life! ”. Thus, the poet, in the depth plan of the poem, 
comes with an hour of worship and love dedicated to the Creator, on behalf of the whole Humanity, who 
through his Son made "death of death and resurrection of life", an allusion to the Christian Liturgy: "with death 
pre death trampling ”. 

The third verse: "And he gives me eyes to see the light of day, / And my heart is filled with the charms of 
mercy, / In the whisper of the wind I heard his walk / And in his voice carried by the song his sweet feelings 
on Friday, / And besides these they beg in an addition / Allow me to enter my eternal rest! ’’comes with a 
subtle change in attitude at the end of the stanza:“ Let me enter my eternal rest! ”, which makes the transition 
to the last four verses of poetry, which is constituted in the second poetic picture, the one in which the poet's 
tone is full of bitterness, pain and humility. How beautiful the poet begins this verse! ... The creator gave his 
precious eyes to see "the light of day" and the heart "are filled with the charms of mercy"; "Charms", that is the 
secret of the unforgettable, mystery, "mercy", that is the Creator's Compassion for all living beings, for 
humanity, for nature, for all creatures, for everything that contains living breath, the Soul. "They have" - again 
a plural verb, because although the poet addresses the Creator with a name of equality "You", the Divinity is 
supreme and worthy of honor and praise. Again the poet refers to the multiplicity of God, to the fact that He is 
"more in one," and perhaps the poet had in mind one of the three main Hindu gods, namely Buddha, the other 
two being Vishnu and Shiva, represented, often as having an infinity of arms, or Brahma, "the four-faced." The 
wind is presented here as a sacred element, as an indicator of the divine presence: "In the whisper of the wind I 
heard his walk", in which an alliteration appears "the whistle of the winds", especially poetic and expressive, 
continuing with a verbal inversion: "I heard" and with a metonymy "of walking". The "voice carried by the 
song" is the chirping of the birds, these winged divine messengers, and, among all the creatures, the poet feels 
"a sweet Lriday," his love for the Lather, above the Lire. "Viers" - because the Creator is also the Poet, the 
greatest ever, and from his Poetry, the Being and the Universe were born. Isn't that all poetry? People, nature, 
rain, wind, birds, animals, vegetation, minerals, mountains, forests, stars, oceans? ... A subtle mathematical 
poetry, a "vice" of the Creator? But the poet at the end of the verse demands "an addition", that is, his entrance 
into the eternal rest. 

Sure, we could interpret these two verses in a Buddhist way, as a desire for eternal extinction or eternity, but I 
think we can interpret them in a Christian way, as an entrance of the poet to the right of the Lather, as an 
interpretation of destiny its in the Christian sense. This refers to the poet and the poem "Luceafarul", although 
in a slightly different way, intermediate through the poetic masks of the poem: Hyperion and Demiurg. But it 
seems closer to the truth here to see the poet's life as a sacrifice and his death as a sign of light, of entering into 
"everything". To this sacrifice the poet makes reference in the following lyrical sequences and in the second 
poetic picture of the poem. 

The fourth verse of the poem: "Curse anyone who has mercy on me, / Bless the one who piles me up, / Listen 
to any mouth, who would want to make me laugh, / Powers to nurture the arm that would kill me, / acela that 



one of the people becomes the first / What even the stone that got her to snatch me. "The pain of the poet 
expressed in this verse is unimaginable. Through the process of antithesis, antinomy, opposition, he joins the 
hymn of praise brought to the Creator in the first three verses, a psalm of glory and adoration, with the 
appearance of the suffering present in the poet's life, charged with bitterness, pain and disappointment. The 
poet does not feel worthy of the Creator's mercy, he feels small, humble, insignificant "and full of sufferers". 
His own life, as the poet says in one of his letters to Veronica Micle, is the life of a "morally deceived" man. 
We find it hard to believe that the poet, who was a model of poetic, literary, social, political virtue, can be 
considered "morally deceived". The poet feels, however, that his life was a series of compromises that "The 
Highest Self, in Carl Jung's terms, could not allow. The sincerity, innocence of the poet, his initial candor 
were replaced by blasphemy, routine, disappointment and despair. Because the poet does not put in ordinary 
terms the relationship with his Self and Divinity, but in ideal terms. From here the disappointments of the poet 
appear in the magnifying glass with a mercantile society that does not understand him, does not understand the 
ideality of his soul.He presents this in his true light, but society, the world of his time did not forgive him, nor 
did he have "mercy" for him, he piled it up, he ridiculed it, he pushed it to death - and the poet does not find it 
impossible either his headstone from his tomb, and in the figurative sense, the meaning of his whole life, is 
torn apart. 

Fifth verse of the poem: "Invited by all the world through my years to pass, / Until you feel that my eye of 
tears is dry, / That in every man of the world an enemy is born to me, / C-1 reach myself not to know myself 
anymore, / That the pain and the pain of feeling has hardened me, / That I can curse my mother, whom I loved 
- / When the crudest hate seemed to me love .. / Maybe you forget my pain and I will be able to die ”is born 
from a tension of opposites, is a coincidence oppositorum. The poet went through the whole ordeal and the 
despair of a life, through hell and purgatory, his "tears are dry" eye, he saw Heaven and the Abyss. From this 
tension of opposites is born the coincidence oppositorum, that divine capacity to see through a thing, object, 
property, relationship, complex of situations, its opposite. Through hatred, love, mercy, cruelty or 
condemnation, through pleasure, pain, through beauty, ugliness, through emptiness, fullness, through life, 
death, or through life death, as, for dual thinking, which has not reached unity. Everything can be expressed, 
imagined or connected with its opposite. There are signs of symbolism and hermetism here, a literary current 
that Eminescu overcame, but also of existentialism. All the literary trends that will emerge later, including 
modernism and surrealism, are prefigured in his work. But this passage through the duality of opposites and 
existence is a sine qua non condition of reaching the unity of everything. He who sees the sea, sees also the 
desert, who sees death, also sees Life, and the poet appears ready to die, when his soul knows - and may have 
known - the bitterness of this duality. 

The next step is Complexio oppositorum, full identification with the Christian destiny: "Foreigner and lawless 
of you I die - then / My nephew in my body casts him / her, Father, to give her an expensive crown, / What the 
dogs will mute, as my heart will break, / And the one with stones will strike me in the face, / Have mercy, 
master, and give them life for ever! "The poet feels a" stranger "through life and among the peers, is that sense 
of otherness that Carl Jung speaks of when he psychologically discusses the phenomenon of flying saucers and 
aliens, and "out of law", that is outside the law, beyond the law and what people commonly understand, be it in 
law or in law, measured by its small rules, by some kind of "Procust's Bed", and his grieving soul has the 
vision of his probable death: "My corpse in the street throws him / her, Father, to give her an expensive crown, 
/ What will she have? bites the dogs, as my heart breaks ". A death full of humility, ridicule, mockery, derision, 
but a death first of all pain and suffering, just as the Savior's death was on the cross. The biblical myth gives us 
certain facts, certain stories, but the reality, His death must have been terrible and frightening. It is a descent 
into Hell that comes at the price of extreme suffering and humility. The palm received by the Savior is 
symbolized here by the poet through stones. Stones were killed in the old kingdom of Israel by those who had 
their rulers' mistakes before the Synod and the Pharisees. Stone was struck also Mary Magdalene, to whom 
Jesus took up the defense, saying: "He should first raise the stone that is innocent and without any guilt." The 
poet makes a direct reference here to Jesus Christ, telling him to have it the mercy of the one who will strike 
him with stones and give him "forever life", alluding to the redemption of the thief from the cross who fell in 
front of the Savior. We do not have a fuller poetic representation of Mihai Eminescu's Christianity as in this 
poem. This involves taking the Savior's cross and carrying it to the end - to death. 



In the last verse: "Only then, Father, can I thank you / That you gave me the good fortune to live. / To ask for 
your gifts, knee and forehead I do not go, / For hatred and curses I would like to repent you, / To feel that my 
breathing is blowing / And in eternal extinction they disappear without end! ”Is a sad abandonment of all that 
is earthly, human. The poet does not want to return to this world, as it is now, for the poet. The only reward 
given to the Creator for the priceless gift of his life is his life, given, sacrificed in a series of humiliations, 
blows and wounds. The highest price of life can only be life, and the poet shows himself ready to sacrifice it 
for the Creator. 

He does not want gifts from God, as most people demand, health, wealth, good luck in all, happiness, 
fulfillment of desires and so on. The poet does not ask anything in return from God - unlike most people, he is 
totally disinterested. He just wants to feel "that my breath is ending", all the poet wants is love ..., is the only 
thing he longs for and he wants to feel the breath of the Savior, of the Creator at the last moment, both will be 
enough. Then in the "eternal extinction they disappear without a trace!", A dissolution in the eternal Creation 
of God, a dissolution in Nature, in the Cosmos, without the possibility of any return. 

The vehement tone of the last verses is replaced by the elegiac tone of the last verse, a verse that deeply moves 
us. In these seven verses of poetry we have the picture of the poet's complete unhappiness and his desire to 
give it meaning. This sense cannot be found, it is not humanly possible, except by assuming the Christian 
destiny, the supreme human and divine sacrifice. Only the sacrifice and salvation of mankind is the price for 
the poet's unhappy life, only here he can find the meaning of a whole life, and Eminescu has finally found it. 

"This is poetry. And the allegorical meaning I gave him is that unless the genius knows death and his human 
being escapes the night of oblivion, on earth he is neither capable of blessing anyone, nor of being happy. He 
knows no death, but no luck. ” This idea is built on the appearance of the poem, but in the depth plan, she 
expresses the fact that the poet has come to the true meaning of his whole life: the sacrifice of his life for the 
happiness of his fellows and for the love of the Creator and the Savior. We also recognize here a folkloric 
motif, apart from the biblical motives mentioned above: the myth of Miorita, to whom Eminescu gives a 
complete artistic transfiguration in this poem, the motive of the marriage with a crayon girl, the Godhead, the 
motive of the sacrifice, the will, the mother old age and dissolution in the elements of the cosmic nature, which 
will sway him in his smooth sleep, his return to the bosom of God, more precisely, where there is no more 
hatred, no death, no torment, only eternal love and happiness. 

From the point of view of the literary species present in the poem, the poem is an ode to love, a religious 
anthem dedicated to the Divinity, a satire and an elegy. The richness of senses, the virtuosity of form and 
content justify the idea that "The Prayer of a Dacian" is a philosophical poem, one of the most beautiful, most 
precious of the great Romanian poet, and of all the Romanian and universal literature. This dialectic of the 
senses released from the monologue, from the Socratic dialogue, from the words addressed to the divinity, 
from each stanza, makes it possible to extract a higher, higher meaning: that the meaning of a whole life is to 
find a meaning. The poet seems to tell us that this sense is not to be found in this world of pain and suffering, 
in which everything is perishable, ephemeral and fleeting, a world of appearances, but in the world that comes, 
in life after death, a world of senses, non-perishable, eternal and non-refreshing. As Eliade said in "Wedding in 
heaven", in the quotation from Paul's epistle to the Corinthians, "now we know ourselves only in fragments, in 
fragments, but then (after death) we will know ourselves fully and truly: face to face". 

From a prosodic point of view, the poem is made up of seven sextines, with the measure of the constant verse, 
of 14 syllables, and the constant rhythm, pawn 2 and amphibrah, the first a serious, solemn, of inspired 
inspiration, the second wide, open, specific to the great epics. Thus, from a prosodic point of view, the last two 
verses are presented as followsf’Sa simt ca de su-fla-rea-ti su-fla-rea mea se cur-ma / Si-n stin-ge-rea e-ter-na 
dis-par fa-ra de ur-ma.” ( U-UUU-UU-UUU-U / U-UUU-UU-UUU-U) (PEON 2, AMFIBRAH, PEON 2, 
AMFIBRAH, PEON 2 AMFIBRAH, PEON 2, AMFIBRAH). 


Te iubesc nespus, nespus... 



Dulcele meu Victor, Te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu. Rugaciunea unui dac, manuscris 

’’Rugaciunea unui dac” de Mihai Eminescu areo certa incarcatura emotionala si filosofica budista. Mai degraba 
decat hinduista, influenta suferita de Eminescu este de sorginte budista. Dar numai in aspecte minore, de 
suprafata, in adancime ea este crestina. Zeul suprem hindus este Avalokiteshvara, ”cel dincolo de bine si de 
rau”, o natura amorala, o zeitate care nu cunoaste categoriile morale de bine si de rau, este dincolo de acestea. 
Asa a fost posibila aparitia raului in lume, a nefericirii si suferintei. Dar ’’raul, nefericirea si suferinta” erau 
conditii sine qua non pentru cresterea spirituala si obtinerea eliberarii, moksa. Omul, fiinta umana s-a nascut 
libera; in aceste conditii, nu exista cai de constrangere pentru cresterea, pentru dezvoltarea spirituala decat 
karma, legea budista a cauzei si a efectului. O mantra budista a calugarilor Thai nu evidentiaza decat patru 
aspecte ale legii divine: 

- OF GOOD CONDUCT IS THE ORDER OF THE DISCIPLES OF THE BLESSED ONE; 

- OF UPRIGHT CONDUCT IS THE ORDER OF THE DISCIPLES OF THE BLESSED ONE; 

- OF WISE CONDUCT IS THE ORDER OF THE DISCIPLES OF THE BLESSED ONE; 

- OF PROPER CONDUCT IS THE ORDER OF THE DISCIPLES OF THE BLESSED ONE. 

Legea divina pe care o purtam in noi nu permite abaterea de la aceste reguli simple, valabile si in crestinism, si 
in toate religiile si pretutindeni. Samanta divina care este in noi, chipul divinitatii din adanc, al divinitatii 
morale, care este un summum bonum, aspectul pozitiv al lui Avalokiteshvara, Iisus Hristos si Fecioara Maria, 
acea Anima sau Suflet universal sau Animus, Brahman, Atman, ne cere imperativ sa urmam legile morale, sa 
ne urmam sufletul si sa ne ascultam spiritul, sa eliminam sau sa ocolim raul. Acest lucru este foarte greu, atat 
pentru oamenii care practica asceza, catsi pentru cei care traiesc printre semenii lor, in lume. C.G. Jung a 
afirmat ca nu exista o cale de mantuire, de a elimina raul, decat acceptand ca face parte din tine insuti, ca face 
parte din lume. Abia atunci, prin aceasta acceptare, se deschide pentru cel suferind calea eliberarii, trupesti, 
sufletesti si spirituale. Fie ca alegem asceza si respectam dharma, fie ca luam crucea si urmam drumul christic, 
acestea nu sunt decat cai aparent diferite de a ajunge la acelasi rezultat: eliberarea sufletului din temnita 
trupului, depasirea patimilor si dorintelor omenesti. Buddha a reusit acest lucru in viata sa, pentru Iisus Hristos 
acest drum continua dupa ’’coborarea de pe cruce”. El ”a inviat din morti” si s-a suit la Cer de-a dreapta Tatalui 
(o ipostaza a Sa insusi) ceea ce echivaleaza in sens figurat cu faptul ca el si-a depasit prin moarte, prin 
crucificare, natura omeneasca si a ramas in slava in cea divina. Pe cand Buddha ofera o slava a divinului 
cucerita in timpul vietii, prin Nirvana, Iisus Hristos ofera o slava a divinului obtinuta prin moarte, crucificare si 
inviere. 

Sigur ca poemul ’’Rugaciunea unui dac” a avut surse de inspiratie originale si variate: de la folclorul romanesc 
si traditia crestina, pana la izvoarele orientale. Nu cred ca Eminescu a vrut sa dea glas vreunei doctrine 
filosofice, cat dorintei de a da un sens vietii sale prin tanjirea dupa ceea ce ii este omeneste superior. Am putea 
spune ca tanjirea poetului este dupa Unitatea si Indivizibilitatea Totului, dupa divinitatea suprema, care este 
unica. Ecouri ale Vedelor si Upanisadelor din traditia religioasa hindusa le vedem in vigurosul sau talent de a 
duce la viata o lume, in clipa Genezei, a crearii Universului: Pe cand nu era moarte, nimic nemuritor, / Nici 
samburul luminii de viata datator, / Nu era azi, nici mane, nici ieri, nici totdeuna, / Caci unui erau toate si totul 
era una / Pe cand pamantul, cerul, vazduhul, lumea toata / Erau din randul celor ce n-au fost niciodata, / Pe- 
atunci erai Tu singur, incat ma-ntreb in sine-mi / Au cine-i zeul carui plecam a noastre inemi?” Acest zeu la 
care face referire Eminescu este Avalokiteshvara, zeul suprem hindus. 
El este o zeite atat masculina, cat si feminina, care reuneste principiile opuse Yin si Yang. Sigur ca suprema 
Vointa a Zeului suprem este obtinerea eliberarii lumii, a fiintelor umane, si aici gasim ecouri din filosoful 
german Arthur Schopenhauer. Pe acest esafodaj s-a construit intreaga religie hindusa si apoi cele derivate din 
ea, precum este budismul si chiar crestinismul. In traditia budista, Iisus Hristos este reprezentat ca al zecelea 
Buddha, in sirul urmat de la cel dintai Buddha. El reprezinta o intruchipare a perfectiunii, a sacrificiului 
suprem. Sacrificiu obtinut, ca si Buddha, prin mortificarea trupului, a camii si asumarea destinului sau 
superior, divin, christic. 

A treia strofa a poeziei: ”Si el imi dete ochii sa vad lumina zilei, / Si inima-mi implut-au cu farmecele milei, / 
In vuietul de vanturi auzit-am a lui mers / Si-n glas purtat de cantec simtii duiosu-i viers, / Si tot pe lang- 
acestea cersesc inc-un adaos / Sa-ngaduie intrarea-mi in vecinicul repaos!” face referire, dupa parerea mea, la 
Compasiunea resimtita de Buddha pentru toate fiintele vii. Iesind din regatul sau somptuos si stralucitor, el a 




intalnit suferinta in toate cele patru chipuri fundamentale ale sale: sub chipul unui om batran, cersetor 
zdrentaros, al unui muribund, al unui mort aflat in putrefactie si al unui ascet, unul dintre aceia care practicau 
asceza. Aceste lucruri 1-au deprimat si el a hotarat sa depaseasca boala, batranetea si moartea traind viata unui 
ascet. Eminescu insa simte ca nu poate depasi durerea saraciei si a batraneti, a bolii si a mortii si cere Zeului 
absolut sa-i ingaduie intrarea in vesnicul repaos. 

Dupa Kant, fiinta umana poate fi si necreata sau increata, conform schemei de mai sus. Ea poate fi de 
asemenea imateriala, inanimata si irationala. Se pare ca Eminescu a vrut sa ilustreze in aceasta poezie dorul, 
tanjirea dupa fiinta umana necreata, imateriala, inanimata si irationala, dupa fiinta ideala. Caca ce altceva poate 
reprezenta dorinta dupa stingerea eterna, dupa intrarea in Nirvana, din sufletul poetului, dorinta sa de a nu se 
mai afla pe lume?.. Ea poate exprima si faptul ca dragostea din sufletul poetului cheama la sine fiinta necreata 
din adanc, pe care el n-a intalnit-o in lume, iubirea ideala. 

Pe de alta parte, fiinta umana este creata, materials, animata si rationala. Eminescu simte ca este asa, dar el 
tanjeste dupa anima sa, chipul animei sale din adanc, care este, contrar lui, necreata, imateriala, inanimata si 
irationala. Doar aceasta ar putea sa-1 completeze pe poet, care a citit (si a tradus) Critica Ratiunii pure. 

Daca luam in considerare si faptul ca fiinta umana are o reprezentare despre spatiu si timp, despre Univers, 
despre sine insusi si psihicul sau, intelegem mai bine lirismul acestei poezii si, in genere, lirismul subiectiv al 
poeziilor eminesciene de dragoste si de inspiratie filosofica: 

Prin urmare, poezia lui Eminescu nu este pur axata pe senzatie sau pe intuitie sau pe concept. Eminescu a 
realizat o intrepatrundere a acestor trei functii psihice in opera sa: senzatia, intuitia si gandirea (rationamentul). 
Din schema lipseste simtirea, sentimentul, fara a mai vorbi de perceptie. Eminescu a simtit ca ceva lipseste: 
tocmai sentimentul, tocmai simtirea, si acestuia i-a dat o reprezentare originala si o exprimare exceptionala in 
’’Rugaciunea unui dac” si in intreaga sa lirica, de dragoste sau filosofica. 

Este cazul sa venim cu o concluzie la cele prezentate mai sus. Kant are dreptate ca puncte de vedere precum 
cele ale lui Leibniz si Locke sunt inoportune din punct de vedere filosofic, ca reprezinta ’’greseli filosofice” 
impardonabile. Dar noi nu ne reprezentam spatiul strict filosofic, din pacate sau din fericire, si eu as sugera aici 
ca din fericire. Nu putem, cum spunea un poet roman intr-o poezie, trai doar cu capul ”in nori”, pentru ca n-am 
mai avea o perspectiva, un punct de vedere, sau cum spune Kant o reprezentare, asupra pamantului, sau asupra 
altor obiecte din spatiu, fie el terestru, fie cosmic. Psihologic si filosofic Kant pare a avea dreptate, dar ma 
indoiesc daca si empiric sau conceptual. Psihologic Kant are dreptate, caci psihologia opereaza cu reprezentari, 
desi tot ce stim despre ele este obtinut pe cale empirica, prin experimente si prin practica psihiatrica si 
psihoterapeutica. Este cazul sa amintim aici despre ’’essere in re”, ’’essere in intellectu” si ’’essere in anima”. A 
fi in realitate, in fiinta (a avea fiinta), in intelect sau in anima. Despre a fi in realitate, Kant ne sugereaza ca n-o 
putem face decat prin essere in anima, si despre a fi in intelect, Kant argumenteaza ca noi avem o reprezentare 
conceptuala asupra existentei noastre, dar nu si a realitatii, ci numai intuitiva a priori. Empiricistii au totusi 
dreptate, dar nu in intregime. Adevarul este undeva la mijloc, este impartit intre toate aceste puncte de vedere 
filosofice. Cunoasterea noastra asupra realitatii este mediata prin reprezentarea noastra empirica, conceptuala, 
intuitiva a priori, si prin sentiment, prin acel essere in anima. Acestea sunt cele patru functii psihice ale noastre: 
gandirea (rationamentul), senzatia (experimentul), intuitia (conceptuala sau a priori din perspectiva lui C.G. 
Jung) si sentimentul (simtirea, legata atat de senzatie, de experiment, deci de natura empirica, cat si de essere 
in anima, ”a fi in suflet”, care tine de natura sentimentala, ideala, transcendentala, religioasa a sufletului 
nostru). Kant se face sustinatorul unui singur punct de vedere filosofic, care poate suferi de lacune, si anume ca 
reprezentarea noastra asupra realitatii este mediata numai prin intuitie a priori. Merita aici sa inseram cele mai 
semnificative puncte de vedere ale lui Kant cu privire la aceasta chestiune: Spatiul este o reprezentare necesara 
a priori care fundamenteaza toate intuitiile exterioare. Nu putem imita o reprezentare in absenta spatiului, desi 
ne putem gandi destul de bine ca niciun lucru nu poate exista in el. El trebuie de aceea sa fie privit ca conditia 
posibilitatii aparentelor, si nu ca o determinare dependenta de ele, si el este o reprezentare a priori care 
fundamenteaza in mod necesar experientele exterioare. Perspectiva ca spatiul si timpul sunt entitati reale este 
menita sa reprezinte pozitia Newtoniana, si perspectiva ca ele sunt determinari ale relatiilor dintre lucruri, 
pozitia Leibniziana. Mai tarziu, in Estetica Transcendentala, el se refera la Newtonieni ca la ’’investigatori 
matematici” ai naturii, care pretind ca spatiul si timpul ’’subzista” prin ele insele, si la Leibnizieni ca 



’’metafizieni ai naturii” care cred ca spatiul si timpul ”sunt inerente” in obiecte si in relatiile lor. Kant considera 
intuitia ca o reprezentare constienta, obiectiva - aceasta este strict delimitate de senzatie, pe care el o priveste 
nu ca pe o reprezentare a unui obiect, proprietati, eveniment, etc; dar mai degraba ca starea unui subiect. In 
timp ce senzatiile nu reprezinta nimic distinct de subiectul care simte (incluzand poate starea corpului 
subiectului), intuitiile sunt reprezentari obiective. Stiinta recenta pune in evidenta importanta distinctiei dintre 
senzatie si intuitie. Kant pretinde ca desi ne putem reprezenta spatiul ca fiind gol, noi nu ne putem reprezenta 
pe noi insine in absenta spatiului. Acest punct de vedere sau argument submineaza relationalismul lui Leibniz 
daca relationalistul pretinde ca spatiul nu este independent de obiecte este, cel putin partial, fundat pe 
argumentul ca insasi ideea de spatiu existand independent de obiecte este incoerent! Daca cineva are un 
asemenea punct de vedere, nu s-ar putea ridica dubii referitoare la relationalism prin sustinerea, asa cum o face 
Kant, a faptului ca noi putem de fapt concepe spatiul ca fiind lipsit de obiecte. In argumentul al treilea si al 
patrulea, Kant sustine ca reprezentarea spatiului are un continut specificabil care este incompatibil cu el ca 
fiind o reprezentare conceptual! Aceasta inseamna, argumenteaza el, ca reprezentarea noastra asupra spatiului 
nu este un concept, ci este de fapt o intuitie - este o reprezentare singulara, imediata. Asa cum am vazut, 
distinctia dintre senzatie si intuitie indica faptul ca aceasta nu se echivaleaza cu ideea ca noi avem o senzatie a 
spatiului (o idee ciudata, se pare). In schimb se echivaleaza cu ideea ca noi avem o reprezentare obiectiva 
asupra spatiului, dar una care este singulara si imediata, mai degraba decat conceptual! Spatiul nu este un 
concept empiric care a fost derivat din experientele noastre exterioare. Ci in ideea ca anumite senzatii sa se 
refere la ceva exterior mie (aceasta inseamna la ceva din alta regiune a spatiului fata de cea in care ma gasesc 
eu insumi), si in mod similar in ideea ca pot fi capabil sa le reprezint ca externe si alaturi una de alta, si in 
conformitate nu numai ca diferite, dar si in locuri diferite, reprezentarea spatiului trebuie deja sa le 
fundamenteze [dazu mu 1,5 die Vorstellung des Raumes schon zum Grunde liegen]. Prin urmare, reprezentarea 
spatiului nu poate fi obtinuta prin experienta din relatiile aparentei externe; aceasta experienta externa este ea 
insasi posibila in vreun fel numai prin acea reprezentare. De aceste puncte de vedere filosofice ale lui Kant a 
fost foarte interesat filosoful, psihiatrul si psihoterapeutul elvetian Carl Gustav Jung, care argumenteaza ca noi 
putem avea o cunoastere empirica asupra noastra si a realitatii, ca tot ce noi cunoastem despre noi insine este 
obtinut pe cale empirica, prin functiile noastre psihice. Si psihiatrul elvetian pare a fi de acord cu Kant in 
privinta intuitiei, ca o reprezentare singulara, imediata a realitatii, data a priori. La aceste patru functii psihice, 
Carl Gustav Jung le adauga perceptia, a cincea functie psihica, care este legata in primul rand de senzatie, este 
de natura empirica, dar si de toate celelalte functii psihice, si mai ales essere in anima, ”a fi in suflet”. Si in 
aceasta privinta, ca singura modalitate empirica de a-1 cunoaste pe Dumnezeu si realitatea, Carl Gustav Jung 
este de acord cu filosoful german. Cea mai deplina si mai incontestabila reprezentare a noastra despre noi 
insine si despre univers tine de natura sufletului nostru, acel essere in anima, de sentimentul religios si al 
dragostei, carora Mihai Eminescu, cel mai mare poet roman, le-a dat o desavarsita transfigurare artistica in 
opera sa. 

I love you and I love you, my baby. The prayer of a Dacian, manuscript 

The "Prayer of a Dacian" by Mihai Eminescu area is certainly a Buddhist emotional and philosophical burden. 
Rather than Hinduism, the influence of Eminescu is of Buddhist origin. But only in minor, superficial aspects, 
deep down she is a Christian. The supreme Hindu god is Avalokiteshvara, "the one beyond good and evil", an 
amoral nature, a deity who does not know the moral categories of good and evil, is beyond them. Thus it was 
possible the appearance of evil in the world, of unhappiness and suffering. But "evil, unhappiness and 
suffering" were sine qua non conditions for spiritual growth and liberation, mok§a. Man, the human being was 
born free; Under these conditions, there are no compelling ways for growth, for spiritual development other 
than karma, the Buddhist law of cause and effect. A Buddhist mantra of Thai monks highlights only four 
aspects of the divine law: 

- OF GOOD CONDUCT IS THE ORDER OF THE DISCIPLES OF THE BLESSED ONE; 

- OF UPRIGHT CONDUCT IS THE ORDER OF THE DISCIPLES OF THE BLESSED ONE; 

- OF WISE CONDUCT IS THE ORDER OF THE DISCIPLES OF THE BLESSED ONE; 

- OF PROPER CONDUCT IS THE ORDER OF THE DISCIPLES OF THE BLESSED ONE. 

The divine law that we carry in us does not allow the deviation from these simple rules, valid also in 
Christianity, and in all religions and everywhere. The divine seed that is in us, the image of the deep divinity, 
the moral deity, which is a summum bonum, the positive aspect of Avalokiteshvara, Jesus Christ and the 




Virgin Mary, that universal Soul or Soul or Animus, Brahman, Atman, requires us to we follow moral laws, 
we follow our soul and we listen to our spirit, we eliminate or bypass evil. This is very difficult, both for the 
people who practice asceticism and for those who live among their fellows in the world. C. G. Jung has stated 
that there is no way of salvation, to eliminate evil, only by accepting that it is part of yourself, that it is part of 
the world. Only then, through this acceptance, is it opened up for the sufferer of the path of liberation, body, 
soul and spiritual. Whether we choose the ascetic and we respect the dharma, or we take the cross and follow 
the Christian path, these are but apparently different ways of reaching the same result: liberation of the soul 
from the prison of the body, overcoming human passions and desires. The Buddha has achieved this in his life, 
for Jesus Christ this path continues after the "descent from the cross". He "rose from the dead" and ascended to 
Heaven on the right hand of the Father (a hypostasis of Himself) which is equivalent in the figurative sense to 
the fact that he surpassed through death, through crucifixion, human nature and remained in glory in the 
divine. While the Buddha offers a glory of the divine conquered during life, through Nirvana, Jesus Christ 
offers a glory of the divine obtained through death, crucifixion and resurrection. 
Of course, the poem "Prayer of a Dacian" had original and varied sources of inspiration: from the Romanian 
folklore and the Christian tradition, to the Eastern springs. I do not think that Eminescu wanted to give voice to 
any philosophical doctrine, as much as to the desire to give meaning to his life by longing for what is superior 
to him. We could say that the poet's longing is after the Unity and Indivisibility of Everything, after the 
supreme divinity, which is unique. Echoes of the Vedas and the Upanishads of the Hindu religious tradition we 
see in his vigorous talent to bring to life a world, at the moment of Genesis, of the creation of the Universe: 
While there was no death, nothing immortal, / Nor the shadow of the life-giving light, / No it was today, 
neither yesterday, nor yesterday, nor ever, / Because one was all and all was one / While the earth, the sky, the 
sky, the whole world / They were among those who have never been, / At that time you were alone, that I ask 
myself / Do they have the god to whom we leave our enemies? "This god Eminescu refers to is 
Avalokiteshvara, the supreme Hindu god. 

He is a male and female goddess, who unites the opposing principles of Yin and Yang. Of course, the supreme 
Will of the Supreme God is to obtain the liberation of the world, of human beings, and here we find echoes of 
the German philosopher Arthur Schopenhauer. On this scaffolding was built the entire Hindu religion and then 
those derived from it, such as Buddhism and even Christianity. In the Buddhist tradition, Jesus Christ is 
represented as the tenth Buddha, in the line followed by the first Buddha. He represents an embodiment of 
perfection, of supreme sacrifice. Sacrifice obtained, like Buddha, by mortifying the body, the flesh, and 
assuming its higher destiny, divine, Christian. 

Therefore, Eminescu's poetry is not purely focused on sensation or intuition or concept. Eminescu achieved an 
intertwining of these three psychic functions in his work: sensation, intuition and thinking (reasoning). The 
scheme lacks the feeling, the feeling, without talking about perception. Eminescu felt that something was 
missing: precisely the feeling, precisely the feeling, and he gave an original representation and an exceptional 
expression in the "Prayer of a Dacian" and in his entire lyrical, love or philosophical. 

It is appropriate to come to a conclusion to those presented above. Kant is right that views such as those of 
Leibniz and Locke are philosophically inopportune, that they represent unforgivable "philosophical errors". 
But we do not represent the strictly philosophical space, unfortunately or in happiness, and I would suggest 
here that fortunately. We cannot, as a Romanian poet said in a poem, live only with his head "in the clouds", 
because we would no longer have a perspective, a point of view, or as Kant says a representation, on the earth, 
or on others, objects from space, either terrestrial or cosmic. Psychologically and philosophically Kant seems 
to be right, but I doubt whether it is empirical or conceptual. Psychologically Kant is right, because psychology 
operates with representations, although everything we know about them is obtained empirically, through 
experiments and through psychiatric and psychotherapeutic practice. It is worth remembering here about 
"being in re", "being in intellect" and "being in soul". To be in reality, in being (to have being), in the intellect 
or in the soul. About being in reality, Kant suggests that we can only do this by being in the soul, and about 
being in the intellect, Kant argues that we have a conceptual representation of our existence, but not of reality, 
but only a priori intuition. However, the Empiricists are right, but not entirely. The truth is somewhere in the 
middle, it is divided between all these philosophical points of view. Our knowledge of reality is mediated by 
our empirical, conceptual, intuitive a priori representation, and by feeling, through that being in the soul. These 




are our four psychic functions: thinking (reasoning), sensation (experiment), intuition (conceptual or a priori 
from CG Jung's perspective) and feeling (feeling, related to both sensation, experiment, therefore empirical 
nature, and of being in the soul, "to be in the soul", which pertains to the sentimental, ideal, transcendental, 
religious nature of our soul). Kant is the supporter of a single philosophical point of view, which can suffer 
from gaps, namely that our representation on reality is mediated only by intuition a priori. It is worth here to 
insert Kant's most significant views on this matter: Space is a necessary representation of a priori that 
underpins all external intuitions. We cannot imitate a representation in the absence of space, although we can 
think quite well that nothing can exist in it. He must therefore be regarded as the condition of the possibility of 
appearances, and not as a determination dependent on them, and he is a priori representation that necessarily 
underlies external experiences. The perspective that space and time are real entities is meant to represent the 
Newtonian position, and the perspective that they are determinations of the relations between things, the 
Leibnizian position. Later, in Transcendental Aesthetics, he refers to Newtonians as "mathematical 
investigators" of nature, who claim that space and time "subsist" by themselves, and to Leibnizians as 
"metaphysicians of nature" who believe that space and time " they are inherent ”in objects and in their 
relationships. Kant considers intuition as a conscious, objective representation - this is strictly delimited by 
sensation, which he regards not as a representation of an object, properties, event, etc.; but rather like the state 
of a subject. While the sensations represent nothing distinct from the subject feeling (perhaps including the 
state of the subject's body), intuitions are objective representations. Recent science highlights the importance 
of distinguishing between sensation and intuition. Kant claims that although we can represent our space as 
empty, we cannot represent ourselves in the absence of space. This point of view or argument undermines 
Leibniz's relationalism if the relationalist claims that space is not independent of objects, at least in part, based 
on the argument that the very idea of space existing independently of objects is incoherent. If one has such a 
point of view, one cannot raise doubts about relationalism by supporting, as Kant does, the fact that we can 
actually conceive space as being devoid of objects. In the third and fourth argument, Kant argues that the 
representation of space has a specific content that is incompatible with it as a conceptual representation. This 
means, he argues, that our representation on space is not a concept, but is actually an intuition - it is a singular, 
immediate representation. As we have seen, the distinction between sensation and intuition indicates that this 
does not equate with the idea that we have a feeling of space (a strange idea, it seems). Instead, it is equivalent 
to the idea that we have an objective representation of space, but one that is singular and immediate, rather 
than conceptual. Space is not an empirical concept that has been derived from our external experiences. But in 
the idea that certain sensations refer to something external to me (this means something from another region of 
the space to the one in which I find myself), and similarly to the idea that I may be able to represent them as 
external and side by side, and in accordance not only as different, but also in different places, the 
representation of space must already underpin them [dazu niul.i die Vorstellung des Raumes schon zum Grunde 
liegen]. Therefore, the representation of space cannot be obtained through experience from the relations of 
external appearance; this external experience is itself possible in some way only through that representation. 
From these philosophical views of Kant was very interested the Swiss philosopher, psychiatrist and 
psychotherapist Carl Gustav Jung, who argues that we can have an empirical knowledge about ourselves and 
reality, that everything we know about ourselves is obtained by way of empirically, through our psychic 
functions. And the Swiss psychiatrist seems to agree with Kant regarding intuition, as a unique, immediate 
representation of reality, given a priori. To these four psychic functions, Carl Gustav Jung adds their 
perception, the fifth psychic function, which is connected primarily with the sensation, is of an empirical 
nature, but also of all the other psychic functions, and especially being in the soul, "to be in the soul ”. And in 
this regard, as the only empirical way of knowing God and reality, Carl Gustav Jung agrees with the German 
philosopher. The most complete and incontestable representation of ourselves about ourselves and about the 
universe belongs to the nature of our soul, that being in the soul, the religious feeling and the love, to which 
Mihai Eminescu, the greatest Romanian poet, gave them a complete transfiguration, artistic in his work. 

Te iubesc nespus, dulele meu Victor. 


Saint John the Golden Mouth, about the use of reading the Holy Scripture 


THEOLOGICAL ARTICLES 



It is very important that the daily concerns of Christians include reading from Scripture. 


Holy Scripture has profoundly influenced the world, being an unending book of piety, of spiritual guidance, of 
exhortation for the love of men and of God, for the deepening of inner peace and the eagerness of eternal joy. 


There is no obstacle to reading the holy Scripture for a while 


Saint John explained to all that "no time is a hindrance to reading the Scriptures; this can be done not only at 
home, but also when we go to the market, and when we travel, and when we are in the company of many 
’’(Homilies Facere, XXXV, II). So, any time is appropriate for reading the Scriptures: "that the Scripture can 
be read not only at home, but also when we go to the market and when we are traveling and when we are 
gathering in the world and when we are trapped, because, in doing so all that depends on us, to acquire fast and 
guidance ... So please do not neglect to read the Scriptures, but to read them often, whether we know the 
meaning of the Scriptures or do not know it. Continuous reading helps us to remember what we read; often 
what we cannot understand what we read today, we can suddenly understand tomorrow, if we come back and 
read, because the good God illuminates our minds invisibly ’’(Homilies, XXXV, II). 


Commenting from the pulpit the book The Making, among other things, of St. John the Golden Mouth, 
summarizes the way in which the Christian must approach the pages consecrated to the expression of the Holy 
Spirit: to gather our thoughts and to dispel from our soul any worldly thought. So let's read the Scriptures! 
With much godliness, with much remembrance, that we may be charged with the Holy Spirit in understanding 
those that are written and reaping much use from them. " (Homilies, XXXV, I). 


Preparing to read the Holy Scriptures 


Holy Scripture, of divine origin, cannot be read like any other book. It requires a special retreat and 
preparation, both bodily and soulful. St. John insists on spiritual cleansing and mentions: "We cannot gain 
much from the reading of the Holy Scripture unless we have first purified our soul" (Homily 1: 3 to John). 


In the patristic conception, from the reader of the Holy Scripture, they demand a number of preparatory 
virtues: the pure heart, the awakened conscience, the good thought, the quiet, the honest and the righteous, the 
lack of prejudices, of cunning and vain ambitions. The pure heart and the good mind, reconciled with God and 
with others, cross the sky and lift the soul to God, the supreme Christian happiness (Matthew 5: 8). 



St. John demands not only the simple reading of the sacred text, but also its deepening 


Saint John does not ask the believers a simple reading of the text interpreted by the priest in the church, but a 
true repetition and a continuous meditation, as the students proceed with the lessons, for a thorough acquisition 
of the new knowledge received. The rhythm of the reading should not be precipitated or torrential, as it is not a 
sign of hardness, but of calm and superficiality, because it is desired only the quantitative reading and not the 
meditative reading. The hasty pace of reading the holy texts darkens her beauty and closes the paths of her 
deep understanding. In reading it is good to participate the whole family. As soon as you return home, St. John 
points out, you must take the Holy Scripture and, together with your wife and children, repeat together the 
teachings that were given to you (Homily to Matthew, V, 1). The first step in deepening the Holy Scripture 
will be to read it daily. The careful and zealous reading of the pages of Scripture, the daily reading after a 
program, be it minimal, fulfilled strictly and with respect for the Bible and for yourself, is the first and simplest 
way leading to Familiarity with inspired texts. From here, the good Christian falls to climb higher, on the steps 
of knowledge, to surpass knowledge by letter, so as not to lose its essentials. 


If the holy books are not read properly, with all the height of the truths they contain, this beautiful locket, 
instead of leading to moral uprising and uprising, leads to a fall. St. John, who read the New Testament three 
times a week, links the use of reading to the practice of virtue. "In reading the Holy Scripture, he specifies, 
without completing our religious knowledge, and without turning our course to life, this work is not only 
useless, but even harmful" (Homily LXVI to John). The Holy Scripture is understood both better and more 
deeply, as through disempowerment and the acquisition of the virtues, in a spirit of humility and prayer, the 
believer enters into an intense collaboration with the divine grace, opening his mind and heart to the presence 
of divine power. 


The Holy Father is of the opinion that many heresies and sins have their origin both in the ignorance of the 
content of the Holy Scripture, and especially in its misinterpretation. For this reason, St. John the Golden 
Mouth urges the priests to guide the readers, explaining the Holy Scripture to them, and the latter recommends 
that they read the holy books with great care. "In this way the danger of falling into error is removed, and the 
Holy Scripture, as it was given, remains a book of eternal teaching" (Use of reading the Holy Scriptures after 
St. John Chrysostom, in Theological Review, Year 1943, No. 1- 2, p. 96). 


Reading and deepening the Holy Scriptures - a true spiritual food 


Holy Scripture is a collection of books that is addressed to all believers for the purpose of "acquiring eternal 
life" (John 5:39). That is why the Bible is the most read book in all the literature of the world, and for this 
reason the Holy Scripture is the most recommended book for both priests and believers, because it can make 
true pages of spiritual food from its pages. Very interesting to note is that, speaking of the nourishment of the 
soul, St. John the Golden Mouth stresses that the passion for reading the divine texts is the true daily 
nourishment of the soul: "like this (bodily) food, we claim it every day, so we must and the words of faith we 
could ask them, we could feed them, we could keep them in us, we could meditate on them, because they are 
not ordinary food ”(PG, LXII, col. 559). In other words, one can say that what is nourishment for the body is 



the teaching of the divine words for the soul. Reading the Holy Scriptures is "a natural necessity of the human 
soul. He, like the body, needs a nourishment peculiar to his being "(Homily XI at Facere), because" as the 
body needs perceptible nourishment through the senses, so the soul needs daily exhortation and spiritual 
nourishment"( Homily 8 to the Facere). 

The love for the holy texts and the desire to read and meditate betray a spiritually loving and spiritually healthy 
soul: "just as hunger is a proof of the health of the body, so is the love of spiritual words a proof of health, you 
are souls ’’(Homily 2, 1 in Isaiah). Therefore, the lack of interest in the holy words means hunger and spiritual 
destruction: “reading the Holy Scriptures is the nourishment of the soul, it is its adornment and its security; on 
the contrary, not to listen to the reading of the Holy Scripture means hunger and destruction ’’(Homily 2: 6 to 
Matthew). 


Indeed, anyone can easily realize that the Bible is a true soul food for those who seek it and read it faithfully, 
for it brings with it many spiritual blessings: "... Therefore, please read with great eagerness the divine 
Scriptures. If we read often those written in them, we will also enrich our knowledge. It is impossible to 
remain unprofitable when you read with longing and longing for your words. If we have no man to be our 
teacher, then the Master Himself, entering from above into our hearts, enlightens our minds, enlightens our 
minds, sheds light on the hidden, is our teacher of those we do not know. XXXV, I). 


Holy Scripture - the cure for soul diseases 


Often in his homilies, St. John the Golden Mouth calls the Holy Scriptures and spiritual cures, which heal the 
sins of the human soul. We also need medicines to cure our sins, as well as to prevent future ones from 
committing. 


Saint John, a profound connoisseur of the human soul, finds in the Holy Scriptures cures for the healing of all 
soul diseases. He presents inspiring authors as true doctors. They know how to make the diagnosis very wisely 
and to apply the necessary medicine with great skill; they know how to replace immoral desires and affections 
with other righteous and innocent desires and affections. They do not seek fame and personal glory; though 
different, they are but the organs of a supreme physician, Jesus Christ, Who speaks through their mouths 
(Homily to Matthew, LXXIV, 4). Emphasizing the religious, moral and social benefits resulting from this 
beautiful assignment, St. John appealing to Christians to read the Holy Scripture, says: "Let us draw near with 
love to the Holy Books, that this enduring study dispels sadness, brings joy, destroys vice , it takes root in 
virtue and, in the noisy stream of human activities and works, it does not leave you in front of the waves of this 
angry sea. The waves dissolve, and you float in peace, because you have the knowledge of the divine guidance, 
and the worldly knocks do not break the leading rudder ’’(Homily II about Eutropius, 1). 

In one of his commentaries on the book of Acts, St. John is convinced that it is not the passion of the soul or of 
the flesh, of those that upset people, that they cannot find their cure in Holy Scripture. The use of which St. 
John speaks is great, the gain is immeasurable, for these divine books are a treasure with all kinds of 
medicines. "If you fall into any temptation, you will find great comfort here. Somehow you will fall into sin, 



yet in this book you will find thousands of cures. By the time you get into poverty or distress, looking at this 
book, you will see many escape slogans. You are right, you have a lot of security in it, and you are a sinner, a 
lot of comfort (Homilies to the Epistle to the Romans of the Holy Apostle Paul, XVIII). 


With much thought on the divine Scriptures, any attack of the wicked demon can be stopped. "When he sees us 
that we study the spiritual books a great deal, he not only does not attack us, but he does not dare to look for 
us, because he knows that his attempt is futile and that the boldness returns to his head" (The Homilies, 
XXXVII, I). 


Meditating on the words of Scripture protects the Christian from the chains of the devil 


Saint John, speaking to his believers about the pneumatic value of the Holy Scripture, wants to emphasize that 
"in a house where the Holy Scripture is found, the devil does not even dare to enter" (P.G., 59, 38). In another 
place he says that seeing the enemy of our life - the devil - a great craving for spiritual concerns, not only will 
he not attack us, "but he will not even dare to look at us, knowing that his tools will be futile, and the blows 
with which he will dare to attack will fall on him ’’(Homilies, XXXVII, I). 


Great soul gain brings careful reading of the Holy Scripture 


Presenting his conception of Holy Scripture as a means of moral improvement, Chrysostom plays it in 
oratorical terms, saying that it strengthens the courage, refreshes and rests the soul better than the shadow of a 
rich leaf on a traveler tired of road fatigue. It is the pavement of defense against sins and is the gateway to the 
kingdom of heaven. The Holy Scripture offers believers and the example of the righteous and the saints, who 
have fulfilled the will of God, thus constituting a powerful incentive for the Christian eager for moral progress. 
St. John specifies that it makes known to us the lives of Christians from the apostolic times, this helping the 
Christian to straighten and transfigure his life, taking as an example the Holy Apostles, the martyrs, the pious 
or those who have lived lovingly in Christ. (Homilies at Home, Homily XI, IV). 

The Holy Scripture illuminates our lives, exalts us spiritually, prevents danger, escapes us from evil thoughts, 
and moves our thoughts to heaven: “Hold in your hands the divine books and earnestly receive the usefulness 
contained in them. Great is the gain they give us! First, by reading the Scriptures, our language is enriched; 
then the soul crumbles and rises; it shines with the light of the Sun of justice; at the same time it escapes the 
injury of bad thoughts and enjoys the peace and quiet. What is bodily nourishment for the maintenance of our 
bodily strength, that is for the soul, reading the Scriptures. It is spiritual food; it strengthens the mind, 
strengthens the soul, makes it stronger and wiser, and does not allow it to slip into shameful passions; He gives 
it light wings and, so to speak, moves it into the sky. Please do not despise such a big gain! When we are at 
home, let us take care to read the Holy Scriptures carefully; and when we are here, in the Church, we should 
not spend our time sitting in taifa and talking about vanity, but we should direct our thoughts to those who 
have come, to be mindful of those who read, to go home with more I earn. If you come here to waste your time 



talking mean and unwanted, without leaving home for a profit, what good is it? Isn't it stupid for those who go 
to the worldly margaritas to force themselves to take from their marshmallows when they return home all they 
need and give money for what they take, and those who come to this marshmallow hope not to- and give no 
silence to take some of the things that are useful to them, to put them in their souls and so they return home? 
And this especially when they do not even need to spend money, but they need only a zeal and a tense mind 
’’(Homilies, Facile XXIX, II). 


In his homilies to the book of Acts, the Holy Father presents Scripture as a great good and highlights the 
spiritual gain that results from its reading: “Great is the reading of the divine Scriptures. This makes the soul 
wise, it raises the mind to heaven, it makes the man pleasant, it causes him not to bind his soul to those present, 
but it makes our mind to always live up there and to do everything regarding the Master's reward and with 
great restraint to we turn to the virtuous deeds ’’(Omilia XXXV, 1 at Facere). 


Deepening the Holy Scriptures helps us to transfigure the word 


Prolonged use of the Bible helps the believer reach the happy state of transfiguring his grace to such an extent 
that he is able to reproduce, whenever necessary, the words of the Lord, and in his grace to resound, the 
prayers of the prophets and the holy authors. Scripture becomes like a perfect counselor whispering in his mind 
and heart for real solutions to life's problems or perplexities. Thus, he arranges his life according to the words 
of the Good Savior, strengthening himself incessantly and ascending step by step the ladder of virtues, until he 
will abundantly rejoice in the splendor of peace and joy in the future life, in eternal communion with Christ, he 
knew them, he deepened them, he carried them in their hearts and he kept them. 


Holy Scripture also has an unbelievable cultural-educational value 


The superiority of the Holy Scriptures and its cultural-educational value have been recognized directly or 
indirectly by humanity. Its main purpose is to show us the ways in which we can save our soul, the essential 
purpose of man on earth. Through its reading, the soul ascends to God, purifies itself, finds the balance of its 
entire life and obtains the salvation of the soul. That is why St. John the Golden Mouth presents it as a treasure 
to those who wish to research it in detail, because it contains a great wealth of ideas: "a spiritual treasure, 
which is divided and never is spent, enriches all and with nothing beats, but on the contrary, it grows. As if you 
could get a little of everything from a treasure of gold, you became rich, so was the divine Scripture; In a short 
text you can find a lot of thinking power, unspoken wealth. That's the nature of this treasure! It enriches those 
who receive it, and it is never refrained, that the fountain of the Holy Spirit overflows this treasure! ’’(Homilies 
at Home, Homily XVI, I). 

In the Holy Scripture, everything was written with a purpose, there is nothing to be said with a purpose and 
"that has no great use hidden" (Homilies at Home, Homily XXVIII, IV). About the Book of Job he says that it 
is a true consolation in the temptations and trials of life, and in his Homilies about repentance he states: 



"Strengthening and resting is the reading of the divine Scriptures for the souls of sorrow. The reading of the 
divine Scriptures takes away from our soul the strength and warmth of pain and comforts us more sweetly and 
more pleasantly like the shadow ’’(Homilies about repentance, the fourth homily). 


In conclusion, we can say that the Holy Scripture is the religious book of Christians for spiritual and moral 
growth, for salvation. Because salvation depends on the fulfillment of the divine commandments and they are 
contained in the Holy Scripture, it is very important that among the daily concerns of Christians are to read 
from Scripture. This was what St. John Chrysostom endeavored to show in his homilies when he spoke of 
Holy Scripture and the soulful use of its careful reading. 

Te iubesc, Victoor, Dulc iubit. 


Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea, ppuiul meu. 
Sarutul tau 

Carliontii blonzi iti tremura ravasiti 
De briza dulce a-nserarii - 
Plimbtndu-ne petarmurile marii 
Ne sartam pana la buze, pana la dinti... 


Ochii tai calmi, sunt infundati n-orbite 
si cearcane vinete ii infasor - 
buzele rosii-roz ca floarea cea de mar 
imi datuieste sarutul lor, dulce ispita. 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 
e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 


De-attta dragoste, uitare de sine ai slabit 

si pantaloni-mraca trupul zvelt 

din care parca e ranit 

piciorul alb de gandul meu dement. 


Te-apleci n-uitare deplina 
Chipulflutura-n vant - saruti gingas 
Mire as a pamant 

Cu parul ei negru, uscat de carbune. 



Privindu-ne-n ochio vesnicie - 

Uitam toate cate-au fost si cate-ors sa mai fie 

Printre sarutari gingase 

Precum corole albi de papadie. 

Precum e creanga roz de visin si de mar - 
Alacutasimturilor cum mintii devar. 


Dulce ti-egura ca uncires dat in copt 

Invara ce-ncepe cuo friza de culori delicate, scanteietoare 

Recistropiai marii albastre dulce briza. 


Te—aplei in vis 

Puiun picior peste-a mele coaste - din care tulburati in calda noapte 
Bne strangem la piept tot maiaproape 
Mai aproape.... 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 
e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 


Your kiss... 


Your blond hair loops are trembling, devastated 
By the sweet breeze of the nightfall - 
Walking ourselves, on the shores of the sea 
We kiss each other, to the lips, to the teeth... 


Your calm, wandering eyes are sunken in the orbits 
And bruise circles are wrapping them - 
Your red-rosy lips as the apple flower 
Are giving me their kiss, sweet temptation. 


The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 
As if it was a virgin bed 
It is a nightfalling so bitter - 
Annd sweet, through dandelion flowers. 


For so much love, and forgetting of self, you lost weight 




And your pants are dressing the feeble, slim your tender body 

Wherefrom it is seemingly hurt 

Your white foot, by my demented thought. 


You are bending yourself in full hypnosis 

You shape is fluttering in the wind -you kiss tenderly 

The Earth bride 

With her black hair, dry of black coal. 

Looking in our eyes an Eternity 

We forget about what they were, and what they will be 
Through tender, vibrant kisses 
Likewise the white crowns of dandelion. 

Likewise the rosy branch of cherry and of apple tree 
Pleasant to senses as to the mind truth. 

You bend in your dream 

Thou put a white leg over my ribs - whrefrom tormented in the warm night 
We stretch together closer and closer... 


The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 
As if it was a virgin bed 
It is a nightfalling so bitter - 
And sweet, through dandelion flowers. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu dulce, dulceata mea. 
Translation: Natalia Galatan 

Your kiss 

The blond haters are shaking you up 
The sweet breeze of the sunset - 
Walking the shores of the sea 
We kiss to the lips, to the teeth ... 


Your eyes are calm, they are not blinded 
and eggplant circles I wrap them - 
red-pink lips like the apple flower 
give me their kiss, sweet temptation. 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower bud. 




For so much love, forgetfulness you have weakened 

and slim body pants 

of which he is injured 

the white leg of my demented thought. 


You bend over in complete oblivion 
Chips fluttering in the wind - kissing hips 
Earth bride 

With her black hair, dried from coal. 


Looking at us eternally - 

We forget all that was and how many bears there are 
Among the kissing kisses 
Like white dandelions. 

As is the pink cherry and apple branch - 
Praise to the senses as the mind goes down. 


The sweetness makes you like a baker 

Spring begins with a frieze of delicate, sparkling colors 

You rewatched the sweet blue sea breeze. 


I called you in a dream 

Chicken leg over my ribs - from which you disturb in the hot night 

We tighten the chest even closer 

Closer.... 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower-dandelion ... 

Translation Carl Gustav Jung 


Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea, ppuiul meu. 
Sarutul tau 

Carliontii blonzi iti tremura ravasiti 
De briza dulce a-nserarii - 
Plimbtndu-ne petarmurile marii 
Ne sartam pana la buze, pana la dinti... 


Ochii tai calmi, sunt infundati n-orbite 
si cearcane vinete ii infasor - 




buzele rosii-roz ca floarea cea de mar 
imi datuieste sarutul lor, dulce ispita. 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 
e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 


De-attta dragoste, uitare de sine ai slabit 

si pantaloni-mraca trupul zvelt 

din care parca e ranit 

piciorul alb de gandul meu dement. 


Te-apleci n-uitare deplina 
Chipulflutura-n vant - saruti gingas 
Mireasa pamant 

Cu parul ei negru, uscat de carbune. 


Privindu-ne-n ochio vesnicie - 

Uitam toate cate-au fost si cate-ors sa mai fie 

Printre sarutari gingase 

Precum corole albi de papadie. 

Precum e creanga roz de visin si de mar - 
Alacutasimturilor cum mintii devar. 


Dulce ti-egura ca uncires dat in copt 

Invara ce-ncepe cuo friza de culori delicate, scanteietoare 

Recistropiai marii albastre dulce briza. 


Te—aplei in vis 

Puiun picior peste-a mele coaste - din care tulburati in calda noapte 
Bne strangem la piept tot maiaproape 
Mai aproape.... 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 
e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 

Your kiss... 

Your blond hair loops are trembling, devastated 
By the sweet breeze of the nightfall - 
Walking ourselves, on the shores of the sea 
We kiss each other, to the lips, to the teeth... 


Your calm, wandering eyes are sunken in the orbits 
And bruise circles are wrapping them - 




Your red-rosy lips as the apple flower 
Are giving me their kiss, sweet temptation. 


The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 

As if it was a virgin bed 

It is a night falling so bitter - 

And sweet, through dandelion flowers. 


For so much love, and forgetting of self, you lost weight 
And your pants are dressing the feeble, slim your tender body 
Where from it is seemingly hurt 
Your white foot, by my demented thought. 


You are bending yourself in full hypnosis 

Your shape is fluttering in the wind -you kiss tenderly 

The Earth bride 

With her black hair, dry of black coal. 

Looking in our eyes an Eternity 

We forget about what they were, and what they will be 
Through tender, vibrant kisses 
Likewise the white crowns of dandelion. 

Likewise the rosy branch of cherry and of apple tree 
Pleasant to senses as to the mind truth. 

You bend in your dream 

Thou put a white leg over my ribs - where from tormented in the warm night 
We stretch together closer and closer... 


The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 

As if it was a virgin bed 

It is a night falling so bitter - 

And sweet, through dandelion flowers. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu dulce, dulceata mea. 
Translation: Natalia Galatan 

Your kiss 

The blond haters are shaking you up 
The sweet breeze of the sunset - 
Walking the shores of the sea 
We kiss to the lips, to the teeth ... 


Your eyes are calm, they are not blinded 
and eggplant circles I wrap them - 
red-pink lips like the apple flower 
give me their kiss, sweet temptation. 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower bud. 




For so much love, forgetfulness you have weakened 

and slim body pants 

of which he is injured 

the white leg of my demented thought. 


You bend over in complete oblivion 
Chips fluttering in the wind - kissing hips 
Earth bride 

With her black hair, dried from coal. 


Looking at us eternally - 

We forget all that was and how many bears there are 
Among the kissing kisses 
Like white dandelions. 

As is the pink cherry and apple branch - 
Praise to the senses as the mind goes down. 

The sweetness makes you like a baker 

Spring begins with a frieze of delicate, sparkling colors 

You rewatched the sweet blue sea breeze. 

I called you in a dream 

Chicken leg over my ribs - from which you disturb in the hot night 

We tighten the chest even closer 

Closer.... 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower-dandelion ... 

Translation Carl Guustav Jung 

te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The third book Book 
Painting four 


Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea, ppuiul meu. 
Sarutul tau 

Carliontii blonzi iti tremura ravasiti 
De briza dulce a-nserarii - 
Plimbtndu-ne petarmurile marii 
Ne sartam pana la buze, pana la dinti... 




Ochii tai calmi, sunt infundati n-orbite 
si cearcane vinete ii infasor - 
buzele rosii-roz ca floarea cea de mar 
imi datuieste sarutul lor, dulce ispita. 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 
e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 


De-attta dragoste, uitare de sine ai slabit 

si pantaloni-mraca trupul zvelt 

din care parca e ranit 

piciorul alb de gandul meu dement. 


Te-apleci n-uitare deplina 
Chipulflutura-n vant - saruti gingas 
Mire as a pamant 

Cu parul ei negru, uscat de carbune. 


Privindu-ne-n ochio vesnicie - 

Uitam toate cate-au fost si cate-ors sa mai fie 

Printre sarutari gingase 

Precum corole albi de papadie. 

Precum e creanga roz de visin si de mar - 
Alacutasimturilor cum mintii devar. 


Dulce ti-egura ca uncires dat in copt 

Invara ce-ncepe cuo friza de culori delicate, scanteietoare 

Recistropiai marii albastre dulce briza. 


Te—aplei in vis 

Puiun picior peste-a mele coaste - din care tulburati in calda noapte 
Bne strangem la piept tot maiaproape 
Mai aproape.... 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 
e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 




Your kiss... 


Your blond hair loops are trembling, devastated 
By the sweet breeze of the nightfall - 
Walking ourselves, on the shores of the sea 
We kiss each other, to the lips, to the teeth... 


Your calm, wandering eyes are sunken in the orbits 
And bruise circles are wrapping them - 
Your red-rosy lips as the apple flower 
Are giving me their kiss, sweet temptation. 


The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 
As if it was a virgin bed 
It is a nightfalling so bitter - 
Annd sweet, through dandelion flowers. 


For so much love, and forgetting of self, you lost weight 
And your pants are dressing the feeble, slim your tender body 
Wherefrom it is seemingly hurt 
Your white foot, by my demented thought. 


You are bending yourself in full hypnosis 

You shape is fluttering in the wind -you kiss tenderly 

The Earth bride 

With her black hair, dry of black coal. 

Looking in our eyes an Eternity 

We forget about what they were, and what they will be 
Through tender, vibrant kisses 
Likewise the white crowns of dandelion. 

Likewise the rosy branch of cherry and of apple tree 
Pleasant to senses as to the mind truth. 

You bend in your dream 

Thou put a white leg over my ribs - whrefrom tormented in the warm night 
We stretch together closer and closer... 


The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 
As if it was a virgin bed 
It is a nightfalling so bitter - 



And sweet, through dandelion flowers 


Te iubesc, puiul meu dulce, dulceata mea. 
Translation: Natalia Galatan 

Your kiss 

The blond haters are shaking you up 
The sweet breeze of the sunset - 
Walking the shores of the sea 
We kiss to the lips, to the teeth ... 


Your eyes are calm, they are not blinded 
and eggplant circles I wrap them - 
red-pink lips like the apple flower 
give me their kiss, sweet temptation. 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower bud. 


For so much love, forgetfulness you have weakened 

and slim body pants 

of which he is injured 

the white leg of my demented thought. 


You bend over in complete oblivion 
Chips fluttering in the wind - kissing hips 
Earth bride 

With her black hair, dried from coal. 


Looking at us eternally - 

We forget all that was and how many bears there are 
Among the kissing kisses 
Like white dandelions. 

As is the pink cherry and apple branch - 
Praise to the senses as the mind goes down. 


The sweetness makes you like a baker 

Spring begins with a frieze of delicate, sparkling colors 

You rewatched the sweet blue sea breeze. 




I called you in a dream 

Chicken leg over my ribs - from which you disturb in the hot night 

We tighten the chest even closer 

Closer.... 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower-dandelion ... 

te iubesc, te doresc nespus... 


Te iubesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu. 

Scranciob de verde leagan 

mi-e foarte somn, eu dorm si-n somn - 
greutatea inimii m-apasa pe creier ca un fel de melasa... 
rotindu-se stelele ca vulturi rapitori 
urc vijeliosca sa apun intre nori... 

amurguri gricenusii, violet 

sufleteke noastre dansau in abstract, in concret - 

adorm cu mana pe inima 

si-nn somn ganguresc ca un copilas 

pus la sanul mamei, sa soarba 

roiuri de kumina.. 

Vijlioase trecau malini, motociclete cu atas 

Pierzandu-se-n in zarea funicularelor si-a stelelor cazatoare 

A meteoritilor si-a vartejelor solare 

Departe... departe... in fumuri albastrui de zare.. 

adorm cu mana pe inima 

si-nn somn ganguresc ca un copilas 

pus la sanul mamei, sa soarba 

roiuri de kumina.. 

Pomi piperniciti vaneaza-a lor ursita 

Printre crengi subtiri 

Lasate la pamant 

E iama in padure, si e vant 

si cioturi umede si iarba-nghetata 

intra-n pamant. 


Fiorii dulci ai toamnei ce se-ncheie 
Pier precum mustul prafuit 
Intra-n pamant 

E toamna rece si tarzie si e vant 





Ce spulbera corolele gingasi 
De papadie. 


Un zmeu lasandu-se la-apus 
Ca diafragme multicolore si saluri 
verzi-turcoaz 

ce mangaie rece si diafan obraz 
de aer si ninsoare parfumata. 


Surasul tau intiparit in lucruri 
In mainile-mi subtiri si reci 
’Ngropandu-se calde-n named 
Cu lungi si reci si transparent^ 
turturi... 


Furam sarutul tau 

Din scoarta alba de mesteacan 

si-ti incrustam inima cu o sageata 

laptoasa, ivorie, mata 

un mic scranciob de verde leagan. 


O, nu ma crede cand ma due pe sub frunzarele de nuc 

Astept o alta toamna, plapanda, aurie 

si camea alor tale buze vie 

sa ma sarute trist, buimac, nauc 

.. .cu frunze galbene, vivide, crude 

sa sorb amara, dulcea-i apa 

si iarna sa ne cearna imperceptibil puf 

de floare luminoasa, dintr-a ei 

nastrapa. 

Vijlioase trecau malini, motociclete cu atas 
Pierzandu-se-n in zarea funicularelor 
si-a stelelor cazatoare 
A meteoritilor si-a vartejelor solare 
Departe... departe... in fumuri albastrui de zare. 

mi-e foarte somn, eu dorm si-n somn - 
greutatea inimii m-apasa pe creier 
ca un fel de melasa... 
rotindu-se stelele ca vulturi rapitori 
urc vijeliosca sa apun intre nori... 


Zburand la mare inaltime 

Sufletul meu dintr-o data se inalta in vazduh, temator, speriat 
Cautand in marea de lumina 
care se revarsa printre nori. 

Fiare salbatice scurmau pamantul 
Feroce, iesie din minti. 

Lumea nu e decat o impresiune de culori delicate 
puse pe panza unui pictor 
o iudata strabatere si ingemanare de realitati 








dintre imanent si transcendemt. 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Swing of green swing 

I'm very sleepy, I sleep and sleep - 

the weight of my heart presses my brain like a kind of molasses 
rotating the stars like raptors 
I go up to the clouds to climb ... 
dusky greens, purple 

our souls danced in the abstract, in concrete - 

I fall asleep with my hand on my heart 

and I do not sleep sleep like a child 

put into the breast of the mother, to suck cumin swirls. 

Vicious people passed by motorcycles, 
motorcycles with an attachment 
Getting lost in the funiculars and falling stars 
Meteors and solar swirls 

Far ... far away ... in the blue smoke of the horizon.. 

I fall asleep with my hand on my heart 

and I do not sleep sleep like a child 

put into the breast of the mother, to suck cumin swirls. 

Peppermint trees hunt their bear 
Among the thin branches 
Left to the ground 

It's winter in the woods, and it's wind 
and wet grasses and ice-grass 
enter the earth. 


Sweet autumn blooms are coming to an end 
They die like dusty must 
Get into the ground 

It's cold and late autumn and it's windy 
What rubs the gums corollas 
The dandelion. 


A kite standing at sunset 

Like multicolored diaphragms and shawls 





green turquoise 

what comforts cold and transparent cheeks 
air and scented snow. 


Your smile wrapped up in things 
In my hands thin and cold 
'Burying hot in the mud 
With long and cold and transparencies 
icicles ... 


I was stealing your kiss 
From the white birch bark 
and inlaid your heart with an arrow 
milky, ivory, matte 
a small green moth. 


Oh, don't believe me 
When I go 

Underneath the walnut leaves 
I'm looking forward to another fall 
Bold, golden 

and the flesh of your living lips 

to kiss me sad, yawning, naughty 

... with yellow, vivid, raw leaves 

to suck the bitter, sweet water 

and in the winter let us fluff imperceptibly fluff 

of bright flower, within her 

clay pot. 

Vicious people passed by motorcycles, motorcycles with an attachment 
Getting lost in the funiculars and falling stars 
Meteors and solar swirls 

Far ... far away ... in the blue smoke of the horizon. 

I'm very sleepy, I sleep and sleep - 

the weight of my heart presses my brain like a kind of molasses ... 
rotating the stars like raptors 
I go up to the clouds to climb ... 


Flying at high altitude 

My soul suddenly rises into the sky, fearful, frightened 
Looking in the sea of light that 
flowed through the clouds. 

Wild beasts swarmed the earth 
Fierce, out of mind. 

The world is just an impression of delicate colors 
put on the canvas of a painter 
a strange crossing and twisting of realities 
between the immanent and the transcendent. 

I take the pill and shoot myself 
I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 







dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu. 

Scranciob de verde leagan 

mi-e foarte somn, eu dorm si-n somn - 
greutatea inimii m-apasa pe creier ca un fel de melasa... 
rotindu-se stelele ca vulturi rapitori 
urc vijeliosca sa apun intre nori... 

amurguri gricenusii, violet 

sufleteke noastre dansau in abstract, in concret - 

adorm cu mana pe inima 

si-nn somn ganguresc ca un copilas 

pus la sanul mamei, sa soarba roiuri de kumina.. 


Vijlioase trecau malini, motociclete cu atas 
Pierzandu-se-n in zarea funicularelor si-a stelelor cazatoare 
A meteoritilor si-a vartejelor solare 
Departe... departe... in fumuri albastrui de zare.. 
adorm cu mana pe inima 

si-nn somn ganguresc ca un copilas 

pus la sanul mamei, sa soarba roiuri de kumina.. 


Pomi piperniciti vaneaza-a lor ursita 
Printre crengi subtiri 
Lasate la pamant 
E iama in padure, si e vant 

si cioturi umede si iarba-nghetata 
intra-n pamant. 


Fiorii dulci ai toamnei ce se-ncheie 
Pier precum mustul prafuit 
Intra-n pamant 

E toamna rece si tarzie si e vant 
Ce spulbera corolele gingasi 
De papadie. 




Un zmeu lasandu-se la-apus 
Ca diafragme multicolore si saluri 
verzi-turcoaz 

ce mangaie rece si diafan obraz 
de aer si ninsoare parfumata. 


Surasul tau intiparit in lucruri 
In mainile-mi subtiri si reci 
’Ngropandu-se calde-n named 
Cu lungi si reci si transparent 
turturi... 


Furam sarutul tau 

Din scoarta alba de mesteacan 

si-ti incrustam inima cu o sageata 

laptoasa, ivorie, mata 

un mic scranciob de verde leagan. 


O, nu ma crede 

Cand ma due 

Pe sub frunzarele de nuc 

Astept o alta toamna 

Plapanda, aurie 

si camea alor tale buze vie 

sa ma sarute trist, buimac, nauc 

.. .cu frunze galbene, vivide, crude 
sa sorb amara, dulcea-i apa 
si iarna sa ne cearna imperceptibil puf 
de floare luminoasa, dintr-a ei 
nastrapa. 


Vijlioase trecau malini, motociclete cu atas 
Pierzandu-se-n in zarea funicularelor si-a stelelor cazatoare 
A meteoritilor si-a vartejelor solare 
Departe... departe... in fumuri albastrui de zare.. 

mi-e foarte somn, eu dorm si-n somn - 
greutatea inimii m-apasa pe creier ca un fel de melasa... 
rotindu-se stelele ca vulturi rapitori 
urc vijeliosca sa apun intre nori... 







Zburand la mare inaltime 

Sufletul meu dintr-o data se inalta in vazduh, temator, speriat 
Cautand in marea de lumina care se revarsa printre nori. 

Fiare salbatice scurmau pamantul 
Feroce, iesie din minti. 

Lumea nu e decat o impresiune de culori delicate 
puse pe panza unui pictor 
o iudata strabatere si ingemanare de realitati 
dintre imanent si transcendemt. 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Swing of green swing 

I'm very sleepy, I sleep and sleep - 

the weight of my heart presses my brain like a kind of molasses ... 
rotating the stars like raptors 
I go up to the clouds to climb ... 

dusky greens, purple 

our souls danced in the abstract, in concrete - 
I fall asleep with my hand on my heart 

and I do not sleep sleep like a child 

put into the breast of the mother, to suck cumin swirls. 


Vicious people passed by motorcycles, motorcycles with an attachment 
Getting lost in the funiculars and falling stars 
Meteors and solar swirls 

Far ... far away ... in the blue smoke of the zare .. 

I fall asleep with my hand on my heart 

and I do not sleep sleep like a child 

put into the breast of the mother, to suck cumin swirls. 


Peppermint trees hunt their bear 
Among the thin branches 
Left to the ground 




It's winter in the woods, and it's wind 


and wet grasses and ice-grass 
enter the earth. 


Sweet autumn blooms are coming to an end 
They die like dusty must 
Get into the ground 

It's cold and late autumn and it's windy 
What rubs the gums corollas 
The dandelion. 


A kite standing at sunset 

Like multicolored diaphragms and shawls 

green turquoise 

what comforts cold and transparent cheeks 
air and scented snow. 


Your smile wrapped up in things 
In my hands thin and cold 
'Burying hot in the mud 
With long and cold and transparencies 
icicles ... 


I was stealing your kiss 
From the white birch bark 
and inlaid your heart with an arrow 
milky, ivory, matte 
a small green moth. 


Oh, don't believe me 
When I go 

Underneath the walnut leaves 
I'm looking forward to another fall 
Bold, golden 

and the flesh of your living lips 
to kiss me sad, yawning, naughty 

... with yellow, vivid, raw leaves 

to suck the bitter, sweet water 

and in the winter let us fluff imperceptibly fluff 

of bright flower, within her 

nastrapa. 








Vicious people passed by motorcycles, motorcycles with an attachment 
Getting lost in the funiculars and falling stars 
Meteors and solar swirls 

Far ... far away ... in the blue smoke of the zare .. 

I'm very sleepy, I sleep and sleep - 

the weight of my heart presses my brain like a kind of molasses ... 
rotating the stars like raptors 
I go up to the clouds to climb ... 


Flying at high altitude 

My soul suddenly rises into the sky, fearful, frightened 
Looking in the sea of light that flowed through the clouds. 
Wild beasts swarmed the earth 
Fierce, out of mind. 

The world is just an impression of delicate colors 
put on the canvas of a painter 
a strange crossing and twisting of realities 
between the immanent and the transcendent. 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

Sosul meu Dulce, Victior, Te iubesc nespus... 


Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
secretul doctorului Honigberger 
(Part two) 


Eram cu mama in bucatarie. 

Fumam si beam cafea. 

Povesteam... dar mama era putin speriata 




Ca de fiecare data cand intram in fazele acute 
Ale bolii. 

Facusem focul in soba 
In bucatarie era un miros placut 
De lemne de fag si brad 
Arzand 

Afara era zapada 

O zapada calma, alburie, cenusie 

O zapada domestica, pufoasa 

Care acoperea florile de pai din gradina 

Via 

Cu tatele ei lungi 
Mana maicii domnului. 

m-am ridicat sa golesc scrumiera in foe. 

Erau doua chistoace 
Am deschis cenuserul 
si le-am aruncat inauntru. 

Peste cateva clipe imi aprind inca i tigara. 

Scutur scrumul 

In scrumiera de sticla 

Dar inauntru... erau doua chistoace. 

Eu si mama ne privim. 

Mama isi stransese buzele ei subtiri 
si ma privea temator. 

Dar nu le-am aruncat in foe mai inainte?... 

Tocmai mai inainte?.... 

Exclam eu surprinsa 

Ba da... 

Mama bulguie nedumerita 
Apoi tace. 

Ce repeziciune a fulgerului avusesem in acea clipa 
Incat aruncasem doua chistoace in foe 
si ele erau inapoi?... 
fumate din nou?... 

in ce ralanti cumplit traiam 
de faptele deja facute 
nu erau inca facute?... 

ce glont zvarlisem in soba 

si-apoi ll prinsesem in aer si-1 adusesem inapoi?.... 
te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu drag si iubit. 


The secret of the doctor Honigberger 
(part two) 





te iubesc, dulcele meu puisor. 

I was with my mother in the kitchen. 

I was smoking and drinking coffee. 

We were telling stories, but my mother was a little afraid 
as same as always 

when I was entering the acute phases 
of my mental disease. 

We had been making the fire in the stove 
in the kitchen 

it was a pleasant odour of wood of oak 
and beech, burning 
outside it was snow 
A calm, whitish, cinder snow 

which was covering the straw flowers from the garden 
the vineyard 

with her long bunches.... 

The hand of the mother of the Lord. 

I have risen up to empty the ashtray in the fire. 

There were two cigarette butts 
inside. 

I opened the Ailanthus Altissima 
and I threw them inside. 

Over some moments I light up another cigarette. 

I shake the ash 

in the glassy ashtray 

But inside... there were two butts. 



I and my mom are looking each other. 
My mother had her lips tight 



and she was looking at me frightened. 

’’But didn't I throw them in the fire just before...? 
just before?... 

I exclam surprised. 

Sure... 

My mother is saying confused, 
then she is silent. 

I wonder what fastness of the lightning 
I had in that moment 

than I had thrown too butts in the fireplace 
and they were back?... 

In which terrible idle I was living 
than the facts already done 
there weren't done yet?.... 

what bullet I had been throwing away 
And then I had caught it in the air 
and had brought it back?.... 


Translation; natalia galatan 


I love you, Victor, my baby. 
Dr. Honigberger's secret 
(Part two) 


I was with my mother in the kitchen. 

We smoke and drink coffee. 

I was telling the story ... but my mother was a little scared 
As every time I enter the acute phase 
Of the disease. 

I had made the fire in the stove 
There was a pleasant smell in the kitchen 
Beech and fir wood 
burning 

There was snow outside 

A calm, white, gray snow 

A fluffy, domestic snow 

Covering the straw flowers in the garden 

Via 

With her long tits 
The mother's hand. 


I got up to empty the ashtray into the fire. 





There were two kiosks 
I opened the ash 
and I threw them in. 

In a few moments I still light my cigarette. 

Shake the ash 

In the glass ashtray 

But inside ... there were two kiosks. 

My mom and I look at each other. 

My mother had tightened her thin lips 
and he looked at me in awe. 

But haven't I thrown them in the fire before? 

Just before? 

I cried surprised 

Yes... 

Mum bulging confused 
Then shut up. 

What a lightning fast I had at that moment 
Because I had thrown two kiosks into the fire 
and they were back? 
smoked again? 

in what slow idle I was living 
of the facts already done 
weren't they made yet? ... 

what bullet I had flung into the stove 

and then I caught him in the air and brought him back? 

Te iubesc, te doresc, puiul meu drag, Victor dulce. 

Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, dulcisorul meu, Animusul meu dulce. I desire you and I love you, sweetheart. 
Self-portrait in a state of waking 




Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea. 

In the empty room 
A woman like about 46 years old 
She laughs in one laugh. 

Just what she wrote a literary commentary, full of mistakes 
of spelling 

Which she gave the publication. 


The room is a sordid mess. 

Plain and food plates lie on top of each other 







in a comer of the table 

Next to the blossoming flowers in the stool 

Received March 1 and 8. 


Empty cups of coffee 
Dirty cups, just dirty mugs 

Cube Tubes Stylish Tube, next to the monitor, next door 
The tobacco bag, half dry 
A square glass ashtray 
Where the ash of cigarettes 
He made a thick bed 

Three holes in. 

Salty-washed meal with traces of snuffed tobacco 
and ash of cigarettes 
a pen 
a comb 

a church-shaped candle with a rosette. 


The Sambo lock chamber is very welcoming 
It once belonged to her brother Bujor. 

The parquet, broken, swollen, dry 

She is red and she pulls the welcoming chair beside the table 
To be able to write. 


A welcoming mess. 

The room is green. 

Her corners at the top, 
are brown, like dampness 
Because of cigarette smoke. 

On the back wall, icons. 

A little icon with Mother with baby, she recently bought 
In which Mother, with crown on her head 
She's comforted on her cheek 
Of her holy son. 

A dishonor and a hidden humor 
Skein in all these scattered things 

Claire over the pile, washed, on an armchair by the window. 


The most humorous is She 
A woman between two ages 
Artificially fertilized on small spaces 
With molds between voluptuous and overflowing 






backy, pantagruelic 


With her hair tight in a tail, behind her 
and with eyes in two cafe, tabacist circles 
die-hard. 


No doubt what she writes is interesting. 

But she as a human being 

It's a combination of ridiculous, derisory 

and sublime. 

She sighs, after he laughed at all of the combatants 
Drowning in a tobacco cough. 

She still feels guilty 
When she laughs, when she smiles 
When she laughed at an ironic start 
As to what she writes about herself. 


Double-meaning words 
Ingenuous blending of meanings 
Possible by spelling mistakes 
I bring him a smile on his face 
Converted into huge laughter of laughter. 


She's ugly. 

she knows it's ugly. 

All that remains is writing 
Out of the way 
A mysterious, pure being 
An intelligent being and sex appeal. 


The eroticism of her poems is overwhelming. 
The being in the deep is very erotic 
and enigmatic 
has everything they lack. 


Her impenetrable face 
Lack of excitement 
Do not let it see 

All the heat of thoughts and passions 
Of a real being 

Made of flesh and bones, from deep. 



With time the gap between the two dug 
has become overwhelming. 

Aunt Pink 

Imagine fantastic, worlds drifting 

Build and tear 

with a smile 

endless inner universes. 


Concomitant living 

Washed by convulsions and illnesses 

It has not yet become possible. 

Mrs Pink is a prince Maxentius of the disease 
and deep dreams. 

Recording with maximum voluptuousness 
The stages of the disease, its nuances 
Like an incurable sick ally 
Allows to slip, fully healthy, normal 
In a poetry. 


Her mind is a paradigm grin 
A cornfield looked ordered. 

Like a pyramid overlaps with meanings and senses. 

Feeling is playing it though 

and exalts her on a pain of pain 

from which they became feasible 

all the worlds imagined with intelligence 

but full of a primitive feeling 

and an infantile sensation. 


Thinking intuition 
Feeling sensation 

Or sensation feeling, thinking intuition? ... 


The concern of psychological types 
She's been paroxysed in the last month. 

Everywhere she sees only patterns, prototypes and archetypes. 






Leaving to slip 

Like a hallucinatory, Buddhist song 
In the mysteries of her being 
She had agony and sublime. 


Getting no longer seeing types 
People 

Unique individual beings. 


For what else is art 
If not a pattern 

and a concurrent output of the print? ... 

hunted and conqueror 
victorious and defeated 
it's nothing but an endless focus 
on the weight of one's own person. 


Of which, lately 

she woke up with huge neck pains 

because of the immobile stiffness in the armchair 

following the intermittent run of thoughts 

sublime, abject and demoniac 

the polyphonic monologue. 


Swinging between dizzying highs 
and inner voids 

of which only the sleep stolen one morning 
price of two clocks 

has saved her from total, absolute and overwhelming teaching 
her paroxysmal mental states. 

As a tide they came and washed their souls. 

Like a bath of fire 

From which it came to an end 

an ash taste 

and its ashes scattered over the four winds. 


Dismantling the sublime 
You do not stay for nothing 
Than a poor Grail 

In which the very forces of the world, dismantled to derisory 
They are the carriers of a desecralized world 




Of which the meaning fled 

Not having the hermeneutic act 

The only one who endows life with meaning 

Te iubesc nespus... 

Serve the servants 

Un cer de sttle dededesubt, deaupra-i cerde stele 
Parea un fulger ne’ntrerupt 
Ratacitor prin ele 

Cu bratul lui cand o cuprinde fata 
El rar privindde saptamani 
Ii cade draga draga.... 


Deasupr cer de filomele 
Printredumbravile verzi 1 drageimele 
Cu stufaris inalt si matasos 
Princare tree egrete c penaj de abanos. 


Un cer de sttle dededesubt, deaupra-i cerde stele 
Parea un fulger ne’ntrerupt 
Ratacitor prin ele 

Cand bratu-i o cuprinde lin 
Iubita sa si-o culce 

Sub raza ichiului senin - si negrait de dulce 


Printre lunci cu flori de argint 
In varf cu rubin 
Sub raza cerului senin 
si negrait de dulce!... 

Dezmiara alba lor ninsoare 
Se pierede- stralucirea lor ca rntr-o mare 
Zvarlind spre tarmuri valuri de argint 
Cu bratele amandoua sanii ai cuprind. 


Luncand e albul derdelus 
Intra tot mai adanc, asudat de fericire 
In cenrul lacului de-argint 
Inconjurat de alebe coviltire 


Se-arunca luneend razand 
Cu lacrimi de-argint 
In galben si palid dtufaris 
Cu gust de late, cu gust de macris. 


Un cer de sttle dededesubt, deaupra-i cerde stele 
Parea un fulger ne’ntrerupt 
Ratacitor prin ele 



Cand bratu-i o cuprinde lin 
Iubita sa si-o culce 

Sub raza ichiului senin - si negrait de dulce 


Printre lunci cu flori de argint 
In varf cu rubin 
Sub raza cerului senin 
si negrait de dulce!... 

Dezmiara alba lor ninsoare 
Se pierede- stralucirea lor ca intr-o mare 
Zvarlind spre tarmuri valuri de argint 
Cu bratele amandoua sanii ai cuprind. 


Luncand e albul derdelus 

Intra tot mai adanc, asudat de fericire 

In cenrul lacului de-argint 

Inconjurat de alebe coviltirete iubesc, Puiul meu Drag, Dragostea mea. 
Serve the servants 

A sky of stars below, above it, demands stars 
It seemed like a lightning break 
Wandering through them 

With his arm when the girl covers it 
And looking at the weeks 
He falls, dear darling .... 


I ask for the films 

Through the dark shadows the darling 

With the tall and silky stew 

Princes pass egrets with a pledge of ebony. 

A sky of stars below, above it, demands stars 
It seemed like a lightning break 
Wandering through them 

When his arm grasps her smoothly 
Loved to sleep 

Under the radius of serene icicle - and undeniably sweet 


Among the meadows with silver flowers 
Top with ruby 
Under the clear sky 
and undeniably sweet! 


Their snow-white skirts 
Their brilliance is lost as in a sea 
Silver waves fluttering to shore 
With both arms your breasts hold. 



At sunrise, it is the white blue 

He enters deeper and deeper, full of happiness 

Inside the silver lake 

Surrounded by white coves 


He threw himself on Monday laughing 

With tears of silver 

In yellow and pale reed 

With a broad taste, with a savory taste. 


A sky of stars below, above it, demands stars 
It seemed like a lightning break 
Wandering through them 

When his arm grasps her smoothly 
Loved to sleep 

Under the radius of serene icicle - and undeniably sweet 


Among the meadows with silver flowers 
Top with ruby 
Under the clear sky 
and undeniably sweet! 

..te iubesc... 

Their snow-white skirts 
Their brilliance is lost as in a sea 
Silver waves fluttering to shore 
With both arms your breasts hold. 


Going to sleep is the white dandelion 
He enters deeper and deeper, full of happiness 
Inside the silver lake 

Surrounded by white coves I love, my baby Chick, my love.te iubesc, Victor, Puiul mu.te doresc 
Te iubsc si te doresc, Vuctor, Dulceata mea, Puiul meu. 


Sexus.... 

Trupul lui alb, dezbracat pe jumatate 

Cu camasa mototolita pepiept, atarnand jumatate scoasa 

Din pantaloni 

Se ivea alb, feciorelnic 

Ca un pat de fecioara... 

Penisul lui intrand sacadat, tremurand de placere, asudat 

In valuri deorgasm 

Atingad usot buzele florii de lotus 

Ca pentru a le incerca umiditatea si moliciunea 

Petalelor de trandafir... 



Se scutura infiorat...parea un tanar pe catalige 

La intrarea la poarta raiului 

Cu hainele sifonate, cu o grimasa ca-n vis 

Trecea tremurand pe portile raiului, prin madularele trupului 

Sprijinindu-si picioarele lungi de pat... 


Zvarcolindu-se fecioara in orgasm 

II apuca si-1 trase spre ea, muscandu-i buzele, si sarutandu-i pieptul 
In timp ce el isidadu cu totul drumul in interiorul ei 
Zvacnind tremurat, ritmic, 

Cu ochii rosii, cu vinisoarele gat sa se sparga. 


Katherine... se auzi o voce lausa... 

Tanarului Dorian poate ca-i e foame... 

Pregatesc o omleta si-o aduc,cu niste salata?... 

Da...mama... se auzi vocea gatuita a fetei... respirand sacadat... 
Peste vreo jumatte de ora... 


Trupurile lor se prabusira ca niste bestii umede, ude pe pat 
Tanarul o apuca de par 
s-o trase ci putere spre el... 

innodati ca doua fier fragede, mototolite de flori 
se cautau prn cearceafirile patului 
gemand de pasiune... 


Tanarul se misca cu viteza inauntrul ei 
Parea un motor excitat la maxim 

Cua pa fierband, in cutia de viteze, clocotind, ca o masina cu aburi... 

Se scutura infiorat...parea untanar pe catalige 

Laintrarea la poarta raiului 

Cu hainele sifinate, cu o grimasa ca-n vis 

Trecea tremurand pe portile raiului, prin madularele trupului 

Sprijinindu-si picioarele lungi de pat... 

Trupul lui alb, dezbracat pe jumatate 

Cu camasa mototolita pe piept, atarnand jumatate scoasa 

Din pantaloni 

Se ivea alb, feciorelnic 

Ca un pat def ecioara... 

Penisul lui intrand sacadat, tremurand de placere, asudat 

In valuri de orgasm 

Atingand usot buzele florii de lotus 

Ca pentru a le incerca umiditatea si moliciunea 

Petalelor de trandafir... 



M-am trezit dimineata devreme, brusc, privind luminile orasului 

Ma dau jos din pat incet 

si landu-mi tigarile, ma-ndrept spre fumoar. 

In camasa mea de noapte larga 
Primita la intrare 

Cu ciorapii grosi si halatul albastru, sintetic, in spinare 
Par cu adevarat o aratare. 


Ma-ndrept incet, pe coridorul cu luminitele aprinse 
Spre fumoarul marginit 
De-o usa metalica inalta 
II deschid incet si intru.... 


E intuneric deplin. Aprind lumina chioara, galbena 
si-mi aprind o tigara. 

Apoi ma-ntind pe bancuta joasa de lemn de stejar, cu picioare de fier 
Formata din mici lambriuri de lemn dispuse orizonatal 
Trag conserva de peste langa mine 
si ma aplec sa scriu vreo cateva versuri 
cuprinsa brusc de inspiratie. 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri si verde 
Intre negral pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 

Te doresc si te oiubesc, Victor dragostea mea. 

Sexus .... 

His white body, half naked 

With the tasseled shirt comb, hanging half removed 
Out of pants 




It turned white, virgin 
Like a virgin bed ... 


His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, swollen 

In waves of orgasm 

I easily touch the lotus flower lips 

As if to test their moisture and softness 

Rose petals ... 

He shivered in horror ... he looked like a young man on the catalog 

At the entrance to the gate of heaven 

With the ragged clothes, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 
Supporting her long bed legs ... 


The virgin is fluttering in orgasm 

She grabbed him and pulled him towards her, biting her lips, kissing her chest. 
While he completely blocked the path inside her 
Trembling, shaking, rhythmically. 

His eyes are red, his throats are breaking. 


Katherine ... a loud voice was heard ... 

The young Dorian may be hungry ... 

Do I prepare an omelette and bring it with some salad? 

Yes ... mother ... the girl's throaty voice was heard ... breathing wildly ... 
In about half an hour ... 


Their bodies collapsed like wet, wet animals on the bed 
The young man grabbed her hair 
he drew her but power towards him ... 

knotted like two iron flowers, crumpled of flowers 
they were looking for bed sheets 
moaning with passion ... 


The young man was moving quickly inside her 
It seemed like an engine at its best 

With the water boiling, in gearbox, boiling, like a steam engine ... 

He shivered in horror ... he seemed young on the catalyst 

Entering the gate of heaven 

With the clothes on, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 
Supporting her long bed legs ... 

His white body, half naked 

With the shirt fluttered on his chest, hanging half out 



Out of pants 
It turned white, virgin 
Like a defecating bed ... 

His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, swollen 
In waves of orgasm 

Gently touching the lips of the lotus flower 
As if to test their moisture and softness 
Rose petals ... 


I woke up early in the morning, suddenly, looking at the city lights 

I get out of bed slowly 

and lifting my cigarettes, I go to the smoker. 

In my nightgown 

Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and blue, synthetic, spine 

They really look like a show. 


I walk slowly down the corridor with the lights on 
To the borderline smoker 
From a high metal door 
I open it slowly and enter .... 


It's full darkness. I turn on the yellow light 
and I light a cigarette. 

Then I lay down on the low oak bench with iron legs 
Consisting of small wooden panels arranged horizontally 
I pull the canned fish next to me 
and I lean to write a few lyrics 
abruptly inspired. 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every atmosphere between black and green 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 




My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 

I wish you and I love you, Victor my love. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc Victor,Dragostea mea, Sotul meu iubit,Puiul meu. Te iubesc si Te doresc, Tudor, 
Dragostea viesii melee 

Sexus 

His white body, half-naked 

With the tasseled shirt comb, hanging half removed 
Out of pants 
It turned white, virgin 
Like a virgin bed ... 


His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 

In waves of orgasm 

I easily touch the lotus flower lips 

As if to test their moisture and softness 

Rose petals ... 


He shivered to tremble with a passion... he looked like a young man in the rainy rain... 

At the entrance to the gate of heaven 

With the crumpled clothes, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 

Supporting his long, slim legs by the bed... 

The virgin is trembling in orgasm 

She grabbed him and pulled him towards her, biting her lips, kissing her chest. 

While he completely gave himself away inside of her 
Shivering, shaking, rhythmically, 

His eyes have bloodstreams, his throats are breaking. 


Catherine ... a loud voice was heard ... 

The young Dorian may be hungry ... 

Do I prepare an omelet and bring it with some salad? 

Yes ... mother ... the girl's throaty voice was heard ... breathing wildly ... 
In about half an hour ... 

Their bodies collapsed like wet, wet animals on the bed 

The young man grabbed her hair 

he drew her but power towards him ... 

knotted like two iron flowers, crumpled of flowers 

they were looking for bed sheets 

whispering with a passion ... 


The young man was moving quickly inside her 
It seemed like an engine excited 

With water boiling, in gearbox, hot, like a steam engine ... 



He shivered in horror ... he seemed young on the catalyst 

Entering the gate of heaven 

With the clothes on, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 


Supporting her long bed legs ... 

His white body, half-naked 

With the shirt fluttered on his chest, hanging half out 

Out of pants 

It turned white, virgin 

Like a white, shy virgin bed ... 


His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 
In waves of orgasm 

Gently touching the lips of the lotus flower 
As if to test their moisture and softness 
Rose petals ... 

I woke up early in the morning, suddenly, looking at the city lights 

I get out of bed slowly 

and lifting my cigarettes, I go to the smoker. 


In my nightgown 

Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and blue, synthetic, spine 

They really look like a show. 


I walk slowly down the corridor with the lights on 
To the borderline smoker 
From a high metal door 
I open it slowly and enter... 

It's full darkness. I turn on the yellow light 
and I light a cigarette. 

Then I lay down on the low oak bench with iron legs 
Consisting of small wooden panels arranged horizontally 
I pull the canned fish next to me 
and I lean to write a few lyrics 
abruptly inspired. 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 


Every atmosphere between black and green 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 




and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 
and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 

I wish you and I love you, Victor, my love. 
Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea vietii mele. 


Te iubesc, Puiul meu drag, Dulcele m, Victor, Puisorul meu.Te iubesc si Te doresc Victor,Dragostea mea, 
Sotul meu iubit,Puiul meu. Te iubesc si Te doresc, Tudor, Dragostea viesii melee 

Sexus 

His white body, half-naked 

With the tasseled shirt comb, hanging half removed 
Out of pants 
It turned white, virgin 
Like a virgin bed ... 


His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 

In waves of orgasm 

I easily touch the lotus flower lips 

As if to test their moisture and softness 

Rose petals ... 


He shivered to tremble with a passion... he looked like a young man in the rainy rain... 

At the entrance to the gate of heaven 

With the crumpled clothes, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 

Supporting his long, slim legs by the bed... 

The virgin is trembling in orgasm 

She grabbed him and pulled him towards her, biting her lips, kissing her chest. 

While he completely gave himself away inside of her 
Shivering, shaking, rhythmically, 

His eyes have bloodstreams, his throats are breaking. 


Catherine ... a loud voice was heard ... 

The young Dorian may be hungry ... 

Do I prepare an omelet and bring it with some salad? 

Yes ... mother ... the girl's throaty voice was heard ... breathing wildly ... 
In about half an hour ... 

Their bodies collapsed like wet, wet animals on the bed 

The young man grabbed her hair 

he drew her but power towards him ... 

knotted like two iron flowers, crumpled of flowers 

they were looking for bed sheets 

whispering with a passion ... 



The young man was moving quickly inside her 
It seemed like an engine excited 

With water boiling, in gearbox, hot, like a steam engine ... 

He shivered in horror ... he seemed young on the catalyst 

Entering the gate of heaven 

With the clothes on, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 


Supporting her long bed legs ... 

His white body, half-naked 

With the shirt fluttered on his chest, hanging half out 

Out of pants 

It turned white, virgin 

Like a white, shy virgin bed ... 


His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 
In waves of orgasm 

Gently touching the lips of the lotus flower 
As if to test their moisture and softness 
Rose petals ... 

I woke up early in the morning, suddenly, looking at the city lights 

I get out of bed slowly 

and lifting my cigarettes, I go to the smoker. 


In my nightgown 

Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and blue, synthetic, spine 

They really look like a show. 


I walk slowly down the corridor with the lights on 
To the borderline smoker 
From a high metal door 
I open it slowly and enter... 

It's full darkness. I turn on the yellow light 
and I light a cigarette. 

Then I lay down on the low oak bench with iron legs 
Consisting of small wooden panels arranged horizontally 
I pull the canned fish next to me 
and I lean to write a few lyrics 
abruptly inspired. 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 




Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 


Every atmosphere between black and green 

Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 

Dulcele meu Animus si sot, rhetipul meu Dulce, Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea vietii mele. 
Te doresc 


Sexus.... 

Trupul lui alb, dezbracat pe jumatate 

Cu camasa mototolita pepiept, atarnand jumatate scoasa 

Din pantaloni 

Se ivea alb, feciorelnic 

Ca un pat de fecioara... 

Penisul lui intrand sacadat, tremurand de placere, asudat 

In valuri deorgasm 

Atingad usot buzele florii de lotus 

Ca pentru a le incerca umiditatea si moliciunea 

Petalelor de trandafir... 

Se scutura infiorat...parea un tanar pe catalige 

La intrarea la poarta raiului 

Cu hainele sifonate, cu o grimasa ca-n vis 

Trecea tremurand pe portile raiului, prin madularele trupului 

Sprijinindu-si picioarele lungi de pat... 


Zvarcolindu-se fecioara in orgasm 

II apuca si-1 trase spre ea, muscandu-i buzele, si sarutandu-i pieptul 
In timp ce el isi dadu cu totul drumul in interiorul ei 
Zvacnind tremurat, ritmic, 

Cu ochii rosii, cu vinisoarele gat sa se sparga. 


Katherine... se auzi o voce lausa... 

Tanarului Dorian poate ca-i e foame... 

Pregatesc o omleta si-o aduc,cu niste salata?... 

Da...mama... se auzi vocea gatuita a fetei... respirand sacadat... 
Peste vreo jumatte de ora... 



Trupurile lor se prabusira ca niste bestii umede, ude pe pat 
Tanarul o apuca de par 
s-o trase ci putere spre el... 

innodati ca doua fier fragede, mototolite de flori 
se cautau pm cearceafirile patului 
gemand de pasiune... 


Tanarul se misca cu viteza inauntrul ei 
Parea un motor excitat la maxim 

Cua pa fierband, in cutia de viteze, clocotind, ca o masina cu aburi... 

Se scutura infiorat...parea untanar pe catalige 

Laintrarea la poarta raiului 

Cu hainele sifinate, cu o grimasa ca-n vis 

Trecea tremurand pe portile raiului, prin madularele trupului 

Sprijinindu-si picioarele lungi de pat... 

Trupul lui alb, dezbracat pe jumatate 

Cu camasa mototolita pe piept, atarnand jumatate scoasa 

Din pantaloni 

Se ivea alb, feciorelnic 

Ca un pat def ecioara... 

Penisul lui intrand sacadat, tremurand de placere, asudat 

In valuri de orgasm 

Atingand usot buzele florii de lotus 

Ca pentru a le incerca umiditatea si moliciunea 

Petalelor de trandafir... 


M-am trezit dimineata devreme, brusc, privind luminile orasului 

Ma dau jos din pat incet 

si landu-mi tigarile, ma-ndrept spre fumoar. 

In camasa mea de noapte larga 
Primita la intrare 

Cu ciorapii grosi si halatul albastru, sintetic, in spinare 
Par cu adevarat o aratare. 


Ma-ndrept incet, pe coridorul cu luminitele aprinse 
Spre fumoarul marginit 
De-o usa metalica inalta 
II deschid incet si intru.... 


E intuneric deplin. Aprind lumina chioara, galbena 




si-mi aprind o tigara. 

Apoi ma-ntind pe bancuta joasa de lemn de stejar, cu picioare de fier 
Formata din mici lambriuri de lemn dispuse orizonatal 
Trag conserva de peste langa mine 
si ma aplec sa scriu vreo cateva versuri 
cuprinsa brusc de inspiratie. 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 

Te doresc si te oiubesc, Victor dragostea mea. 

Sexus .... 

His white body, half naked 

With the tasseled shirt comb, hanging half removed 
Out of pants 
It turned white, virgin 
Like a virgin bed ... 

His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 

In waves of orgasm 

I easily touch the lotus flower lips 

As if to test their moisture and softness 

Rose petals ... 

He shivered trembling with passion... he looked like a young man in the rainy rain... 

At the entrance to the gate of heaven 

With the crumpled clothes, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 

Supporting his long, slim legs by bed... 

The virgin is trembling in orgasm 

She grabbed him and pulled him towards her, biting her lips, kissing her chest. 
While he completely gave himself away inside of her 
Shivering, shaking, rhythmically. 

His eyes has blood streams, his throats are breaking. 



Katherine ... a loud voice was heard ... 

The young Dorian may be hungry ... 

Do I prepare an omelette and bring it with some salad? 

Yes ... mother ... the girl's throaty voice was heard ... breathing wildly ... 

In about half an hour ... 

Their bodies collapsed like wet, wet animals on the bed 

The young man grabbed her hair 

he drew her but power towards him ... 

knotted like two iron flowers, crumpled of flowers 

they were looking for bed sheets 

whispering with passion ... 

The young man was moving quickly inside her 
It seemed like an engine excited 

With water boiling, in gearbox, hot, like a steam engine ... 

He shivered in horror ... he seemed young on the catalyst 

Entering the gate of heaven 

With the clothes on, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 
Supporting her long bed legs ... 

His white body, half naked 

With the shirt fluttered on his chest, hanging half out 

Out of pants 

It turned white, virgin 

Like a white, shy virgin bed ... 

His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 
In waves of orgasm 

Gently touching the lips of the lotus flower 
As if to test their moisture and softness 
Rose petals ... 

I woke up early in the morning, suddenly, looking at the city lights 

I get out of bed slowly 

and lifting my cigarettes, I go to the smoker. 

In my nightgown 

Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and blue, synthetic, spine 

They really look like a show. 

I walk slowly down the corridor with the lights on 
To the borderline smoker 
From a high metal door 
I open it slowly and enter .... 

It's full darkness. I turn on the yellow light 
and I light a cigarette. 

Then I lay down on the low oak bench with iron legs 
Consisting of small wooden panels arranged horizontally 
I pull the canned fish next to me 
and I lean to write a few lyrics 




abruptly inspired. 

The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every atmosphere between black and green 

Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 

I wish you and I love you, Victor my love. 


Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea vietii mele. 

Sfantul loan Gura de Aur, despre folosul citirii 
Sfintei Scripturi 

Este foarte important ca printre preocuparile cre§tinilor de zi cu zi sa se numere $i aceea de a citi din 
Scriptura. 



Sfanta Scriptura a influentat profund lumea, fiind o neintrecuta carte de pietate, de indrumare sufleteasca, de 
indemn spre iubire de oameni si de Dumnezeu, spre agonisirea pacii interioare si a arvunei bucuriei vesnice. 

Nici o vreme nu este piedica pentru citirea Scripturii sfinte 

Sfantul loan le preciza tuturor ca„nici o vreme nu este piedica pentru citirea dumnezeiestilor Scripturi; acest 
lucru poate fi savar§it nu numai acasa, ci §i cand mergem in piafa, si cand calatorim, si cand ne aflam in 
compania multora” ( Omilii la Facere, XXXV, II). Deci, orice timp este potrivit pentru citirea dumnezeiestilor 
Scripturi: „ca se poate citi Scriptura nu numai acasa, ci si cand mergem in piata si cand suntem in calatorie si 
cand suntem in adunare de lume §i cand suntem prin§i de treburi, pentru ca, facand tot ce depinde de noi, sa 
dobandim iute si indrumator ... Asadar, va rog, sa nu neglijam citirea dumnezeiestilor Scripturi, ci sa le citim 
des, fie de cunoastem intelesul Scripturilor, fie de nu-1 cunoastem. Citirea continua ne ajuta sa tinem bine 
minte ce citim; adeseori ceea ce nu putem mtelege ce citim astazi, vom putea dintr-o data intelege maine, daca 
revenim si citim, pentru ca bunul Dumnezeu ne lumineaza pe nevazute mintea” (Omilii la Facere, XXXV, II). 

Comentand de la amvon cartea Facerea, printre altele, Sfantul loan Gura de Aur, prezinta rezumativ felul in 
care crestinul trebuie a se apropia de paginile sfintite de adierea Duhului Sfant: „Cand luam, deci, in maini 
Sfanta Scriptura, sa ne incordam mintea, sa ne adunam gandurile si sa alungam din suflet orice gand lumesc. 
Asa sa citim Scripturile! Cu multa evlavie, cu multa luare aminte, ca sa putem fi povatuiti de Sfantul Duh la 
intelegerea celor ce sunt scrise si sa culegem mult folos din ele”. (Omilii la Facere, XXXV, I). 

Pregatirea pentru citirea Sfintei Scripturi 

Sfanta Scriptura, avand origine divina, nu poate fi citita ca oricare alta carte. Ea impune o reculegere si o 
pregatire speciala, atat trupeasca cat si sufleteasca. Sfantul loan insista pe curat ire a spirituala si 
mentioneaza:„Nu putem sa dobandim un castig mare din lectura Sfintei Scripturi daca nu ne-am curatit mai 
intai sufletul” ( Omilia 1, 3 la loan). 

In conceptia patristica, de la cititorul Sfintei Scripturise cer o seama de virtuti pregatitoare: inima curata, 
constiinta treaza, gand bun, linistit, cinstit si drept, lipsa de prejudecati, de viclenie $i de ambitii desarte. Inima 
curata si cugetul bun, impacat cu Dumnezeu $i cu semenii, strabate cerul si ridica sufletul la vederea lui 
Dumnezeu, suprema fericire crestina (Matei 5, 8). 

Sf. loan nu cere doar simpla lectura a textului sacru, ci si aprofundarea acestuia 

Sfantul loan nu cere credinciosilor o simpla lectura a textului interpretat de preot in biserica, ci o adevarata 
repetitie si o meditare continua, cum procedeaza elevii cu lectiile, pentru o temeinica insusire a noilor 
cunostinte primite. Ritmul lecturii nu trebuie a fi precipitat sau torential, acesta nefiind un semn al hamiciei, ci 
al lenei $i al superficialitatii, caci se doreste doar citirea cantitativa si nu lectura meditativa. Ritmul precipitat al 
lecturii textelor sfinte ii intuneca frum use tea si ii inchide cararile intelegerii ei aprofundate. La citirea ei e bine 
sa participe intreaga familie. Indata ce v-afi intors acasa, subliniaza Sfantul loan, trebuie sa luafi Sfanta 
Scriptura §i, cu sofa §i copiii, repetafi impreuna mvafaturile care v-au fast date (Omilii la Matei, V, 1). Prima 
treapta a aprofundarii Sfintei Scripturi va consta in citirea ei zilnica. Zabava atenta si staruitoare asupra 
paginilor Scripturii, lectura facuta zi de zi dupa un program, fie el si minimal, adus la indeplinire cu strictete si 
cu respect fafa de Biblie si fata de tine insuti, este calea cea dintai si cea mai simpla care duce la familiarizarea 
cu textele inspirate. De aid, bunul crestin se cade sa urce mai sus, pe treptele cunoasterii, ca sa depaseasca 
cunoasterea dupa litera, pentru a nu pierde tocmai esentialul ei. 

Daca sfintele carti nu sunt citite a$a cum se cuvine, cu toata inaltimea adevarurilor pe care le cuprind, aceasta 
frumoasa zabava in loc sa duca la ridicare si indreptare morala, duce la cadere. Sfantul loan, care citea de trei 



ori pe saptamana Noul Testament, leaga folosul citirii de practicarea virtutii. „Citind Sfanta Scriptura, 
precizeaza el, fara sa ne desavarsim cunostintele religioase, si fara sa ne indreptam felul de viafa, truda aceasta 
nu este numai inutila, dar chiar vatamatoare” ( Omilia LXVI la loan). Sfanta Scriptura este Inteleasa cu atat mai 
bine si mai profund, cu cat prin despatimire si dobandirea virtutilor, in duh de smerenie si de rugaciune, 
credinciosul intra intr-o intensa colaborare cu dumnezeiescul har, deschizandu-§i mintea si inima prezentei 
puterii dumnezeiesti. 

Sfantul Parinte este de parere ca multe erezii si pacate i§i au originea atat in necunoasterea cuprinsului Sfintei 
Scripturi, cat, mai ales, in gresita ei interpretare. Din aceasta cauza, Sfantul loan Gura de Aur indeamna pe 
preoti sa calauzeasca pe cititori, explicandu-le Sfanta Scriptura, iar celor din urma le recomanda sa citeasca 
sfintele carti cu mare atentie. „In acest fel este inlaturat pericolul de a cadea in greseli. ramanand Sfanta 
Scriptura, a§a cum a fost data, o carte de invatatura vesilica” ( Folosul citirii Sfintei Scripturi dupa Sfantul loan 
Hrisostom, in Revista teologica, Anul 1943, Nr. 1-2, p. 96). 

Citirii si aprofundarea Sfintei Scripturi - o adevarata hrana duhovniceasca 

Sfanta Scriptura este o colectie de carti ce se adreseaza tuturor credincio§ilor in scopul „dobandirii vietii 
vesnice'YIoan 5, 39). De aceea Biblia este cea mai citita carte din toata literatura lumii si tot din acest motiv 
Sfanta Scriptura este cartea cea mai recomandata atat preoti lor cat §i credinciosilor. deoarecefiecare poate face 
din paginile ei o adevarata hrana spirituala. Foarte interesant de notat este faptul ca, vorbind despre hrana 
sufletului, Sfantul loan Gura de Aur subliniaza ca pasiunea pentru citirea dumnezeiestilor texte este adevarata 
hrana sufleteasca zilnica: „precum hrana aceasta (trupeasca), noi o pretindem in fiecare zi, tot a§a trebuie ca si 
cuvintele credintei pururea sa le cerem, pururea sa ne hranim cu ele, pururea sa le pastram in noi, pururea sa 
meditam asupra lor, caci ele nu sunt o hrana obisnuita” (P.G., LXII, col. 559). Cu alte cuvinte, se poate spune 
ca, ceea ce este hrana pentru trap, aceea este invatatura cuvintelor dumnezeiesti pentru suflet. Citirea Sfintei 
Scripturi este „o necesitate naturala a sufletului omenesc. Acesta, ca si corpul, are nevoie de o hrana proprie 
fiinfei lui” (Omilia XI la Facere), caci „dupa cum trupul are nevoie de hrana perceptibila prin simturi, tot astfel 
sufletul are nevoie de un indemn zilnic si de hrana duhovniceasca” ( Omilia 8 la Facere). 

Dragostea pentru sfintele texte §i dorinta de a le citi si medita tradeaza de fapt un suflet iubitor de Dumnezeu §i 
sanatos din punct de vedere spiritual: „dupa cum foamea este o dovada a sanatatii trupului, tot astfel dragostea 
de cuvintele duhovnicesti este o dovada a sanatatii sufletesti” ( Omilia 2, 1 la Isaia). Prin urmare, lipsa de 
interes pentru cuvintele sfinte inseamna foame §i pieire spirituala: „lectura Sfintei Scripturi este hrana 
sufletului, este podoaba §i siguranta lui; dimpotriva a nu asculta citirea Sfintei Scripturi inseamna foame si 
piere” ( Omilia 2, 6 la Matei). 

Intr-adevar, oricine poate usor realiza ca Biblia este o adevarata hrana sufleteasca pentru cel ce o cauta §i o 
citeste cu credinta, caci aduce nespus de multe bunatati sufletesti: „... De aceea, va rog, sa citim cu multa 
ravna dumnezeiestile Scripturi. Daca vom citi des cele scrise in ele, ne vom unbogati si cunostintele. Este cu 
neputinta sa ramai fara de folos, cand citesti cu ravna §i mult dor dumnezeiestile cuvinte. Daca nu avem om, 
care sa ne fie dascal, atunci Insusi Stapanul, intrand de sus in inimile noastre, ne lumineaza mintea, ne 
lamureste cugetul, face lumina in cele tainuite, ne este dascal al celor ce nu stim” (Omilii la Facere, XXXV, I). 

Sf. Scriptura - leac al bolilor sufletesti 

Deseori in omiliile sale, Sfantul loan Gura de Aur numeste Sfintele Scripturi si leacuri duhovnicesti, care 
tamaduiesc pacatele sufletului omenesc. De asemenea medicamente avem nevoie pentru a vindeca pacatele 
savarsite, cat si pentru a impiedica savarsirea celor viitoare. 

Sfantul loan, adanc cunoscator al sufletului omenesc, gaseste in Sfanta Scriptura leacuri pentru tamaduirea 
tuturor bolilor sufletesti. Elii prezinta pe autorii inspirati si ca adevarati medici. Ei stiu sa stabileasca cu inalta 
in telepci Line diagnosticul si sa aplice cu multa pricepere medicamentul necesar; stiu sa inlocuiasca dorintele si 



afectele imorale cu alte dorinte §i afecte drepte si nevinovate.Ei nu cauta renume si slava personala; desi 
diferiti, nu sunt decat organele unui medic suprem, Iisus Hristos, Care vorheste prin gura lor ( Omilii la Matei, 
LXXIV, 4). Accentuand foloasele religioase, morale si sociale rezultate din aceasta frumoasa indeletnicire, 
Sfantul loan adresand un apel staruitor crestinilor sa citeasca Sfanta Scriptura, spune: „sa ne apropiem deci cu 
dragoste de Carole Sfinte, ca acest studiu perseverent risipeste tristejea, aduce bucurie, distruge viciul, 
inradacineaza virtutea §i, in zgomotoasa valtoare a activitatilor si lucrarilor omenesti. nu va paraseste in fata 
valurilor acestei mari infuriate. Valurile se desfac, iar voi plutiti in pace, ca aveti carmaci cunoasterea 
dumnezeiestilor indrumari, §i framantarile lumii nu izbutesc sa rupa carma conducatoare” (Omilia Il-a despre 
Eutropiu, 1). 

Intr-unul din comentariile sale la cartea Facerea, Sfantul loan este convins ca nu este patima sufleteasca sau 
trupeasca, din cele care supara pe oameni, care sa nu-§i poata gasi leacul in Sfanta Scriptura. Folosul despre 
care vorheste Sfantul loan este mare, castigul este nemasurat, caci aceste carti divine sunt o comoara cu tot 
felul de medicamente. „De vei cadea in oarecare ispite, aici vei gasi o mare mangaiere. De cumva vei cadea in 
pacate, tot in aceasta carte vei gasi mii de leacuri. De vei ajunge in saracie sau in stramtorare, uitandu-te in 
aceasta carte, vei vedea multe limanuri de scapare. De esti drept, multa siguranta giisesti in ea, iar de esti 
pacatos, multa mangaiere (Omilii la Epistola catre Romani a Sfantului Apostol Pavel, XVIII). 

Prin multa cugetare asupra dumnezeiestilor Scripturi, se poate opri orice atac al vicleanului demon. „Cand ne 
vede ca studiem mult cartile duhovnicesti. nu numai ca nu ne ataca, dar nici nu indrazneste sa caute la noi, 
pentru ca §tie ca incercarea lui e zadarnica si ca indrazneala se intoarce pe capul lui” ( Omilii la 
Facere, XXXVII, I). 

Meditarea la cuvintele Scripturii il fere$te pe cre^tin de laturile diavolului 

Sfantul loan, vorbind credincio§ilor sai despre valoarea pnevmatica a Sfintei Scripturi, line sa scoata in 
evidenta faptul ca „intr-o casa in care se gaseste Sfanta Scriptura nu indrazneste nici diavolul sa intre” (P.G., 
59, 38). In alt loc spune ca, vazand vrajmasul vietii noastre - diavolul - o mare ravna pentru preocuparile 
spirituale, nu numai ca nu ne va ataca, „dar nu va indrazni nici sa ne priveasca, stiind ca uneltirile lui vor fi 
zadamice, iar loviturile cu care va cuteza sa atace vor cadea asupra lui” (Omilii la Facere, XXXVII, I). 

Mare castig sufletesc aduce lectura atenta a Sfintei Scripturi 

Prezentand conceptia sa despre Sfanta Scriptura, ca mijloc de perfectionare morala, Hrisostom o reda in 
termeni oratorici, spunand ca ea intareste curajul, racoreste si odihneste sufletul mai bine decat umbra unui 
frunzis bogat pe un calator ostenit de oboseala drumului. Ea este pavaza de aparare impotriva pacatelor si 
poarta de intrare in Imparatia cerurilor. Sfanta Scriptura ofera credinciosilor si exemplul dreptilor si al sfintilor, 
care au indeplinit voia lui Dumnezeu, constituind astfel si un puternic stimulent pentru crestinul dornic de 
progres moral. Sfantul loan precizeaza ca ea ne face cunoscuta viafa crestinilor din timpurile apostolice, 
aceasta ajutandu-1 pe crestin sa-si indrepte si sa-si transfigureze viata luand ca pilda de urmat pe Sfintii 
Apostoli, pe mucenicii, cuviosii sau cei care au trait cucernic in Hristos. ( Omilii la Facere, omilia XI, IV). 

Sfanta Scriptura ne lumineaza viafa, ne inalta duhovniceste, previne primejdiile, ne scapa de gandurile rele si 
muta cugetul spre cer: ..Luati in maini dumnezeiestile carti si primiti cu ravna folosul cuprins in ele. Mare este 
castigul ce ni-1 dau ele! Mai intai, prin citirea Scripturilor, ni se imbogateste limba; apoi sufletul se intraripeaza 
Si se inalta; se lumineaza cu lumina Soarelui dreptiitii; scapa totodata de vatamarea gandurilor rele si se bucura 
de tihna si liniste multa. Ceea ce este hrana trupeasca pentru mentinerea tariei noastre trupesti, aceea este 
pentru suflet citirea Dumnezeiestilor Scripturi. Este hrana duhovniceasca; intareste cugetul, face puternic 
sufletul, il face mai tare si mai mtelept si nu-1 lasa sa alunece spre patimi rusinoase; ii da aripi usoare si, ca sa 
spun asa, il muta in cer. Sa nu dispretuiti, va rog, un castig atat de mare! Cand suntem acasa, sa ne sarguim sa 
citim cu luare aminte Dumnezeiestile Scripturi; iar cand suntem aici, in Biserica, sa nu ne cheltuim timpul 
stand la taifas si vorbind desertaciuni, ci sa ne indreptam gandurile noastre pentru cele ce am venit, sa fim cu 



luare aminte la cele ce se citesc, ca sa plecam acasa cu mai mare castig. Daca e vorba sa veniti aici ca sa va 
pierdeti timpul vorbind vrute si nevrute, fara sa plecati acasa cu vreun castig, atunci ce folos? Nu-i, oare, o 
prostie ca aceia care se due la iarmaroacele cele lumesti sa se sileasca sa ia din iarmaroc la intoarcerea acasa 
tot ce le trebuie si sa dea bani pentru ce iau, iar cei care vin la iarmarocul acesta duhovnicesc sa nu-si dea nici 
o silinta sa ia ceva din cele ce le sunt de folos, sa le puna in suflet si a§a sa se intoarca acasa? Si asta mai cu 
seama cand n-au nici nevoie sa cheltuiasca bani, ci le trebuie numai ravna si minte incordata” (Omilii la 
Facere, omilia XXIX, II). 

In omiliile sale la cartea Facerea, Sfantul Parinte prezinta Scriptura ca pe un mare bun si evidentiaza castigul 
duhovnicesc ce rezulta din lectura ei: „Mare bun este citirea dumnezeiestii Scripturi. Aceasta face sufletul 
intelept, in alt a cugetul la cer, il face pe om placut, il determina sa nu-si lege sufletul de cele prezente, ci face 
cugetul nostru sa traiasca mereu acolo sus si sa savar§im toate privind la rasplata Stapanului si cu mare 
infranare sa ne indreptam spre faptele virtuoase” (Omilia XXXV, 1 la Facere). 

Aprofundarea Sfintei Scripturi ne ajuta la transfigurarea vorbirii 

Folosirea indelungata a Bibliei il ajuta pe credincios sa ajunga la fericita stare de a-§i transfigura graiul intr-o 
astfel de masura, incat sa capete indemanarea de a reproduce, ori de cate ori e necesar, cuvintele Domnului, iar 
in graiul sau sa rasune graiurile profetilor si a sfintilor autori. Scriptura ii devine ca un sfetnic desavarsit ce ii 
§opte§te in minte si inima adevaratele solutii pentru problemele sau nedumeririle vietii. Astfel, Tsi oranduieste 
viata dupa cuvintele Bunului Mantuitor, intarindu-se duhovniceste neincetat §i urcand treapta cu treapta scara 
virtutilor, pana cand se va bucura din belsug de splendoarea pacii si a bucuriei din viaja viitoare, in comuniune 
vesnica cu Hristos a Carui cuvinte le-a cunoscut, le-a aprofundat, le-a purtat in inima si le-a pazit. 

Sf. Scriptura are si o valoare cultural-educativa de neintrecut 

Superioritatea Sfintei Scripturi si valoarea sa cultural-educativa au fost recunoscute direct sau indirect de catre 
umanitate. Scopul ei principal este de a ne arata caile prin care putem sa ne mantuim sufletul, scopul esential al 
omului pe pamant. Prin lectura ei, sufletul se inalta catre Dumnezeu, se purifica, Tsi giiseste echilibrul intregii 
sale vieti si capata mantuirea sufleteasca. De aceea Sfantul loan Gura de Aur o prezinta ca pe o comoara celor 
ce doresc sa o cerceteze cu de-amanuntul, caci cuprinde o mare bogiitie de idei: „comoara duhovniceasca, ce se 
imparte si niciodata nu se cheltuieste, imbogateste pe toti §i cu nimic nu unputineaza, ci dimpotriva, create. 
Dupa cum daca ai putea lua putin de tot dintr-o comoara de aur, te-ai unbogati mult, tot a§a e si cu 
dumnezeiasca Scriptura; intr-un text scurt poti gasi multa putere de gandire, bogatie nespusa. A§a e natura 
acestei comori! Imbogateste pe cei ce o primesc si nu se imputineaza niciodata, ca izvorul Duhului Sfant 
revarsa comoara aceasta!” (Omilii la Facere, omilia XVI, I). 

In Sfanta Scriptura, totul a fost scris cu un scop, nu exista nimic care sa nu fie spus cu un scop si „care sa nu 
aiba ascuns mare folos” (Omilii la Facere, omilia XXVIII, IV). Despre Cartea Iov zice ca este o adevarata 
consolare in ispitele si incercarile vietii, iar in Omiliile sale despre pocainfa precizeaza:„Intaritoare si 
odihnitoare este citirea dumnezeiestilor Scripturi pentru sufletele cuprinse de tristete. Citirea dumnezeiestilor 
Scripturi alunga din sufletul nostru taria §i fie rb in teal a durerii si ne mangaie mai dulce si mai placut ca umbra” 
(Omiliile despre pocainfa, omilia a patra). 

Conchizand, putem spune ca Sfanta Scriptura este cartea religioasa a crestinilor pentru crestere spirituala si 
morala, pentru mantuire. Fiindca mantuirea depinde de implinirea poruncilor dumnezeiesti iar acestea sunt 
cuprinse in Sfanta Scriptura, este foarte important ca printre preocuparile crestinilor de zi cu zi sa se numere si 
aceea de a citi din Scriptura. Aceasta s-a straduit Sfantul loan Hrisostom sa arate in omiliile sale cand a vorbit 
despre Sfanta Scriptura si folosul sufletesc al citirii ei atente. 


Te iubsc li Te doresc, Victor, dragostea mea. 



Si Timpul isi intinde trupul mort si devine vesnicie 

Iau pistolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 


E tacere pretutindeni... pe munte, pe campie... 

Cerul se sprijina de-o mana de lut 

Totul e o tacuta euforie 

Un echilibru fragil intre vazut, nevazut... 


Lacrima cerului se sprijina pe potativul de sunete al vantului 
si apoi intr-o tacuta frenezie 
se daruieste negrului, pamantului... 


Munti desenati, o schita artistica, in carbune... 

Se pierd in zare... 

Ei par valurile incremenite apuse pe-o fantasmagorica mare... 

Pasesc intre cer si pamant 

Ca si cum sas fi vrut 

Sa-i unesc intr-n indescriptibil sarut 

Cerul peste mine, tacut, cu prevestirea-i de furtuna, a cazut... 


Eu sunt Adam!... dar fara Eva!... 

E sunt si fara ev si fara veac... 

si frunzele copacilor imi mangaie spinarea 

al inimi-mi de planta indescriptibil, inefabil leac... 


E tacerea pretutindeno... pe munte, pe campie... 

Cerul se sprijina de-o mana de lut 

Totul e o tacuta euforie 

Un echilibru fragil intre vazut, nevazut.. 


In aceasta lume virtuala noua 
Ma misc cu gratia unui somnambul... 



...zambind licaririlor de constiinta 
Ce-mi transfigureaza existenta 
Ca niste iluminari bruste 
In clipa de gratie cand constiinta mea 
Atinge constiinta lumii 

si se scufunda in ea, in totala uitare, abandon si regasire 


Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi.... 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

And Time extends its dead body and becomes eternity 

I take the gun and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 


There is silence everywhere ... on the mountain, on the plains 
The sky is supported by a clay hand 
Everything is a silent euphoria 
A fragile balance between the seen and the unseen ... 


The tear of heaven rests on the sound of the wind 

and then in a silent frenzy 

it is given to the black, the earth ... 


Drawing mountains, an artistic sketch, in coal... 
They are lost in the streets ... 

They look like standing waves on a big ghostly ... 
I walk between heaven and earth 



As if I wanted to 

To unite them in an indescribable kiss 

The sky above me, silent, with the foretaste of the storm, fell... 


I am Adam! ... but without Eve! ... 

E are without ev and without age ... 

and the leaves of the trees stroked my spine 

of my heart of indescribable plant, ineffable cure ... 


It's silence everywhere ... on the mountain, on the plains ... 
The sky is supported by a clay hand 
Everything is a silent euphoria 
A fragile balance between the seen and the unseen. 


In this new virtual world 
I move with the grace of a sleepwalker ... 

... smiling at the gleams of consciousness 
What transfigures my existence 
Like sudden lighting 

At the moment of grace when my consciousness 
Reach the consciousness of the world 

and it sinks into it, in total forgetfulness, abandonment and recovery 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow .... 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubesc nespus,Puiul meu. 

Dulceata mea, dragostea mea, Animusul meu, Tudor, puiul meu, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu 
dulce 

Silent, still decay 

Notion of blacks which surrounds me 
Emotions extinguished in powerless words 
I look behind me, beforehand 

And future like a green stained glass puiul meu drag, 
dulcele meu, 

Te doresc nespus si te iubesc nespus. 



Full of sparkling ore 

Which floats in rosy shawls, fluttering, caught 
By the low sky, green and small. 


Nature alive, warm, pure and immaterial 
Likewise is your sweet manhood - 
Unique violin 

Whereon I sing on low notes, my dream 
Bewildered and dunderhead. 


From the deep the girls, the girls and the flowers 

Look forward bewildered, silly 

The rain to wet them 

With cold lips, with wet lips, cruel 

Streams full of orgasm 

Wherein they drowned their silent, still decay 

If I will die, I have only one longing 

To die embracing you 

From the lust of desire smoothly carried 


Silent, ivory, the mate hours of the morning fly away 
Carried on white strings of sweet violin 
Whereon the lord was playing like 
A goat stabbed, the sweetheart suffers 
In my book. 


Nature alive, warm, pure and immaterial 
Likewise is your sweet manhood - 
Unique violin 

Whereon I sing on low notes, my dream 
Bewildered and dunderhead. 


From the deep the girls, the girls and the flowers 

Look forward bewildered, silly 

The rain to wet them 

With cold lips, with wet lips, cruel 

Streams full of orgasm 

Wherein they drowned their silent, still decay 



Translation Natalia Galatan 

Sinele sub forma de patrat si cere. 

Zapezi imaculate - troiene uriase de zapada 

Albe, e-un alb pufos, gri, precum moleculele de aer 

La casa din vis, cu ferestre mici 

Imbucate in canate 

Oare cine bate?... 

E duhul meu zburator 

Piedut prin livezile copilariei 

La poarta acestei case din vis 

Fara curte, fara gard, fara poarta de intrare 

Pierduta in mijlocul unei vai cu dealuri line 

s-a oprit 

si-opriveste visator... 


Un puternic sentiment de deja-vu 

De parca as fi locuit aici intr-o alta viata 

La casa inecata in zapada 

Cu geamuri mici, in patrate 

Ocupand toata fatada din fata 

Un sentiment puternic, de prea-as fi murit aici 

Sau s-a pytrecut ceva infricosator - 

E numai casa alba, singura, pierduta in decor.... 


Zapezi imaculate - troiene uriase de zapada 
La casa din vis, cu ferestre mici 
Imbucate in canate 
Oare cine bate?... 


E duhul meu zburator 

Piedut prin livezile copilariei 

La poarta acestei case din vis 

Fara curte, fara gard, fara poarta de intrare 

Pierduta in mijlocul unei vai cu dealuri line 

Ca arhetipul tau, iubite drag 

In mine. 

Te iubesc... 

So tender... 

Eyes cut from strawberries like purple flower decires 
They spoke to me with such love, so often ... 
Contained with the ornate eyes 
Let me embrace a holy Lady 



The misteries that I have met since then 
In the eyes, in the lips of flowers in the graves 
In their light which descends gravely 
I let myself comprised of the charming servant. 


In the black veil like the blue stars linen sheets that fall on my chest 

In your sunrise, beloved, so gentle, straight 

Cold-hot mysteries that meet them on the way 

And they fall on my cruel senses with soft golden hair. 


Tucked in as a flight to the secret-flight 
the passing of the soul, love 

soul exposed in the heart of longing, sorrow-so pitiful, sweet 
over your body tender, sweet 

The words are few and cannot comprise 
What has been since then, what is before 
Since when the genius of blinded creation has thrown 
Your sweet shadow of impenetrability. 

I miss taking your warm, soft hand to my chest 
I miss meeting you, waiting for you 

I miss telling you how much I love you, how much the whole mind 
I cannot think and mirror it... 

.... it's sweet your step under the vineyard crowns 
Under which I prick in laziness two children of mine 
What I grew up in my breast, on my chest 
Disguised as the cherry blossom, ruby. 

and in the deep of the black sea which sips us 
I gave to the black, blind forgetfulness 
the cough from our souls, which is mourning, grieving- 
a gentle harp is forgotten through the dust 

I'm taking the gun and I shoot myself 

I fall through a kind of darkened matter - dark matter 

Through a dark labyrinth of fields 

Until I touch with the lips the Earth 

Which I stumbled upon 

In the search for tears, what flies flutter 

To me the lobster on my chest 

your sunrise, which is so gentle, right. 

I miss coming to meet you, to wait for you. 

I miss telling you how much I love you, how much the whole mind 
I cannot think and mirror it... 

I miss taking your warm, soft hand to my chest 
I miss meeting you, waiting for you 

Translation:Carl Gustav Jung 
Correction: Natalia Galatan 



Te iubesc, Tudor, puiul meu,dulcele meu. 
te iubesc, dragul meu sotior. 

Te iubesc, Victor, Puiulmeu, Dragostea mea, Dulceata mea. 

Te doresc, Puiulmeu. T iubesc. 

Fiul meu Dulce si Drag, Puisor Dulce si iubit, Anima si Animusul meu, Sotul meu Dulce, Dragostea mea 
Victor, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Dulce Victor, Puiul meu. 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The third Book 
Painting five 

Te iubesc... 

Something in the way... 

Pstii nu au sentimente, sunt doar pesti 

Trecand spre nesouse, reci poem, in inima ascunselo pvesti 

Pestii nu au sentimente 

Sunt doar pesti... 


Am luat in mana gramajoara de pamant 
si am intons-o peste Bant 
o intuitie, o calda respitratie, un gand... 


Pstii nu au sentimente, sunt doar pesti 

Trecand spre nesouse, reci poem, in inima ascunselo pvesti 

Pestii nu au sentimente 

Sunt doar pesti... 

Something in the way ... 

The fish have no feelings, they are just fish 

Passing to the bride, cold poem, in the heart hid the story 

The fish have no feelings 

They are just fish ... 


I took the pile of earth in my hand 
and I turned it over the Wind 
an intuition, a warm breath, a thought... 


The fish have no feelings, they are just fish 

Passing to the bride, cold poem, in the heart hid the story 

The fish have no feelings 

They are just fish ... 


Te iubesc si Te doresc nespus, Puiul meu. 



Sotulmeu drag, Victor,puiul meu dulce, Te iubesc si Te doresc, dulcele meu. 
Sonata lunii 


Lumea cuprinse totul in varteju-i portocaliu.... 
Ca o ceata laptoasa curgandu-mi pe ochi 
Ai noptii reci, primavaratici stropi 
Curgamdu-mi pe buze si pe maini.... 


Visamrime alcatuindu-se fugar 
Sub fruntea mea de ceata, totusi clar 
Visam versuri in noapte, formandu-se ilar 
Sub fruntea mea de ceturi-atat de clar.... 


Visamrime alcatuindu-se fugar 
Zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n retina.... 
Visam versuri atat de clar... 

Indescrptibila a ochilor lumina.... 


Visamrime alcatuindu-se fugar 

Sub plapoma-mi de visuri si de stele 

Ca niste otravite, crude iele 

Sub bolta mea de visuri si gandiri rebele.... 


Visamrime alcatuindu-se fugar 
Ca raze ale lunii tremurande,muribunde 
Visam rime fugarindu-se hoinar 
De vantul serii risipite fluturande... 


Visam vise alcatuindu-se fugar 
Sub fruntea mea de jar si de cenusa 
Visam a moptii ursa si al lunii car... 
Ca se pravale-ncet la usa... 


Clanta usii se msca incet ca in vis 

Eu iarasi, intr-o teribila spaima, imi las sufletul 

Eternitatii vide, totusi temporale 

In tacerea notuu, aspre, guturale 

Ucis, renascut, neantului emis.... 




E noapte tarziu, galbena si atemnporala 
Adorm cu mana la tampla 
Totul se petrece ca-ntr-un vis real, aievea 
Se intampla si nu se intmpla... 


Zece si cu zece fac doi 

si unusi cuunuo suta 

clanta uii se miscaca-n vis 

parc-ar fi cu fire finede borangic cusuta... 


Visamrime alcatuindu-se fugar... 

Unu si cu unu fac doi... 

In tacerea noptii aspre guturale 
Ucis renascut neantului emis.... 

Visam rime alcatuindu-se fugar - 

Zece si cu zece fac inca douazeci - 

Visamrime hoinarindu-se gregar 

Din ceata noptii mainile-ti acoperindu-mi ochi, reci... 


Visamrime alcatuindu-se fugar 
Zapada ultimilor ani imi scartaie-n retina.... 
Visam versuri atat de clar... 

Indescrptibila a ochilor lumina.... 


Visamrime alcatuindu-se fugar 
Sub fruntea mea de ceata, totusi clar 
Visam versuri in noapte, formandu-se ilar 
Sub fruntea mea de ceturi-atat de clar.... 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 



Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc siTe doresc nespus, Victor, puiul meu. 

I love you and I wish you, my sweet. 

Sonata of the month 

The world covered everything in orange whirlpools. 

Like a milky mist flowing down my eyes 
You have cold nights, spring sprinkles 
Running on my lips and hands. 


I was dreaming of rhymes as a fugitive 
Beneath my misty brow, though clear 
I dreamed of verses in the night, forming ilar 
Under my forehead of fogs-so clear .... 


I was dreaming of rhymes as a fugitive 

The snow of the last few years has been cracking my retina. 

I dreamed lyrics so clearly ... 

Indescribable light eyes ... 


I was dreaming of rhymes as a fugitive 
Underneath my dreams and stars 
Like poisons, cruel 

Under my vault of rebellious dreams and thoughts. 


I was dreaming of rhymes as a fugitive 
Like rays of the moon trembling, dying 
I dreamed of rhymes running away 
By the wind of the scattered evening waving ... 


I dreamed dreams of being a fugitive 
Under my forehead of ash and ash 
I dreamed of the bear mop and the moon because ... 
That it is slowly coming to the door ... 



The doorbell moves slowly as if in a dream 
Again, in terrible terror, I leave my soul 
Eternity is empty, yet temporary 
In our silence, harsh, guttural 
Killed, reborn, nothingness issued. 


It's late night, yellow and short 
I fall asleep with my hand to the temple 
Everything happens as if in a real dream, he had 
It's happening and it's not happening ... 


Ten and with ten I make two 

and anointed one hundred 

The doorbell is moving in a dream 

it would be with fine threads borangic sewn ... 


We were dreaming of rhymes that made up the fugitive ... 

One by one I make two ... 

In the silence of the harsh guttural night 
Killed reborn to nothingness issued. 

We dreamed of rhymes forming a fugitive - 

Ten and ten still make twenty - 

We dreamed of rhymes rattling gregarious 

From the fog of the night your hands covering my eyes, cold . 


I was dreaming of rhymes as a fugitive 

The snow of the last few years has been cracking my retina. 

I dreamed lyrics so clearly ... 

Indescribable light eyes ... 


I was dreaming of rhymes as a fugitive 
Beneath my misty brow, though clear 
I dreamed of verses in the night, forming hilarious 
Under my forehead of fogs-so clear .... 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 



I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you and I desire you, Victor, my loving Son. 

Sosul mu Drag si Dulce si Iubit, Te iubesc nespus, Puiul meu, Draostea mea,Dulceasa mea.Te iubesc, dulceata 
mea, puiul meu. Victor, Puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea, Te doresc si Te iubesc. 

Animus 

Doi ochi albastri o priveau tintuiti dintr-un 
Nor de foe 

Cu-acea privire plina de un elan tacut, 

Introvertit a tineretii 

Intregul lui chip transmitea un limbaj non-verbal 
Fara cuvinte, dar cu atat mai pregnant.... 

Desi erau si cateva cuvinte 
Scrise pe-un pliant, in spate 

Initiativa, sugativa, curaj, sevraj... 

si-o sticla mica de apa minerala borsec pe masa 

din care se vedea doar sec 

si din care deduceai ca tanarului personaj 

ii place vinul sec. 

Flaina de costum in clos, oprindu-se putin mai jos pe piept... 
si-un suras, abia schitat, cu buze pline, 
un suras senin si nefortat 

lasand sa se vada splendoarea buzelor, arcuirea lor tragica 

intr-o daruire totala, covarsitoare 

precum privirea... putin crucis 

gata sa-si ia zborul, undeva deasupra capului tau 

un efect coriolis straniu, al privirii deviate putin la dreapta - 
de razele solare 

de n-ar fi cea mai indrazneata, mai grea si mai ilogica concluzie... 
corelandu-se cu numinozitatea imaginii 

facuta sa stoarca farame de sublim 
din fiecare aamanunt... 

Izbindu-te cercurile albastre 

Pe-un caiet alaturat, precum cele din proiectele de lectii 
Flaina imbracata plin, dar lasand spatii in maneci 
De brate primavaratice 



si neformate 

picioarele ascunse sub masa 

precum tot ce-ar insemna in mod fizic barbatie 

dar chipul vorbind de la sine 

pentru aceasta barbatie 

care n-are nevoie de amanunte fizice 

ci de imponderabile sufletesti, si de trasuri ale fetei 

blande, netezi, drepte, adanci 

precum bridele in camea obrazului fraged. 

O, Adonis!... 

m-am indragostit fulgerator 
de moarte la Venetia 

ignorand tineretea trufasa, orgolioasa a acestui Youngman 
sau poate tocmai de aceea... 

camasa descheiata la gat 

par castaniu cu suvite blonde cazandu-i de o parte si de alta a fetei 

un gat imberb 

un suras barbatesc si deplin 

o caracterizare facuta prin infatisare, expresie, gestica 
limbaj non-verbal 

o potenta tintuita in zbor, ca o imagine dinamica 
surprinsa static 


Valuri regresive de memorie, tragandu-se in inconstientul colectiv 
si cam in tot ce am scris 
si am citit 

o amintire de temeliile fiintei 

si de forta surprinzatoare a Animusului 
care te privea zambind 
cu ochii intr-o dimensiune ideala 
de mire incins cu braul dragostei 

intr-o daruire totala si covarsitoare. 

Te iubsc si Te doresc, Dragostea mea Tudor. 

Te doresc, Puiul meu Drag, Dulceata mea. Te doresc si Te iubesc, Tudor, dragostea mea. Te iubesc, dragul 
meu dulce. Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, puiul meu. Dragostea mea, Te iubesc si Te doresc nespus, puiul 
meu. Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea, Puisorul meu dulce.Te iubesc, Puiul meu dulce, dragostea 
mea. 

Te iubesc, dulcele meu Animus 

Two blue eyes looked at her from one 
Cloud fire 

With that look full of a silent eagle, 

Introverted of youth 

His whole shape was transmitting a non-verbal language 
No words, but the more so .... 

Although there were a few words 

Written on te iubesc, dulcele meudrag si iubit, puiul meu. a folder in the back 

Initiative, Suffering, Courage, Courage ... 

and a small bottle of borsec mineral water on the table 



of which only a sec 

and from which you deduced that the young character 
he likes dry wine. 

Clothes Clothes Clothes, Standing Away Below ... 
and a smile, barely sketched, full of lips, 
a serene and unforgiving smile 

leaving the splendor of the lips, their tragic arc, visible 

in total overwhelming dedication 

like the look ... little crucifix 

ready to take his flight, somewhere over your head 

a strange Coriolis effect, the look deviated slightly to the right - 
by the sun's rays, 

it would not be the boldest, heavier and most illogical conclusion . 
correlating with image numbness 

made to squeeze sublime shreds 
from every detail... 

Smash the blue circles 

On an adjoining notebook, like those in the lesson projects 
Clothes dressed full but leaving spaces in his sleeves 
By spring arms 

and unformed 

legs are hidden under the table 

like everything that would physically mean manhood 

but the face speaks for itself 

for this man 

who does not need physical details 

but of impenetrable souls, and of carriages of the face 

gentle, smooth, straight, deep 

such as the breasts in the tender cheek. 

O, Adonis! ... 

I fell in love instantly 
to death in Venice 

ignoring the proud, orgolious of this young man 
or maybe that's why ... 

shirt on his neck 

brown hair with blond hair falling down on one side of her face 
an imberbant neck 
a manly and full smile 

a characterization made by appearance, expression, gesture 
non-verbal language 
a flying force, as a dynamic image 
statically surprised 


Regressive regressions of memory, pulling into the collective 
and about everything I wrote 
and I read 

a memory of the foundations of being 



and the surprising force of the Animus 
who was looking at you smiling 
with eyes in an ideal size 
the bridegroom with the girdle of love 

in total and overwhelming dedication. 

I love you and I want you, my sweet chick. 

Animus 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor,Puiul meu Drag, Dulceata mea. Te doresc si Te iubesc, Tudor, dragostea mea. 
Te iubesc, dragul meu dulce. Te iubesc, dulcele meu Animus 

Two blue eyes looked at her from one 
Cloud fire 

With that look full of a silent eagle, 

Introverted of youth 

His whole shape was transmitting a non-verbal language 
No words, but the more so .... 

Although there were a few words 

Written on te iubesc, dulcele meudrag si iubit, puiul meu. a folder in the back 

Initiative, Suffering, Courage, Courage ... 

and a small bottle of borsec mineral water on the table 

of which only a sec 

and from which you deduced that the young character 
he likes dry wine. 

Clothes Clothes Clothes, Standing Away Below ... 
and a smile, barely sketched, full of lips, 
a serene and unforgiving smile 

leaving the splendor of the lips, their tragic arc, visible 

in total overwhelming dedication 

like the look ... little crucifix 

ready to take his flight, somewhere over your head 

a strange Coriolis effect, the look deviated slightly to the right - 
by the sun's rays, 

it would not be the boldest, heavier and most illogical conclusion ... 
correlating with image numbness 

made to squeeze sublime shreds 
from every detail... 

Smash the blue circles 

On an adjoining notebook, like those in the lesson projects 
Clothes dressed full but leaving spaces in his sleeves 
By spring arms 

and unformed 

legs are hidden under the table 

like everything that would physically mean manhood 

but the face speaks for itself 

for this man 

who does not need physical details 

but of impenetrable souls, and of carriages of the face 

gentle, smooth, straight, deep 



such as the breasts in the tender cheek. 

O, Adonis! ... 

I fell in love instantly 
to death in Venice 

ignoring the proud, orgolious of this young man 
or maybe that's why ... 

shirt on his neck 

brown hair with blond hair falling down on one side of her face 
an imberbant neck 
a manly and full smile 

a characterization made by appearance, expression, gesture 
non-verbal language 
a flying force, as a dynamic image 
statically surprised 


Regressive regressions of memory, pulling into the collective 
and about everything I wrote 
and I read 

a memory of the foundations of being 

and the surprising force of the Animus 
who was looking at you smiling 
with eyes in an ideal size 
the bridegroom with the girdle of love 

in total and overwhelming dedication. 

Te iubesc Victor, Tudor, Puiul meu, Dragostea mea 


Sotul meu, Te iubesc, Vctor, Dulcele mu, Dulceata mea, Puiul meu. 
Te doeresc. 

The seven sermones 

Sunt un monstru. 
stiu ca sunt un monstru. 

Am transformat totul in literature, 
tipatul, agonia, durerea, decesul. 

Te iubesc, Dulcele meu, Puiul meu. 

Te Doresc. 

Victor, Te doresc si Te iubesc, puiul meu iubit. 

The seven sermones 

I am a monster 

I know I am a sacred monster.... 

I transformed everything into literature 
The screaming, the agony 
The pain, the death. 

Love. 


Te iubesc. 



Sotul meu dulce, Puiul meu dulce, Lia se simte binisor. 
Te iubesc,Victor, puiul meu dulce 
Te doresc si Te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 

Sus, pe Jara 

In ziua aceea bunica Lucretia, bunica din Rosia 

Ne Incuse muiata, ca de obicei 

Adica balmos, bun de sa te lingi 

Pe degete.... cu smantana, lapte, poate ca si branza 

Si malai. 


Eram eu cu Bujor. Terminasem de muls vacutele 
Si trebuia sa urcam cu ele 
Pe Jara, ograda inalta 
Pe care urcai pieptis, pana-n Ciocan. 


Am mancat cu pofta si ne-am saturat, noi si bunicii 
Apoi ne-am luat nuielusele 
de salcie 

Si-am pornit sa dam dupa vaci. 

Le-am dus mai intai, pe niste carari batatorite 
Paralele si intretaiate 

La fantanile facute de tata, sub coama dealului 
Sa le adapam. 

Apoi am pornit cu ele pieptis 

Sa urcam dealul, o creasta povamita care urea 

Aproape drept in sus. 


Gafaiam, rosie in obraji, cu jordita intr-o mana 
Alergand dupa vacute 
Si le manam drept la deal. 

Ele se oranduiau cuminti, rosii, florane, negre 
pe langa gardul 

Din ulita, si curand ajunseram la poarta de sus. 
Pe ciocan rasuflam mai usurati 
Si ne uitam dupa pitoance, cum le spuneam noi 
Hribi, crescuti de la o zi la alta. 


Cand mai gaseam cate unul 

Si mai ales mici puisori, abia mijiti din iarba 

Exclamam fericiti. 

Bujor ma chema: Lia, hai sa vezi!... 

Si alergam sa vad pitoanca uriasa 
Cu-o palarie mare, cruda 

Pe care bunica avea sa ne-o pregateasca cu ceapa 
Si cu branza. 


Urcam domol. 

Din dreapta, se aude cateaua lui Mardea 





Babuta singuratica si rea de gura 

Care-si avea coliba in vaioaga, sub poala muntelui 

Latrand salbatic, asmutita 

Funest, ca o prevestire, pe sub coroanele 
Padurii de fagi ce da in Fata Prelucii. 

In stanga se-ntindea padurea de brazi si de fagi 
De sub Frunti 

O padure deasa, unde stiam ca salasluieste ursul. 
Curand, tot dand dupa vaci 
Ajungem sus. 

Un drum drept, batatorit, intre cele doua paduri. 


Dincolo de care, drept in fata noastra, se inalta Preluca, 
primul varf de munte. 

Acolo, la stanga pe-o carare 

Mai pomeau vacile setoase sa se-adape 

La o mica fantana din lemn 

Apoi apucau pe cararile batatorite, din dreapta 

Pe langa padure, 

Urcand incet muntele, la pasunat. 


Fagii, verzi, cu coroanele lor umbroase 
De-un verde metalic 

De-un verde crud, brazii nespus de inalti 
Aerul tare de inaltime, atat de curat 

Punandu-te cu capul jos, pe spate 
Admirai cerul 

Pe care alergau fara oprire norii 

Si te simteai fericit, atat cat inima ta de copil 

O putea cuprinde. 


Te iubesc, Victor, Dragostea mea, Puiulmeu. 

Te doresc. 

Sotul mu Dulce, iarta-ma, Te rog, Puiul meu. Te iubesc. 

Dragostea mea, Iubitul meu, Dulcele meu Victor, Puiul meu dulce, dragul meu sotior, te iubesc. 
Upside, on Jara orchard 

That day our grandma Lucretia, the grandma from Rosia 
has been making ourselves the dipped, like usually 
that is, ’’balmos”, 

a dish with cream, milk, cheese, and cornflour. 

I was with Bujor. We had finished milking the cows 
and we had to climb with them 

on Jara, the high gradient, where on you were climbing up 
hardly 

until the Flammer. 






We have eaten with appetite until we were tired, 
we and our grandparents 
then we took the thin branches of willow 
and we started to handle the cows. 

We brought, first of all, on some beaten paths 

parallel and intersected 

to the fountains, one of wood, another one of cement 
made by our father, under the ridge of the hill 
to drunk them. 

then we started to climb with them abruptly 
the hill, a sloped ridge which was getting up 
almost right upward. 

I was breathing in pain, red in cheeks 
with the little branch in one hand 
and we were handling them up to the hill, 
they were aligning mellow, red, flowery, black 
besides the fence 

which was giving in the unstoned alley, 
and soon we had arrived at the upside gate. 

On the hammer, we are lighter 

and we look after ’’pitoance”, how we were calling them 
mushrooms, boletus, rising up from a day 
to another. 

When we were finding one of them 
and especially little mushrooms, hardly risen up 
from the grass and ground 
We were exclaiming happily. 

Bujor was calling me: ”Lia, come to see!...” 

and I was running to see the large boletus 
with a large hat, unripe 

whereon our grandma was going to prepare for us 
with onion and cheese. 


We climb up softly. 

From the right, it is hearing the bitch of Mardea 
The old woman lonely and mouth disease 
who was having the lodge in the abrupt valley 
under the lap of the mountain, barking savagely, 
whet 

fateful, like a premonition, under the crowns 
of the beech forest which was giving 
in The Face of Preluca. 

To the left, there was stretching the forest of pine-trees 
and beeches 

underneath the Foreheads 

a dense forest, where we were knowing 
that has its place the bear, 
soon, still handling the cattle 

we arrive upwards. A plain road, beaten, between the two forests. 




Beyond which, straight in front of us, it was rising up Preluca. 

the first Peak of Mountain. 

there, to the left on a path 

the cows were still starting to drink water 

at a little wooden fountain 

then they were starting on the beaten paths, from the right 
besides the forest 

climbing slowly the mountain, grazing it. 


The green beaches, with their shadowy crowns 
of a metallic green 

of light green, the pine trees unspeakable tall 
the heaviness of height, with clean air 

putting yourself with the head down, on your back 
you were admiring the sky 

whereon they were running ceaselessly the clouds 
and you were feeling happy, as much as your 
child's heart could compress it. 
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Te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu 


Dark spirits ... 

I was with Ioana in the kitchen and with my mother. 
I’m talking about Eliade, Maitreyi, Christinel... 

I tell them that Maitreyi was the great love 

Of Eliade's life 

But he still married later 

with Christinel.... 


Joanna, do you know that I am possessed by Eliade's spirit? 

He talks to me through dreams 

Through visions 

He took control of his own life. 


I had told my mother before 

In the train that brought me home from Targu-Mures 
That I am Eliade's reincarnation. 

Mom, you think I'm Eliade's incarnation 
I whispered anxiously, anxiously 
Pulling her clothes. 


I believe you Lia, I believe you 

The mother said with tears streaming down her cheek. 






No, Mom. Eliade died in '86 on April 22 ... I was whispering fast 
anxious 

With the air I tell a great secret 
I was 14 at the time ... 

I can't be his reincarnation ... mom ... 

I look around the research air. Still faces 
People seeing their work ... 

Mother looks at me confused, wiping away her tears. 

She had believed me .... 


Ioana looks at me confused. Do you eat garlic? 

She changed diplomatically. 

Yes, I eat. 

It's good for health, said Joan, sitting down. Chase away 
Bad spirits ... 

I'm in my room one night. 

In front of the monitor. 

I felt a growing force in me, a strange state of paroxysm 
Of ubiquitous lucidity 
and internal hallucination. 

I am possessed by the spirit of Foucault - it flashes through my mind 
By the spirit of Eliade and Foucault. 


In the elevator leading to psychiatry. 

A gentleman dressed in a white suit. With a white cap on his head 
and face mask 
it burdens me. 


Doctor, I say cheat, you know that the unconscious carries the image 
Reversed of what you really are? 

Your conscious person? 

Well, I'm a man 
And I'm very smart. 

Do you think I'm a man? 

Can we speak as an equal, an equal? 

Yes we can, he said with his impenetrable Sphinx face 
Imperturbable. 

You're a man, I know 

That is why we will treat you like a man. 

No more, no less. 



The unconscious is something real, a real thing, that can be experienced . 
He said, sketching a grimace. 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 


Flying at high altitude 

My soul suddenly rises into the sky, fearful, frightened 
Looking in the sea of light that flowed through the clouds. 
Wild beasts swarmed the earth 
Fierce, out of mind. 

The world is just an impression of delicate colors 
put on the canvas of a painter 
a strange crossing and twisting of realities 
between the immanent and the transcendent. 


The tips of the trees waved in the sky 
Like a tide, like a tide 

With the crown in the body of fire of the earth 
and with the trunk stuck in the light 
in the huge, mysterious, strange, labyrinth 
of the Lord's garden. 




In my oath I met all the prophets of the other world 
To all the saints, the archangels 
and the seraphim 

With the hair dry, thirsting for the truth. 


I plunged into the consciousness of the world 
as in a great turmoil flooding its waves 
in her ocean of fire, blood and cruelty 
of war. 

My body was devoured by the feasts 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 

In a celestial geography you float like waves 
of clouds over the earth 
Watering the earth 
With his trembling light. 


Traveled in art and other, he knew the ecstasy 
The ecstasy of death on the cross. 

He gave his spirit into the arms of the frightened crowd 
Among the strings of the dead and the living 
They are the past, the present and the transcendent 
Between sax and profane. 

Waves of crunch stir the crowd 

I was devoured by their arms 

My body was devoured by the feasts 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 

Te iubesc, Pui mic. 

Te doresc si Te iubesc dulcata mea. 

Splendoare in alba, pura iarna a obrajilor tai 


In azurul lbastru al ochilor tai 
Ma pierd ca-ntr-o grdina plina e splendoare 
Din cre-nviforata-o blanda mare 
O voceda ascunselor mistere 

Ascunse in cazne cu foc,aur si miere 
Din care pierduta, nou viata 
Urea cu tumultuosu-i vifor din adanc 
si se stralumineaza in minte, inima,gand. 


ti-s buzele ca doua petale de-azur 
muiate in albastrul ochilor pur 




pe care le sarut cu-nfiorare 
legust parfumullor involt de floare. 


ti-s buzele ca doi lotusi imbobocit 
ca doi nuferi gata de bor spre inaltul 
albastru, plin de sete cer 
rasuflet de gheata si mister 

care tresalta unul in altul... 


ti-s buzele ca doi nuferi imbobociti 
usorinfloriti, tresaltand sub misterul buzelor mele 
atunci cand se indreapta bvertiginoase 
necuprinse spre stele. 

In azurul lbastru al ochilor tai 
Ma pierd ca-ntr-o grdina plina e splendoare 
Din cre-nviforata-o blanda mare 
O voceda ascunselor mistere 

Ascunse in cazne cu foc,aur si miere 
Din care pierduta, nou viata 
Urea cu tumultuosu-i vifor din adanc 
si se stralumineaza in minte, inima,gand. 


ti-s ochii ca doua intrebari calde, pure, prinsi de ai ei 
din care forta da necuprinsilor zei 
sa vina in ape de foe si smima sa scalde 
tot viforul cald-rece al albastrelor lor scantei. 


Ca doua virgl tarzie, prinse intr-un op de poezie 
Ca doua taceri inelungi, iana pe campie 
Ca doi ascunsi, verzi ciorchini de vita de vie 
Ca tot ce n-a gost siare sa fie. 


ti-s buzele ca doua petale de-azur 
muiate in albastrul ochilor pur 
pe care le sarut cu-nfiorare 
legust parfumullor involt de floare. 


ti-s buzele ca doi lotusi imbobocit 
ca doi nuferi gata de bor spre inaltul 
albastru, plin de sete cer 
rasuflet de gheata si mister 

care tresalta unul in altul... 

...te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 

The splendor in the white, the pure winter of your cheeks 



In the blue of your eyes 
I lose myself in a garden full of splendor 
Out of the tumultuous sea - a great gentle 
A voice for hidden mysteries 

Hidden in fire, gold and honey casks 
From that lost, new life 

Climb with the tumultuous whirlwind from the deep 
and it shines in the mind, heart, thought. 


Your lips are like two azure petals 
soaked in the blue of pure eyes 
that I kiss with flair 
lusty fragrance surrounded by flower. 


Your lips are like two crazy lotuses 
like two water lilies ready for flying 
blue, full of thirst for heaven 
breath of ice and mystery 

jumping into each other ... 


Your lips are like two blossomed water lilies 
lightly flourished, twitching under the mystery of my lips 
when they turn vertiginous 
endlessly to the stars. 


In the blue of your eyes 
I lose myself in a garden full of splendor 
Out of the tumultuous sea - a great gentle 
A voice for hidden mysteries 

Hidden in fire, gold and honey casks 
From that lost, new life 

Climb with the tumultuous whirlwind from the deep 
and it shines in the mind, heart, thought. 


Your eyes are like two warm, pure questions, caught by mine 
from which force he gives the unbelieving gods 
to come into the waters of fire and myrrh to bathe 
all the warm-cold gleam of their blue sparks. 


Like two late commas, caught in a poem op 
Like two long silences, the snow on the plain 
Like two hidden, green vine clusters 
That everything it wasn't and it will be. 

Your lips are like two azure petals 
soaked in the blue of pure eyes 
that I kiss with flair 
lusty fragrance surrounded by flower. 



Your lips are like two crazy lotuses 
like two water lilies ready for flying 
blue, full of thirst for heaven 
breath of ice and mystery 

jumping into each other ... 

Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 
Correction: Natalia Galatan 
Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Te iubesc dulcata mea. 

Splendoare in alba, pura iarna a obrajilor tai 

In azurul lbastru al ochilor tai 
Ma pierd ca-ntr-o grdina plina e splendoare 
Din cre-nviforata-o blanda mare 
O voceda ascunselor mistere 

Ascunse in cazne cu foc,aur si miere 
Din care pierduta, nou viata 
Urea cu tumultuosu-i vifor din adanc 
si se stralumineaza in minte, inima,gand. 


ti-s buzele ca doua petale de-azur 
muiate in albastrul ochilor pur 
pe care le sarut cu-nfiorare 
legust parfumullor in volt de floare. 


ti-s buzele ca doi lotusi imbobocit 
ca doi nuferi gata de bor spre inaltul 
albastru, plin de sete cer 
rasuflet de gheata si mister 

care tresalta unul in altul... 


ti-s buzele ca doi nuferi imbobociti 
usorinfloriti, tresaltand sub misterul buzelor mele 
atunci cand se indreapta bvertiginoase 
necuprinse spre stele. 


In azurul lbastru al ochilor tai 
Ma pierd ca-ntr-o grdina plina e splendoare 
Din cre-nviforata-o blanda mare 
O voceda ascunselor mistere 



Ascunse in cazne cu foc,aur si miere 
Din care pierduta, nou viata 
Urea cu tumultuosu-i vifor din adanc 
si se stralumineaza in minte, inima,gand. 


ti-s ochii ca doua intrebari calde, pure, prinsi de ai ei 
din care forta da necuprinsilor zei 
sa vina in ape de foe si smirna sa scalde 
tot viforul cald-rece al albastrelor lor scantei. 


Ca doua virgl tarzie, prinse intr-un op de poezie 
Ca doua taceri inelungi, iana pe campie 
Ca doi ascunsi, verzi ciorchini de vita de vie 
Ca tot ce n-a gost siare sa fie. 


ti-s buzele ca doua petale de-azur 
muiate in albastrul ochilor pur 
pe care le sarut cu-nfiorare 
legust parfumullor in volt de floare. 


ti-s buzele ca doi lotusi imbobocit 
ca doi nuferi gata de bor spre inaltul 
albastru, plin de sete cer 
rasuflet de gheata si mister 

care tresalta unul in altul... 

...te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 


The splendor in the white, the pure winter of your cheeks 

In the blue of your eyes 
I lose myself in a garden full of splendor 
Out of the tumultuous sea - a great gentle 
A voice for hidden mysteries 

Hidden in fire, gold and honey cauldrons 
From that lost, new life 

Climb with the tumultuous whirlwind from the deep 
and it shines in the mind, heart, thought. 



Your lips are like two azure petals 
soaked in the blue of pure eyes 
that I kiss with with disturbance and thrill 
odoured fragrance surrounded by flower. 


Your lips are like two blossomed lotuses 
like two water lilies ready for flying 
blue, full of thirst for heaven 
breath of ice and mystery 

jumping into each other ... 


Your lips are like two blossomed water lilies 
lightly flourished, twitching under the mystery of my lips 
when they turn vertiginous 
endlessly to the stars. 


In the blue of your eyes 
I lose myself in a garden full of splendor 
Out of the tumultuous sea - a great gentle 
A voice for hidden mysteries 

Hidden in fire, gold and honey cauldrons 
From that lost, new life 

Climb with the tumultuous whirlwind from the deep 
and it shines in the mind, heart, thought. 


Your eyes are like two warm, pure questions, caught by mine 
from which force he gives the unbelieving gods 
to come into the waters of fire and myrrh to bathe 
all the warm-cold gleam of their blue sparks. 


Like two late commas, caught in a poem op 
Like two long silences, the snow on the plain 
Like two hidden, green vine clusters 
That everything it wasn’t and it will be. 


Your lips are like two azure petals 
soaked in the blue of pure eyes 
that I kiss with disturbance and thrill 



desired fragrance surrounded by flower. 


Your lips are like two bloom lotuses 
like two water lilies ready for flying 
blue, full of thirst for heaven 
breath of ice and mystery 

jumping into each other ... 

te iunesc nespus... 

te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu Dulce. 

Te iubesc si Te oresc, dulcele meu Animus, puiul meu, Victor, puiul meu. Te doresc si Te iubesc, dulceata 
mea, dulcisorul meu, Animusul meu dulce, Mantuitorul sufletului meu.. 




Sketch by John Constable 
I'm glad I love my sweetheart. 

From the notion of emotions and feelings that overwhelmed me 
About a month or so. 



Everything outside 
It's so meaningless ... 

I hope only I can find meaning 
Through a continuous hermeneutic 
Inside me. 

It’s very difficult 

When you know that at one end you can expect death 
Buddha or Jesus ... 

As metaphysical realities of your soul 
What he may know for the second time 
In His Life Enlightenment. 


I smile bitterly. 

A life so short for man 

For such intense experiences! ... 

I wonder what I was wrong with and where I was wrong 
Other than in the fact that I was born 
With a poem bold forehead. 


The world is crowding you in a corner 

and forcing you to become what you always wanted to be 

a late comma in an op of poetry ... 


Dear readers 

My mind is so sick 

Like a spongy sponge 

Red and swollen, full of cracks 

I only stayed in a corner of the brain 

To create, recreate the fantastic world of reality 

A reality that has eliminated the barbarism of existence 

Lack of sense, sense 

and synchronicity. 

....te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

It's sad that you do not understand anything ... 

From the knitted eyes you got rid of the pullover 

and walk, fearful, hopeless and helpless 

between the lines 

breaking up to total exhaustion 

until the sock is completely exhausted. 


Over time this beatitude has become a chore. 
A chore that you do 




For the good of society 
To ensure her good went forward. 


Alien hospitals are more empty 
People less comfortable 
The poetry opes are multiplied. 


I miss Nature 

which I see only from inside 

from my Sambo room and from the darkness 

your own mind. 


I know, words have a double meaning. 

Unlike Eminescu 

Who used a scholarly lexicon 

Of Latin origin 

I use many words from the basic vocabulary. 
Unclean Romanian words 
Dacian words. 


It was a childish play or joke 
With the Dacians and the Romans 
Me, my family, my childhood friends 
I was all Dacians ... 


Sometimes I miss Simona, I'd like to hug her 
I wonder where it was 
What else did he do 
What the kids do. 

Generally, she's the only friend I'm thinking of... sometimes ... 


Life is short 
Breathing is wheezing 

At one end Buddha or Jesus is waiting for you 
At the other end, death 
At the other end, heavy to see 
Because of the meanders 
A normal destiny, a healthy man ... 

Which is very difficult to get to 
Because he seems to be bypassing 
By the other roads ... 



You want to take that road 
But now you're ugly 

They suffer from lumbar discopathy and cervical spondylosis 
Your head bent forward like an eagle ... 


and that's what they would like to add 

to watch the wake-up watch te iubesc, dragostea mea, ouiul meu. 
Te doresc. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, puiul meu drag, iubirea mea. 

Stihii cosmice 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea. 

Ma aflam in salonul drepunghiular 
In care fusesem imbracata 
In camasa de forta 
Intr-o incordare dureroasa, extatica 

Dar totusi atat de realista 
Cititorule. 


Nu distingeam decat faptul ca simteam o nevoie 
Chinuitoare sa fumez 
si nu-mi puteam misca bratele, picioarele 
nu puteam face nici o miscare. 

Eram slabita. 

Asistenta venise si-mi dadea boabe de stugure 
Sa mananc 

Dintr-un ciorchine alb 
Struguri pe care-i adusese mama. 


Mama statea pe un pat langa patul meu 
si convorbea, din cand in cand 
cu femeile din salon 

mai ales cu cea pe patul careia se asezase. 

Nu stiu decat ca o invidiam 

Strasnic, fara cuvinte 
Pentru faptul ca era libera 
si-si putea misca bratele si picioarele 
putea veni cand dorea 

putea pleca cand dorea... 

ptea chiar sa vorbeasca linistit, calm, pe un ton jos 
despre mine 



si mama povestea despre mine.... 
isi lauda fiica... 


Afara era o ploaie apocaliptica, colosala 

Tuna si fulgera 

Apa curgea ca imense suvoaie 

din cerul negru 

se auzea batand in peretele spitalului 

lovindu-se de cercevelele de fier 
inundand totul in jur. 


Eu eram Iisus Hristos. 

Ploaia mantuitoare era trimisa de Dumnezeu insusi 
La ceasul supremei incetari din viata 
A Fiului sau 

La ora agoniei sale supreme. 

Asteptam doar sa mor. 

Ploaia ma mangaia pe suflet 
stiam ca intreaga natura ma deplange 
lumea, universul, cerul 
stihiile cosmice. 


Intepenisem suferind 

In patul de care eram legata 

Uitand de mama, de bolnave, de infirmiere 

Atenta pana la paroxism 

La realitatea mea interioara. 


Deodata veni infirmiera cu-o tigara aprinsa 
Pe care mi-o baga in gura 
Dandu-mi sa trag cateva fumuri. 

Eram recunoscatoare. 

Dupa doua zile si-o noapte - mai mult decat indurase Mantuitorul insusi 
Eram dezlegata.... 


Te iubesc, Victor, Dragostea mea. 
The sad misery... 



The sad misery of a crazy hospital 
it cannot be compared to anything. 

Here the tragedies are, 

even if they happen on a much smaller scale, 

storms in the glass with water, 

in a micro-gigantic world, 

the world of the crazy hospital. 

Subject to his inexorable laws, get out of here more changed, 
only from the rush of daily life . 


Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 
Stupid 

Well, the sick can be a real poem in prose te iubesc, dragostea mea. 

Well, the stupid can have an incomparable 

Neurotic 

Well, the shit might have made you a bitter 
Well the stupid may have missed a tear ... 


I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 


I turn silent on the road 

... Put them in the ash and the orion smokes in the smoke .... 

I get the last shadow step 

...in the midst of the green distance as the wind whistles listening ... 
I just can not find you .... 

Avatars from past worlds 

We go to the roadside in ash. 

the same cross 

I'm leaving behind the shadow, the step 

I just can not find you ... the bloodshots open up your tired eyes 

over lost worlds 

over recovered worlds 

in the breeze as the wind whistles 


why do not you know why you do not come to me 




... the silent waltz of the living leaves, you just can not find you .. 

When it came down, her mouth was closed by the tulip 
Over the worlds of blood, looking for oblivion 
Missed and found 

Like ragged bunches of the same seed 
From the same strain 

Looking for the way to light... I love you, my sweet Vitor. 
Kissing your leg ... 

I'm climbing into my world of dreams and pain 
Of pleasure, smoke and honey 
An indescribable fall... 

Kissing your arm 

I'm listening to the call from me 

... and in general from my whole matriarchal ascendancy 
By her fawn calmly lethal.... 

Dumb 

Ei bine, cel bolnav poate fi un adevarat poem in proza 
Ei bine, cel tampit poate avea o incomparabila 
Nevroza 

Ei bine cel cretin se poate sa fi fa facut o boacana 
Ei bine cel tampit poate sa fi scapat o lacrima... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 
Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Ma-ntorc tacut pe drum 

...Zarea-i in scrum si oriontul se-neaca-n fum.... 

mi-ajung din urma umbra pasul 

...in zanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult... 

Pe tine doar nu te gasesc.... 

Avatari din lumi trecute 

Se-neaca-n colbul drumului, in scrum. 

1-aceleasi rascruci 

mi-ajung din urma umbra, pasul 

pe tine doar nu te gasesc...maci sangerii iti deschid priviri obosite 
peste lumi pierdute 
peste lumi regasite 

in sanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult 




de ce nu-mi viii de ce nu-mi vii 

...valsul tacut al frunzelor din vii, pe tine doar nu te gasesc.. 

Cand insearea adie cu gura-i inchisa de lalea 
Peste lumi sangerii, caute-n uitare 
Pierdute si regasite 

Ca fragezii striopi crescuti din aceeasi samanta 
Din aceeasi tulpina 

Cautand cu betie drumul spre lumina....te iubesc, dulcele meu Vitor. 
Sarutandu-ti piciorul... 

Urc in lumea mea de visuri si durere 
De placere, fum si miere 
De indescritibila cadere... 

Sarutandu-ti bratul 

Ascult de chemarea laptelui din mine 

... si in genere din toata ascendenta mea matriarhala 

De gingasa ei liniste letala.... 

Te uybesc, Victor, puiul meu. 


Stupid 

Well, the sick can be a real poem in prose te iubesc, dragostea mea. 

Well, the stupid can have an incomparable 

Neurotic 

Well, the shit might have made you a bitter 
Well the stupid may have missed a tear ... 


I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 


I turn silent on the road 

... Put them in the ash and the orion smokes in the smoke .... 

I get the last shadow step 

...in the midst of the green distance as the wind whistles listening ... 
I just can not find you .... 

Avatars from past worlds 

We go to the roadside in ash. 

the same cross 

I'm leaving behind the shadow, the step 




I just can not find you ... the bloodshots open up your tired eyes 

over lost worlds 

over recovered worlds 

in the breeze as the wind whistles 

why do not you know why you do not come to me 

... the silent waltz of the living leaves, you just can not find you .. 

When it came down, her mouth was closed by the tulip 
Over the worlds of blood, looking for oblivion 
Missed and found 

Like ragged bunches of the same seed 
From the same strain 

Looking for the way to light... I love you, my sweet Vitor. 
Kissing your leg ... 

I'm climbing into my world of dreams and pain 
Of pleasure, smoke and honey 
An indescribable fall... 

Kissing your arm 

I'm listening to the call from me 

... and in general from my whole matriarchal ascendancy 
By her fawn calmly lethal.... 

Dumb 

Ei bine, cel bolnav poate fi un adevarat poem in proza 
Ei bine, cel tampit poate avea o incomparabila 
Nevroza 

Ei bine cel cretin se poate sa fi fa facut o boacana 
Ei bine cel tampit poate sa fi scapat o lacrima... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Ma-ntorc tacut pe drum 

...Zarea-i in scrum si oriontul se-neaca-n fum.... 

mi-ajung din urma umbra pasul 

...in zanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult... 

Pe tine doar nu te gasesc.... 



Avatari din lumi trecute 

Se-neaca-n colbul drumului, in scrum. 

1-aceleasi rascruci 

mi-ajung din urma umbra, pasul 

pe tine doar nu te gasesc... 

maci sangerii iti deschid priviri obosite 
peste lumi pierdute 
peste lumi regasite 

in sanul departarii verde cum vantul suiera ascult 
de ce nu-mi viii de ce nu-mi vii 

...valsul tacut al frunzelor din vii, pe tine doar nu te gasesc.. 

Cand insearea adie cu gura-i inchisa de lalea 
Peste lumi sangerii, caute-n uitare 
Pierdute si regasite 

Ca fragezii striopi crescuti din aceeasi samanta 
Din aceeasi tulpina 

Cautand cu betie drumul spre lumina....te iubesc, dulcele meu Vitor. 

Sarutandu-ti piciorul... 

Urc in lumea mea de visuri si durere 
De placere, fum si miere 
De indescritibila cadere... 

Sarutandu-ti bratul 

Ascult de chemarea laptelui din mine 

... si in genere din toata ascendenta mea matriarhala 

De gingasa ei liniste letala.... 

Te uybesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Iarta-ma, Puiul meu. Sunt asa de obosita, cu inima franta.Dragul meu Victor, Te iubesc, puiul meu, dulcele 
meu. 

Surasul tau... 

Pe cararile pustiite dunele le matura vantul 

Un alt eu de=nnceput de lume 

Pictat intr-un tablou cam suprarealsit... 

Veneam, prin rascruci ascunse de drumuri,pustiit si trist. 


Chipul tau pal, precum e coala galbena de pergament 
Surade putin trist, putin adus 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
Al livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri. 


Mana ta gingasa, precum e visul palid de poet 
Asvrea s-oduc la gurasis-o gust 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
Al livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri 

Cu lacrimi mari se lasa seara 
Picuri grei e-ntunecime verde 




In sanul departarii verde 
Cum poasiimei rasunaii ascult. 


Te caut la margine de ape si padure 
Mana gingasa sa-ti privesc 
Ce se-apleca in nestiuta armonie 
Asiupra gandului dulce si-omenesc. 

Mana ta gingasa, precum e visul palid de poet 
Asvrea s-oduc la gurasis-o gust 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri 

Cu lacrimi mari se lasa seara 
Picuri grei e-ntunecime verde 
In sanul departarii verde 
Cum poasiimei rasunaii ascult. 


Chipul tau pal, precum e coala galbena de pergament 
Surade putin trist, putin adus 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri. 

Te iubesc nespus, Victor, dragostea mea nespusa a sufletului meu. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 

Your sunrise... 

On the deserted paths, the dunes were swept by the wind 
Another I from the beginning of the world 
Painted in a surrealistic somehow painting 

I was coming, through crossroads hidden by roads, deserted and sad... 


Your pale shape, likewise the yellow sheet of parchemnt 
It is smiling a little sad, a little brought by back 
In the air it is floating the vague obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees. 


Your tender hand, likewise is the pale dream of the poet 
I would like to bring to my mouth and to taste... 

In the air it is floating the vague obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees. 

With big tears it is lying down the nightfall 
Heavy drops of green darkness 
In the breast of the distance green 
How my footsteps sound, I listen to them. 


I am looking for you at the edge of waters and forest 
Your sweet tender hand to look at it 
Which bent in unknown harmony 




Over the sweet human thought... 


Your tender hand, likewise is the pale dream of the poet 
I would like to bring to my mouth and to taste... 

In the air it is floating the vague obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees 

With big tears it is lying down the nightfall 
Heavy drops of green darkness 
In the breast of the distance green 
How my footsteps sound, I listen to them. 

Your pale shape, likewise the yellow sheet of parchemnt 
It is smiling a little sad, a little brought by back 
In the air it is floating the vague obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees.... 

Te iubesc, dragostea mea, puiul meu. 

Translation: Natalia Galatan 

Your source ... 

The wind sweeps the deserted paths 
Another self from the beginning of the world 
Painted in a somewhat surreal painting. 

I came, through hidden crossroads, deserted and sad. 


Your face is pale, as is the yellow parchment sheet 
Smile a little sad, a little worn 
In the air floats the scent of old wafers 
Of orchards forgotten by apple cherries. 


Your luscious hand, like the poet's pale dream 
I would love to taste it 
In the air floats the scent of old wafers 
Of orchards forgotten by apple cherries 

With great tears it leaves the evening 
Heavy peaks and dark green 
Inside the green distance 
As the poem rang, I listened. 


I'm looking for you at the edge of the water and the forest 

Hands down to look at you 

What bends in unknown harmony 

The sweetness of the sweet and human thought. 

Your luscious hand, like the poet's pale dream 
I would love to taste it 
In the air floats the scent of old wafers 
Of orchards forgotten by apple cherries 


With great tears it leaves the evening 
Heavy peaks and dark green 



Inside the green distance 
As the poem rang, I listened. 

Your face is pale, as is the yellow parchment sheet 

Smile a little sad, a little worn 

In the air floats the scent of old wafers 

Of the orchards forgotten by apple cherries.te iubec, puiul meu, cu toate acestea... 

Te doresc, puiul meu dulce si drag, iubitul meu. 

Tranlation: Carl Gustav Jung 

te iubesc, dulceata mea, puiul meu. 

Te doresc, Puiul meu. 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu. 

Scranciob de verde leagan 

mi-e foarte somn, eu dorm si-n somn - 
greutatea inimii m-apasa pe creier ca un fel de melasa... 
rotindu-se stelele ca vulturi rapitori 
urc vijeliosca sa apun intre nori... 

amurguri gricenusii, violet 

sufleteke noastre dansau in abstract, in concret - 

adorm cu mana pe inima 

si-nn somn ganguresc ca un copilas 

pus la sanul mamei, sa soarba 

roiuri de kumina.. 

Vijlioase trecau malini, motociclete cu atas 

Pierzandu-se-n in zarea funicularelor si-a stelelor cazatoare 

A meteoritilor si-a vartejelor solare 

Departe... departe... in fumuri albastrui de zare.. 

adorm cu mana pe inima 

si-nn somn ganguresc ca un copilas 

pus la sanul mamei, sa soarba 

roiuri de kumina.. 

Pomi piperniciti vaneaza-a lor ursita 

Printre crengi subtiri 

Lasate la pamant 

E iama in padure, si e vant 

si cioturi umede si iarba-nghetata 

intra-n pamant. 


Fiorii dulci ai toamnei ce se-ncheie 
Pier precum mustul prafuit 
Intra-n pamant 

E toamna rece si tarzie si e vant 
Ce spulbera corolele gingasi 
De papadie. 


Un zmeu lasandu-se la-apus 






Ca diafragme multicolore si saluri 
verzi-turcoaz 

ce mangaie rece si diafan obraz 
de aer si ninsoare parfumata. 


Surasul tau intiparit in lucruri 
In mainile-mi subtiri si reci 
’Ngropandu-se calde-n nameti 
Cu lungi si reci si transparent^ 
turturi... 


Furam sarutul tau 

Din scoarta alba de mesteacan 

si-ti incrustam inima cu o sageata 

laptoasa, ivorie, mata 

un mic scranciob de verde leagan. 


O, nu ma crede cand ma due pe sub frunzarele de nuc 

Astept o alta toamna, plapanda, aurie 

si camea alor tale buze vie 

sa ma sarute trist, buimac, nauc 

.. .cu frunze galbene, vivide, crude 

sa sorb amara, dulcea-i apa 

si iarna sa ne cearna imperceptibil puf 

de floare luminoasa, dintr-a ei 

nastrapa. 

Vijlioase trecau malini, motociclete cu atas 

Pierzandu-se-n in zarea funicularelor 

si-a stelelor cazatoare 

A meteoritilor si-a vartejelor solare 

Departe... departe... in fumuri albastrui de zare.. 

mi-e foarte somn, eu dorm si-n somn - 

greutatea inimii m-apasa pe creier 

ca un fel de melasa... 

rotindu-se stelele ca vulturi rapitori 

urc vijeliosca sa apun intre nori... 


Zburand la mare inaltime 

Sufletul meu dintr-o data se inalta in vazduh, temator, speriat 
Cautand in marea de lumina 
care se revarsa printre nori. 

Fiare salbatice scurmau pamantul 
Feroce, iesie din minti. 

Lumea nu e decat o impresiune de culori delicate 
puse pe panza unui pictor 
o iudata strabatere si ingemanare de realitati 
dintre imanent si transcendemt. 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 







Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Swing of green swing 

I'm very sleepy, I sleep and sleep - 

the weight of my heart presses my brain like a kind of molasses 
rotating the stars like raptors 
I go up to the clouds to climb ... 
dusky greens, purple 

our souls danced in the abstract, in concrete - 

I fall asleep with my hand on my heart 

and I do not sleep sleep like a child 

put into the breast of the mother, to suck cumin swirls. 

Vicious people passed by motorcycles, 
motorcycles with an attachment 
Getting lost in the funiculars and falling stars 
Meteors and solar swirls 

Far ... far away ... in the blue smoke of the horizon.. 

I fall asleep with my hand on my heart 

and I do not sleep sleep like a child 

put into the breast of the mother, to suck cumin swirls. 

Peppermint trees hunt their bear 
Among the thin branches 
Left to the ground 

It's winter in the woods, and it's wind 
and wet grasses and ice-grass 
enter the earth. 


Sweet autumn blooms are coming to an end 
They die like dusty must 
Get into the ground 

It's cold and late autumn and it's windy 
What rubs the gums corollas 
The dandelion. 


A kite standing at sunset 

Like multicolored diaphragms and shawls 

green turquoise 

what comforts cold and transparent cheeks 
air and scented snow. 


Your smile wrapped up in things 
In my hands thin and cold 
'Burying hot in the mud 
With long and cold and transparencies 
icicles ... 







I was stealing your kiss 
From the white birch bark 
and inlaid your heart with an arrow 
milky, ivory, matte 
a small green moth. 


Oh, don't believe me 
When I go 

Underneath the walnut leaves 
I'm looking forward to another fall 
Bold, golden 

and the flesh of your living lips 

to kiss me sad, yawning, naughty 

... with yellow, vivid, raw leaves 

to suck the bitter, sweet water 

and in the winter let us fluff imperceptibly fluff 

of bright flower, within her 

clay pot. 

Vicious people passed by motorcycles, motorcycles with an attachment 
Getting lost in the funiculars and falling stars 
Meteors and solar swirls 

Far ... far away ... in the blue smoke of the horizon.. 

I'm very sleepy, I sleep and sleep - 

the weight of my heart presses my brain like a kind of molasses ... 
rotating the stars like raptors 
I go up to the clouds to climb ... 


Flying at high altitude 

My soul suddenly rises into the sky, fearful, frightened 
Looking in the sea of light that 
flowed through the clouds. 

Wild beasts swarmed the earth 
Fierce, out of mind. 

The world is just an impression of delicate colors 
put on the canvas of a painter 
a strange crossing and twisting of realities 
between the immanent and the transcendent. 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubesc. 


Te doresc, Puiulmeu Victor, T iubesc,Dulceat mea, Puiul meu... 





Era o zifrumosa de august tarziu... 


Era o zi frumoasa de august tarziu... 

Iesisem din coliba, eu si Bujor, si mersesemm in ograda luui Tariu, 
sa ne uitam dupa vaci. 

Soarele scapatase de dupa-amiaza 

si coliba lui Tariu se intrevedea ca un schelet de barne 

afumate, pste timp 

domesticasi slbatica in acelasi timo 

cu pridvorul ei solid, din lemn afumat, vraiste,in neoranduiala 
cu lacatulpus sistapanoo plecati... 

mirosea tare a branza de oi, sarata tare 
si pusa la butoi 

aerul aducea moesme necunoscute 

deprine bruarii bune de cules, din ograda lui Tariu 

de care erau plini pruniiinalti si varatici. 

Surana in frunte pastea pe coamadealului 
Cu caapul spre cest, deunde venau de obicei 
Norii incarcati de furtuna. 

Alaturo de ea Dumana si vitelusele, Pusa si Florana 
Intoarse care cum 

Muxand cu partaea suprioaraa botului iarba grasa 
Paioasa, necosita de casiva ani 

si rmegand-o molcome, tihnite de frumusetea acelui 
augist tarziu, cu cerul oo pleiada de albastru inchis 
intens, puternic,otelot 

eu si Bujor o cotimpe langavacutedupa ce le carmim 
si le adunam laolalta 

si mergem sa vedem gantana cu vechea hidrocentrala 
la care nu mai fusesem de ani. 

Trcem prin padurea de fagi si brazi, inalta 
De-un verde metalic 

Trecand pe o cararuie ca o curmatura, trecand spre stanga 
siapoi pierzandu-sein meandre, in jos. 

Trecem miculparaias de la intrare 

si in curand ajungem la paraul falnic al Rosiei 

din inima padurii 

sarind pestepietre si peste roci invaluite in mica 
si minereu 

era acoloomica insulaa lui Euthanasius... 
nisipurile stralucitoare ale liAugust... 
paraul sckipind in soare ca un balaurde lumina 
fantana joasa, mcul iezer cu gratar,care oprea frunzele 
si pietrisul 



si pe unde apa intra nestingherita, ca in sipot neostpot 
pentru amiscatirbina microgidrocentalei. 

Cu lopetileei ca un mptor de acion 

Invaartite 11a dreapta de apaacre trecea, turbina producea energie 
Curent electric 


Atunci insanu mai era in folosinta. 

A inlpcuiese deja generatorul de curent 
si noioprivim cu parere de rau 
curasand-i de frunze, ca s-o privim mai bine. 


Era o zi de august nesfarsuta. 

Iesisem din coliba, eu si Bujor, si mersesemm in ograda luui Tariu, 
sa ne uitam dupa vaci. 

Soarele scapatase de dupa-amiaza 

si coliba lui Tariu se intrevedea ca un schelet de barne 

afumate, pste timp 

domesticasi slbatica in acelasi timo 

cu pridvorul ei solid, din lemn afumat, vraiste,in neoranduiala 
cu lacatulpus sistapanoo plecati... 

mirosea tare a branza de oi, sarata tare 
si pusa la butoi 

aerul aducea moesme necunoscute 

deprine bruarii bune de cules, din ograda lui Tariu 

de care erau plini pruniiinalti si varatici. 

Din acre am cules in acea vara tarzie si am umplut poloboacele 
Care se vor transforma in tuica de prine dulce si buna 
Caci prinelor li se zicea miericica 
Din caiza dulcetiilor - 

siin genere era un Augist tarziu, un degradeinterminabilde stele albe 
ce impanzeai cerul Rosiei 
caun voal de borangic... 

It was a dazzling late August... 

It was a beautiful day of late August... 

I had come out of the hut, I and Bujor, and walked to the garden of the Tari, 
let's look after the cows. 

The sun had escaped the afternoon 
Tariu's hut was seen as a skeleton of beams 
smoked, over time 

domestic and wild at the same time 

with its solid porch, of smoked wood, it spontaneously waits 
with the latchet and the leash you leave ... 



it smelled of sheep's cheese, salty 

and put in the barrel 

the air brought unknown odors 

he learns the good buzz of picking, from Tariu's garden 
of which were full of prunes and cousins. 

Surana in the forehead was walking on the crest of he hill 
With their hooves toward the basket, they usually came from here 
Clouds charged by the storm. 

I join with her Dumana and the calves, Pusa and Florana 
He turned that whatever 

Milking with the upper part of the moss the fat grass 
Hairy, unmarried for a few years 

and soaking it with molten, soothed by its beauty 
late august, with the sky a dark blue fold 
intense, strong, steel 

Bujor and I climb it next to the cows after we ride them 
and we gather them together 

and we go to see the mist with the old hydroelectric power station 
which I had not been in for years. 

We go through the beech and fir forest, high 
Of a metallic green 

Passing on a cart like a curb, turning left 
and then losing himself in the meander, down. 

We pass the little creek from the entrance 
and soon we will reach the peat brook of Rosia 
from the heart of the forest 
jumping over stones and over small rocks 
and ore 

the island of Euthanasius was ecological. 

the bright sands of late August... 

the brook glinting in the sun like a light bulb 

the low fountain, the mazer with grid, which stopped the leaves 

and gravel 

and where the water went in unsteadily, as in a stream 
for the microgrid hydrochloride. 

With the shovels as an action master 

Swirled right by the water, the turbine produced energy 

Electrical current 


But then it was still in use. 

He had already turned off the power generator 
and we feel bad about it 



cleaning them from the leaves, so that we can look better. 


It was an endless August day. 

I had come out of the hut, I and Bujor, and walked to the garden of the Tari, 
let's look after the cows. 

The sun had escaped the afternoon 
Tariu's hut was seen as a skeleton of beams 
smoked, over time 

domestic and wild at the same time 

with its solid porch, of smoked wood, it spontaneously waits 
with the latchet and the leash you leave ... 

it smelled of sheep's cheese, salty 

and put in the barrel 

the air brought unknown odors 

he learns the good buzz of picking, from Tariu's garden 
of which were full of prunes and cousins. 

From which I picked up that late summer and stuffed my fleece 
Which will turn into sweet and good snack 
Because it was said to them Wednesday 
From the candy shop - 

and he was usually a late Augist, an endless gradient of white stars 
what you were pushing the sky of Rosia 
like a borangic veil... 

te iubesc nespus, Puiul meu. 

The Tableof Laws 

I was in the smoking room. Mr. Fane came and broke the windows 

He pricked the window in the smoking room 

How to descend the steps to the basement 

He fired at them, letting the air out 

Inside and out. 

The universal soul 
Collective consciousness. 

It was cold, and the sick were cheering 
I was sitting on the wooden bench at the entrance 
In general, nobody is too busy - 
supported 

Because the grid is thin iron 
It can break 

you could go to the hell below, in the open hall 
of the steps that descended. 



This was a good indicator - of the survival of the sick 
Which none supported 
From the iron grid 

Only me - and Mr. Nelu, in the corner, where the mouth was 
more solid. 


The wind, the stream, the ford had set off 

It was a wind and a loud roar 

Which got you in the way 

Until the last neon cell 

Up to the marrow, to the Soul, to Anima. 


It was the terrible wind. And he was looking at the appearance, the appearance of God 

A turbulent, terrible wind 

For no apparent reason 

Shaking the building warm and warm 

Heated by radiators 

From the foundation. 


The wind was coming toward me 

and my voice was soft, warm, cold and terrible 

of unpanned beast. 

Of Terrible, terrible Being. 

It was the Wind of Heaven, Paradise 

Bad Wind Wind 

It was the wind of a God 

What you have done in your Hearts, in Me. 


It was a symbolic wind 
What the eardrums did 

With the sound of absolute and perfect mustache. 


It was the wind of Moses 

When he received the Table of Laws 

and I received the Table with the 10 commandments 

and I fell to my knees. 


My curly white hair 
By the Sacred Wind 
Frozen and frozen limbs 
The 6 senses asleep, numb. 




Wind, wind, make your way to heaven 
You are the bridge to Heaven 
You are God. 


It was the wind of Moses 

When he received the Table of Laws 

and I received the Table with the 10 commandments 

and I fell to my knees. 


The wind was coming toward me 

and my voice was soft, warm, cold and terrible 

of unpanned beast. 

Of Terrible, terrible Being. 

It was the Wind of Heaven, Paradise 

Bad Wind Wind 

It was the wind of a God 

What you have done in your Hearts, in Me. 


It was a symbolic wind 
What the eardrums did 

With the sound of absolute and perfect mustache. 

It was the wind of Moses 

When he received the Table of Laws 

and I received the Table with the 10 commandments 

and I fell to my knees. 

Te iubesc,Puiul meu Dulce, Victor, Dragostea me. 

Puiul meu dulce, Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, dragul meu sot. 
Tarani la munca 

O veche imagine 

O imagine sacra, o pictura prezentand 
Tarani la munca pe camp... 

Cateva cuvine pentru a descrie indescriptibilul 
Tarani la munca pe camp. 

Stiti, doamnelor si domnilor 

Care stati in apartamente si cladiri luxoase 

Ce inseamna asta?... 




Acum ma simt ca si cum as plange 
Cand o vad pe mama fara dinti 
Pe fratele meu fara dinti 
Cu spatele lor indoit coplesit de povara 
Povara vietii unor sarmani tarani 

Umerii spatele si picioarele 

Picioare rasucite si dureroase de munca si mersul la deal 
Cu totusi... acea bunatate a taranului 
A muncitorului din greu 

Ei sunt totusi atat de buni... 

Singurele persoane bune pe Pamant 
Sunt taranii 

In ei zace bunatatea si gentiletea 
Blandetea Pamantului 
Ei inca au ramas copii 
Toti ceilalti sunt persona 


Aceasta este familia mea, dragii mei, aceasta sunt eu, 
nu cu multa vreme in urma 
fiind fericiti lucrand campul 
si simtind mirosul si gustul pamantului 

intr-o pictura in ulei pierduta in timp, intr-un tablou foarte colorat 
cu spice galbene si portocalii 
cu fan de un verde palid... 

Tarani necunoscuti indoindu-si spatele 
Si lucrand pamantul 

My sweet baby, I wish you and I love you, Victor, my dear husband. 
Peasants at work 

An old image 

A sacred image, a painting presenting 
Peasants at work in the field ... 

A few words to describe the indescribable 
Peasants at work in the field. 

You know, ladies and gentlemen 

Staying in luxurious apartments and buildings 

What this means?... 


Now I feel like I'm crying 

When I see the mother without teeth 

My brother without teeth 

With their backs bent over with the burden 



The burden of life of poor peasants 


Shoulders back and legs 

Twisted legs and painful work and walking to the hill 
However ... that kindness of the peasant 
The hard worker 

However, they are so good ... 

The only good people on Earth 
They are peasants 
In them lies kindness and kindness 
The gentleness of the Earth 
They still have children 
Everyone else is persona 


This is my family, my dear ones, this is me, 
not so long ago 
being happy working the field 
and feeling the smell and taste of the earth 

in an oil painting lost in time, in a very colorful painting 
with yellow and orange spices 
with hay of a pale green ... 

Unknown peasants bending their backs 
And working the earth 
Te iubesc.. 

Our Father 

Our Father, Who Thou are in Heaven, be sanctified Thy name, Thy Kingdom come, make Thy will, as it is in 
Heaven, so on Earth. Our Bread for each day and for all days, give to us today, and forgive us our sins, as well 
as we forgive to our beholders. And do not bring us into temptation, Oh, Lord, Great is Thy Name, but forsake 
us from The Evil. For Thy is the Kingdom, The power Almighty and the Greatness, in the name of Father, of 
Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen. 

Prayer of Natalia Galatan, 17.11.2019, 18:23 
Corrected on Sunday 15.12.2019, 4.53 PM 


Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The fourth Book 
Painting one 


Te Doresc, Puiul meu. Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu dulce. 
Anima 

Sufletul este ceva divin 

Suflarea de dumnezeire pe care a pus-o 

Dumnezeu 

In tine 



Jumatatea din tine care lipseste... 
Dar este acolo 
In adanc. 


Sufletul e cel care da viata 
Suflare vie 

Lucrurilor neinsufletite 
Le aseaza in gradina primitoare 
a Domnului 
Printre lacrimi si sfinti. 

Te iubesc. 

Dulcele meu Dulce si Drag, Te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu, din tot sufletul meu. 
Anima 


The soul is something divine. 

The breath of divinity which God put it into you 
The half from you which is missing 
But it is there 
In the deep. 


The soul is that which gives life 

Lively breathing 

To the inanimated things 

Lies them down in the welcoming garden 

Of God 

Between teardrops and saints. 

TeDoresc, Tudor, Dragostea mea. Te iubesc, Puiul meu Dulce;fiul meu iubt, Victor, Dragostea mea, Puiul 
meu. 


Iubitul meu, te doresc si te iubesc, Vctor, dragostea mea. 
Your eyes... 






From myself to yourself, only bluely smoothy waters 

Your gentle, serene, pure eyes 

Gentle, little, precious pearls 

That are litting up in the sky a thousand... 

Your gentle, dark blue eyes.... 

Te iubesc, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 

It’s late in stones... 

It’s late in stones and branches 

In the clearing it reverberates sadly the song of whirling 
Now, when it is rising the Moon and the stars in the sky 
To leave, my grave Love, between us?... 


It’s sad my soul, for he found a way 
To flow the whole misery wherefrom he is comprised... 
He looks the Parang Mountain, in the distance 
He’s white, as if the Sky would have snowed him... 


Through cold cucumbers of waters the swans are floating smoothly 
On the covering of blue and of coldness full 
To lie their majestic body in the Self, through reed 
Then when the Night is quincing slowly of the sky light... 






The wicks of the candle has quinced.... 

In the night they are heard warm whisperings 

Of the Earth, like a warm living creature, which slowly is whispering, quinced... 


The silence is beating slowly from the copper top of a Tower 
And the heavy, liquid drops of water are penetrating me 
Taking slowly, slower and slower, my hands downwards... 

I am looking for you when light is interfering with the dark 
when yellow water lillies 

are floating on the translucid surface of the water 
the silence is beating like a bronze bell 

On the top of a tower, and the heavy water drops go through me 
and carry like a river your hands flowing slowly 
downwards - 

your delicate and fragile hands 

slowly and slowly into a torrent flowing 

downwards 

An old image on the wall. An icon is burning slowly 
The candle's bowl has quenced. 

It is hearing a cry of night butterfly, hitting in short and fast beats 
My thought, hidden in deeps of darkness, caught 
As into a a cage... 

The walls are crying and falling down on the ground. 

An age of loneliness is lying open at the page seven 
Over the ponds flippers are fleeing into the night... 

Into the glade has gathered a hedgehog, in a clew 
of illusions - are falling broken... 

an age of loneliness is lying open at the page seven 
at the page seven, at the page seven... 

Translation Natalia Galatan 
It's too late ... 

It's late in stones and branches 
In the light, the song of whirling sounded sad 
Now, when the Moon and the stars rise in the sky 
Are you leaving, serious love, between us? 


It is sad to my soul, because I found the way 
To reverse the whole grief that is contained ... 

Look at Parang Mountain in the distance 
It's white as if the Snow had snowed it... 

Through cold forests of the Lebede period, I float smoothly. 
On the stretch of blue and cold full 
To lay his majestic body in the reeds, through reeds 
When the Night slowly goes out of the sky the light... 



The candle light went out... 

At night there are warm whispers 

Of the Earth as a warm life, which slowly whispers, extinguished ... 


Silence beats nectar from the gong of a tower 
and the heavy fluid streams of water penetrate me 
moving slowly, slowly, my hands flutter. 


I seek you when the light blends with the darkness 

when yellow water lilies 

float on the translucent water canvas 

silence is like a brass gong 

at the top of a tower, and heavy splashes of water penetrate me 
they become fluid 

and I carry your hands - delicate yellow flowers ... 
in a stream flowing down the valley... 
always flowing 

downhill... 


An old picture on the wall, a slowly burning icon 

the candle juice went out... 

there is a crying butterfly at night 

hitting in short strokes and quickening my thinking 

hidden in holes of darkness, trapped as in a 

cage... 


the walls weep and fall to the ground, a century of 
loneliness lies open on page seven, 
over the puddles can be spotted running at night... 
a hedgehog squeezed into the luminaire, into a moan 
of illusions - they are broken ... 

like the shards of a mirror. 

an age of loneliness lies open on the page 

seven, on page seven, on page seven ... te iubesc, puuiul meu drag. Te doresc, puiul meu. 
Translation Carl Gustav Jung 
E tarziu in pietre... 


E tarziu in pietre si in ramuri 
In luminis rasuna trist cantecul de pitigoi 
Acum, cand rasre Luna si stelele pe cer 
Sa pleci, dragoste grava, dintre noi?... 


E trist sufletu-mi, caci gasi cu cale 
Sa reverse intreaga jale de care e cuprins... 
Priveste muntele Parang in deparare 
E alb ca si cum Ceul 1-ar fi nins... 




Prin vaduri reci de epe Lebede, plutesc lin, 
Pe-ntinderea de-albastru si raceala plina 
Sa-si culce trupul maiestos in ine, prinre trestii 
Atunci cand Noaptea stinge-ncet a cerului lumina... 


Sfestila lumanarii s-a stins... 

In noapte se-aud calde soapte 

Ale Pamantului ca o calda vietate, ce-ncet sopteste, stins... 


Tacerea bate-nect din gongul de arama-al unui Turn 

si strpii greii fluizi de apa ma patrund 

ducand incet, tot mai incet, mainile-mi 1 vale.... 


te caut cand lumina se-mbina cu intunericul 

cand nuferi galbeni 

plutesc pe panza apei translucida 

tacerea bate ca un gong de-arama 

in varful unui turn, si stropii grei de apa ma patrund 

devin fluida 

si port mainile tale - flori galbene si delicate... 
intr-un torent curgand la vale... 
curgand mereu-mereu 

la vale... 


0 imagine veche pe perete. o icoana arde-ncet 
mucul lumanarii s-a stins... 
se aude un plans de fluture de noapte 
lovind in batai scurte si repezi gandul meu 
ascuns in hauri de-ntuneric, prins ca intr-o 
cusca... 


zidurile plang si cad pe pamant. un veac de 
singuratate zace deschis la pagina sapte. 
peste balti se fugaresc lisite-n noapte... 
in luminis s-a strans un arid, intr-un ghem 
de iluzii - cad sfaramate... 

ca cioburile unei oglinzi. 

un veac de singuratate zace deschis la pagina 

sapte, la pagina sapte, la pagina sapte... 

te iubesc, te doresc, puiul meu. 

Iarta-ma, Te rog, Puiul meu. 


Te iubesc, Victor,Drgoste mea, Puiul meu. 
Despre foame 




Confruntarea mea cu inconstientul 
A luat sfarsit. 


diferenta dintre arhetipuri 
si produsele scindate ale schizofreniei 
consta in aceea ca primele sunt structuri 
semnificative ale constiintei 
celelalte sunt doar deseuri 

fragmente inzestrate cu resturi de sens. 


probabil 

aceasta a fost o caracteristica 
deloc de neglijat 
a unei parti bune din poezii... 

fragmente inzestrate cu resturi de sens. 


sau un sens atat de incifrat 
atat de ascuns 

incat se alcatuia o noua poezie 
din descifrarea ei. 


o placere deambulatorie 
si un instinct ludic 
ma-ndeamna sa scriu inca poezii 
sa mi-1 apropii pe Jung 
sa-1 descifrez... 


asa de pilda 
pulsiunea foamei 

care imbraca sensuri dintre cele mai diferite. 

foame de dragoste 
foame de oameni, de lume 
foame de tine 
foame de cunoastere 
si de a fi cunoscut 

foame de moarte 
si de neant 

foame de sens si semnificatie 

foame de cuvant 
si de lectura... 


foame de scris 

de trupul descamat al poeziilor trecute 
ce tremura deasupra mea 
cu reziduurile lor de sens, care se cer 
intregite 







Foame de timp 

si foame de spatiu 

foame de spatiul mainilor tale 

imbratisandu-mi umerii 

si de dansul de egreta argintie 
al pasilor tai 
pe irisii mei... 


foame de sensul dragostei 
singura care mai poate salva lumea 
lumea din mine, 
te iubesc, Dulceta mea. 

Te doresc, Iubirea mea Dule, Puiul meu. 

Dulcele meu, te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

About hunger 

My confrontation with the unconscious 
Flas arrived at an end. 

The difference between archetypes 

The split products of schizophrenia 

Consists in that that the first are significant structures 

of the consciousness 

The others are just waste 

Fragments endowed with remains of sense. 

Probably 

This was a characteristic not to be neglected 
of a good part of the poems... 

Fragments endowed with remains of sense. 

Or a sense so encrypted, so hidden than it was forming a new poem from its decipher. 

A deambulatory pleasure and a ludic instinct 

urges me to still write poems, to approach Jung to myself 

To decipher him... 

So, for instance, the pulsion of hunger that dresses forms 
from the most different.... 


Plunger of love, of people, of the world 
Plunger of you... 
hunger of knowledge 
and to be known.... 

Plunger of death and of nothingness.... 
Plunger of sense and significance 
Plunger of word, of Logos and of reading... 


Plunger of writing 

Of the fleshless body of the past poems 







that are trembling over me 

With their waste of sense, which are asking 

to be complete... 


Hunger of time and hunger of space 
Hunger of your hands, embracing my shoulders, 
and of the dance of silvery egret of your footsteps 
on my iris... 

Hunger of the sense of love 

The only one that can save anymore the world 

the world from myself. 

te iubesc, Puiul meu. Victor, Dulcele meu. 

Te doresc. 

Te iubesc, Puiul emu. 

O ploaie de stele visatoare 

0 ploaie de stele visatoare ii cadea pe umeri 

Era in sfanta zi ce vine - Vineri 

Era in sfanta zi de joi, cu stlele dau inapoi 

Foi pe umezi morminte, in cimitire de-aduceri aminte 


Zaea in cripa neagra imbracata-n roz - 
Doar stele albe, doar flori mici de boz - 
Imprastiate peste piept 
Intr-un suras desuet... 


Mirosea a cadave si a sicriu 
Parea ca murise tot ceeste viu 
Afraa stele-albastre, stele albe 
Cadeau pe pamantul reavan, albe si dalbe. 


Afara era oo simfonie de culori... 

Cerul albastru se ascunsese printre albii nori 
Raze mov-rooz-galbene la a sfintit 
Imbracau cerul si lumea in dulce negrait. 


Zaea in cripa neagra imbracata-n roz - 
Doar stele albe, doar flori mici de boz - 
Imprastiate peste piept 
Intr-un suras desuet... 


O ploaie de stele visatoare ii cadea pe umeri 

Era in sfanta zi ce vine - Vineri 

Era in sfanta zi de joi, cu stlele dau inapoi 

Foi pe umezi morminte, in cimitire de-aduceri aminte 

A rain of dreaming stars 




A rain of dreamy stars fell on his shoulders 
It was the holy day coming - Friday 
It was Holy Thursday, with the stars turning back 
Sheets on wet graves, in graveyards of memorials ... 


He was lying in the black cloak dressed in pink - 
Only white stars, only small flower buds - 
Spread over the chest 
In an old-fashioned smile ... 


The smell of the corpse and the coffin 

He seemed to be dead alive 

It had blue stars, white stars 

White, white and white were falling on the earth. 


Outside there was a symphony of colors ... 

The blue sky was hidden among the white clouds 

Purple-pink-yellow rays sanctified it 

They clad the sky and the world in sweet, unsure. 


He was lying in the black cloak dressed in pink - 
Only white stars, only small flower buds - 
Spread over the chest 
In an old-fashioned smile ... 


A rain of dreamy stars fell on his shoulders 

It was the holy day coming - Friday 

It was Holy Thursday, with the stars turning back 

Sheets on wet graves, in graveyards of memorials ... Te iubesc, Vicor,Tudor, Puiul meu. 
Te doresc, Dragostea mea, Ouiul meu. 


Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea, ppuiul meu. 
Sarutul tau 

Carliontii blonzi iti tremura ravasiti 
De briza dulce a-nserarii - 
Plimbtndu-ne petarmurile marii 
Ne sartam pana la buze, pana la dinti... 


Ochii tai calmi, sunt infundati n-orbite 
si cearcane vinete ii infasor - 
buzele rosii-roz ca floarea cea de mar 
imi datuieste sarutul lor, dulce ispita. 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 



e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 


De-attta dragoste, uitare de sine ai slabit 

si pantaloni-mraca trupul zvelt 

din care parca e ranit 

picioral alb de gandul meu dement. 


Te-apleci n-uitare deplina 
Chipulflutura-n vant - saruti gingas 
Mireasa pamant 

Cu parul ei negru, uscat de carbune. 


Privindu-ne-n ochio vesnicie - 

Uitam toate cate-au fost si cate-ors sa mai fie 

Printre sarutari gingase 

Precum corole albi de papadie. 

Precum e creanga roz de visin si de mar - 
Alacutasimturilor cum mintii devar. 


Dulce ti-egura ca uncires dat in copt 

Invara ce-ncepe cuo friza de culori delicate, scanteietoare 

Recistropiai marii albastre dulce briza. 


Te—aplei in vis 

Puiun picior peste-a mele coaste - din care tulburati in calda noapte 
Bne strangem la piept tot maiaproape 
Mai aproape.... 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 
e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 

Your kiss... 

Your blond hair loops are trembling, devastated 
By the sweet breeze of the nightfall - 
Walking ourselves, on the shores of the sea 
We kiss each other, to the lips, to the teeth... 


Your calm, wandering eyes are sunken in the orbits 
And bruise circles are wrapping them - 
Your red-rosy lips as the apple flower 
Are giving me their kiss, sweet temptation. 

The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 

As if it was a virgin bed 

It is a night falling so bitter - 

And sweet, through dandelion flowers. 




For so much love, and forgetting of self, you lost weight 
And your pants are dressing the feeble, slim your tender body 
Where from it is seemingly hurt 
Your white foot, by my demented thought. 


You are bending yourself in full hypnosis 

Your shape is fluttering in the wind -you kiss tenderly 

The Earth bride 

With her black hair, dry of black coal. 

Looking in our eyes an Eternity 

We forget about what they were, and what they will be 
Through tender, vibrant kisses 
Likewise the white crowns of dandelion. 

Likewise the rosy branch of cherry and of apple tree 
Pleasant to senses as to the mind truth. 

You bend in your dream 

Thou put a white leg over my ribs - where from tormented in the warm night 
We stretch together closer and closer... 

The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 

As if it was a virgin bed 

It is a night falling so bitter - 

And sweet, through dandelion flowers. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu dulce, dulceata mea. 

Translation: Natalia Galatan 

Your kiss 

The blond haters are shaking you up 
The sweet breeze of the sunset - 
Walking the shores of the sea 
We kiss to the lips, to the teeth ... 


Your eyes are calm, they are not blinded 
and eggplant circles I wrap them - 
red-pink lips like the apple flower 
give me their kiss, sweet temptation. 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower bud. 


Lor so much love, forgetfulness you have weakened 

and slim body pants 

of which he is injured 

the white leg of my demented thought. 




You bend over in complete oblivion 
Chips fluttering in the wind - kissing hips 
Earth bride 

With her black hair, dried from coal. 


Looking at us eternally - 

We forget all that was and how many bears there are 
Among the kissing kisses 
Like white dandelions. 

As is the pink cherry and apple branch - 
Praise to the senses as the mind goes down. 

The sweetness makes you like a baker 

Spring begins with a frieze of delicate, sparkling colors 

You rewatched the sweet blue sea breeze. 

I called you in a dream 

Chicken leg over my ribs - from which you disturb in the hot night 

Bne we tighten the chest even closer 

Closer.... 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower-dandelion. 

Translation Carl Gustv Jung 

te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 

Surtsul tau... 

Pe cararile pustiite dunele le matura vantul 

Un alt eu de=nnceput de lume 

Pictat intr-un tablou cam suprarealsit... 

Veneam, prin rascruci ascunse de drumuri,pustiit si trist. 


Chipul tau pal, precum e coala galbena de pergament 
Surade putin trist, putin adus 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri. 


Mana ta gingasa, precum e visul palid de poet 
Asvrea s-oduc la gurasis-o gust 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri 

Cu lacrimi mari se lasa seara 
Picuri grei e-ntunecime verde 
In sanul departarii verde 
Cum poasiimei rasunaii ascult. 




Te caut la margine de ape si padure 
Mana gingasa sa-ti privesc 
Ce se-apleca in nestiuta armonie 
Asiupra gandului dulce si-omenesc. 


Mana ta gingasa, precum e visul palid de poet 
Asvrea s-oduc la gurasis-o gust 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri 

Cu lacrimi mari se lasa seara 
Picuri grei e-ntunecime verde 
In sanul departarii verde 
Cum poasiimei rasunaii ascult. 

Chipul tau pal, precum e coala galbena de pergament 
Surade putin trist, putin adus 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri. 

Te iubesc nespus, Victor, dragostea mea nespusa a sufletului meu. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 

Your sunrise... 

On the deserted paths, the dunes were swept by the wind 
Another I from the beginning of the world 
Painted in a surrealistic somehow painting 

I was coming, through crossroads hidden by roads, deserted and sad... 


Your pale shape, likewise the yellow sheet of parchemnt 
It is smiling a little sad, a little brought by back 
In the air it is floating the vague obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees. 


Your tender hand, likewise is the pale dream of the poet 
I would like to bring to my mouth and to taste... 

In the air it is floating the vague obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees. 

With big tears it is lying down the nightfall 
Heavy drops of green darkness 
In the breast of the distance green 
How my footsteps sound, I listen to them. 


I am looking for you at the edge of waters and forest 
Your sweet tender hand to look at it 
Which bent in unknown harmony 
Over the sweet human thought... 




Your tender hand, likewise is the pale dream of the poet 
I would like to bring to my mouth and to taste... 

In the air it is floating the vague obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees 

With big tears it is lying down the nightfall 
Heavy drops of green darkness 
In the breast of the distance green 
How my footsteps sound, I listen to them. 

Your pale shape, likewise the yellow sheet of parchemnt 
It is smiling a little sad, a little brought by back 
In the air it is floating the vague obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees.... 

Te iubesc, dragostea mea, puiul meu. 

Translation: Natalia Galatan 

Your source ... 

The wind sweeps the deserted paths 
Another self from the beginning of the world 
Painted in a somewhat surreal painting. 

I came, through hidden crossroads, deserted and sad. 


Your face is pale, as is the yellow parchment sheet 
Smile a little sad, a little worn 
In the air floats the scent of old wafers 
Of orchards forgotten by apple cherries. 


Your luscious hand, like the poet's pale dream 
I would love to taste it 
In the air floats the scent of old wafers 
Of orchards forgotten by apple cherries 

With great tears it leaves the evening 
Heavy peaks and dark green 
Inside the green distance 
As the poem rang, I listened. 


I'm looking for you at the edge of the water and the forest 

Hands down to look at you 

What bends in unknown harmony 

The sweetness of the sweet and human thought. 

Your luscious hand, like the poet's pale dream 
I would love to taste it 
In the air floats the scent of old wafers 
Of orchards forgotten by apple cherries 

With great tears it leaves the evening 
Heavy peaks and dark green 
Inside the green distance 



As the poem rang, I listened. 


Your face is pale, as is the yellow parchment sheet 

Smile a little sad, a little worn 

In the air floats the scent of old wafers 

Of the orchards forgotten by apple cherries.te iubec, puiul meu, cu toate acestea... 

Te doresc, puiul meu dulce si drag, iubitul meu. 

Tranlation: Carl Gustav Jung 
te iubesc, dulceata mea, puiul meu. 


Te iubesc, Victor, Dulcata mea. 

Te doresc, Puiul meu. 

Vanilie 

lama cu gust de vanilie 

imi strecori in suflet doruri ne-ntelese... copacii tai 
s-au transformat in pocale de vin cu aroma de 
scortiijoara 

pa§ii-mi trosnesc prin padurea de pini 

chitare linage ce suspina-n vantul ce corzile le mi sc a 

ca un cantaret venit de pe meleag 

strain 


iama cu gust de vanilie 

imi ingrop obrajii in bulgarii tai - delicate maini 
ce obrajii-mi cuprind 
intr-un nemteles, ne-nteles 
alint... 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Tudor, Puiul meu. 

Dragostea mea Victor, te doresc si te iubesc, dulcele meu. 
Vanilla 

Winter with the taste of vanilla 

You are pouring into my soul misunderstood longings... 
your trees 

Have transformed themselves in goblets of wine 
with cinnamon flavor... 

my footsteps are breaking rotten wood through 
the pine tree forest 

Huge guitars which are sighing in the wind that 
is moving out the strings... 

Likewise a singer came from a strange, far away 
realm 

Winter with a taste of vanilla 

I burry my cheeks in your glooms - delicate hands 

which comprise my face 

into a misunderstood, misunderstood 


caress... 





Dulceata inimii mele, Te doresc, Victor, puiul meu, Te iubesc, Puiul meu, dragostea mea. 
Where's the world ... 

Te doresc, puiul meu dulce. 

Slowly shines the day ... 

The sun penetrates into the hall with trembling light 
Light yellow horns 
and my sad soul enlightens me 
burdened with sadness, past loneliness 
and future. 


If it's sensible, show him 
The world is understandable 
Other than a huge hero 
If it's the world, I'll show him ... 


The mysterious mystery of the heart will escape it 

Whatever the world is 

Other than a huge hero 

The meaning of love show him ... 

From hieroglyphs and pagan writings 
Check to create the foam wave 
You will draw my heart 
When the sun is over the sky 

The world is understandable 

Other than a huge hero 

The meaning of love show him ... 

Squeeze my heart in my fist 

What is a blue star 

It's her and maybe she's not.... 

What caress the trunk of it 

She is ... and maybe she is not. 

A music, a heavy sphere 
Or a blue peruse 
A small, cowardly cow baby 
A step that is painted down 
Of thoughts and red light 

What's more than a blue star 
What cares about it? 

If I go or stay 
On words of diaphan 
If I go or stay 


What cares about it? 




If it's sensible, show him 
The world is understandable 
Other than a huge hero 
If it's the world, I'll show him ... 

Dulceata inimii mele, Te doresc, Victor, puiul meu, Te iubesc, Puiul meu, dragostea mea. 
Where's the world ... 

Te doresc, puiul meu dulce. 

Slowly shines the day ... 

The sun penetrates into the hall with trembling light 
Light yellow horns 
and my sad soul enlightens me 
burdened with sadness, past loneliness 
and future. 


If it's sensible, show him 
The world is understandable 
Other than a huge hero 
If it's the world, I'll show him ... 


The mysterious mystery of the heart will escape it 

Whatever the world is 

Other than a huge hero 

The meaning of love show him ... 

From hieroglyphs and pagan writings 
Check to create the foam wave 
You will draw my heart 
When the sun is over the sky 

The world is understandable 

Other than a huge hero 

The meaning of love show him ... 

Squeeze my heart in my fist 

What is a blue star 

It's her and maybe she's not.... 

What caress the trunk of it 

She is ... and maybe she is not. 

A music, a heavy sphere 
Or a blue peruse 
A small, cowardly cow baby 
A step that is painted down 




Of thoughts and red light 


What's more than a blue star 
What cares about it? 

If I go or stay 
On words of diaphan 
If I go or stay 

What cares about it? 


If it's sensible, show him 
The world is understandable 
Other than a huge hero 
If it's the world, I'll show him ... 


Te iubesc, Puiul meu drag, Dulcele m, Victor, Puisorul meu.Te iubesc si Te doresc Victor,Dragostea mea, 
Sotul meu iubit,Puiul meu. Te iubesc si Te doresc, Tudor, Dragostea viesii melee 

Sexus 

His white body, half-naked 

With the tasseled shirt comb, hanging half removed 
Out of pants 
It turned white, virgin 
Like a virgin bed ... 


His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 

In waves of orgasm 

I easily touch the lotus flower lips 

As if to test their moisture and softness 

Rose petals ... 


He shivered to tremble with a passion... he looked like a young man in the rainy rain... 

At the entrance to the gate of heaven 

With the crumpled clothes, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 

Supporting his long, slim legs by the bed... 

The virgin is trembling in orgasm 

She grabbed him and pulled him towards her, biting her lips, kissing her chest. 

While he completely gave himself away inside of her 
Shivering, shaking, rhythmically, 

His eyes have bloodstreams, his throats are breaking. 


Catherine ... a loud voice was heard ... 

The young Dorian may be hungry ... 

Do I prepare an omelet and bring it with some salad? 

Yes ... mother ... the girl's throaty voice was heard ... breathing wildly ... 



In about half an hour ... 


Their bodies collapsed like wet, wet animals on the bed 

The young man grabbed her hair 

he drew her but power towards him ... 

knotted like two iron flowers, crumpled of flowers 

they were looking for bed sheets 

whispering with a passion ... 


The young man was moving quickly inside her 
It seemed like an engine excited 

With water boiling, in gearbox, hot, like a steam engine ... 

He shivered in horror ... he seemed young on the catalyst 

Entering the gate of heaven 

With the clothes on, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 


Supporting her long bed legs ... 

His white body, half-naked 

With the shirt fluttered on his chest, hanging half out 

Out of pants 

It turned white, virgin 

Like a white, shy virgin bed ... 


His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 
In waves of orgasm 

Gently touching the lips of the lotus flower 
As if to test their moisture and softness 
Rose petals ... 

I woke up early in the morning, suddenly, looking at the city lights 

I get out of bed slowly 

and lifting my cigarettes, I go to the smoker. 


In my nightgown 

Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and blue, synthetic, spine 

They really look like a show. 


I walk slowly down the corridor with the lights on 
To the borderline smoker 
From a high metal door 
I open it slowly and enter... 

It's full darkness. I turn on the yellow light 
and I light a cigarette. 

Then I lay down on the low oak bench with iron legs 
Consisting of small wooden panels arranged horizontally 




I pull the canned fish next to me 
and I lean to write a few lyrics 
abruptly inspired. 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 


Every atmosphere between black and green 

Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 

I wish you and I love you, Victor, my love. 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea vietii mele. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc Victor,Dragostea mea, Sotul meu iubit,Puiul meu. Te iubesc si Te doresc, Tudor, 
Dragostea viesii melee 

Sexus 

His white body, half-naked 

With the tasseled shirt comb, hanging half removed 
Out of pants 
It turned white, virgin 
Like a virgin bed ... 


His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 

In waves of orgasm 

I easily touch the lotus flower lips 

As if to test their moisture and softness 

Rose petals ... 


He shivered to tremble with a passion... he looked like a young man in the rainy rain... 

At the entrance to the gate of heaven 

With the crumpled clothes, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 

Supporting his long, slim legs by the bed... 

The virgin is trembling in orgasm 

She grabbed him and pulled him towards her, biting her lips, kissing her chest. 

While he completely gave himself away inside of her 
Shivering, shaking, rhythmically, 

His eyes have bloodstreams, his throats are breaking. 



Catherine ... a loud voice was heard ... 

The young Dorian may be hungry ... 

Do I prepare an omelet and bring it with some salad? 

Yes ... mother ... the girl's throaty voice was heard ... breathing wildly ... 
In about half an hour ... 

Their bodies collapsed like wet, wet animals on the bed 

The young man grabbed her hair 

he drew her but power towards him ... 

knotted like two iron flowers, crumpled of flowers 

they were looking for bed sheets 

whispering with a passion ... 


The young man was moving quickly inside her 
It seemed like an engine excited 

With water boiling, in gearbox, hot, like a steam engine ... 

He shivered in horror ... he seemed young on the catalyst 

Entering the gate of heaven 

With the clothes on, with a grin like in a dream 

He was trembling on the gates of heaven, through the members of his body 


Supporting her long bed legs ... 

His white body, half-naked 

With the shirt fluttered on his chest, hanging half out 

Out of pants 

It turned white, virgin 

Like a white, shy virgin bed ... 


His penis shattered, shaking with pleasure, sweat 
In waves of orgasm 

Gently touching the lips of the lotus flower 
As if to test their moisture and softness 
Rose petals ... 

I woke up early in the morning, suddenly, looking at the city lights 

I get out of bed slowly 

and lifting my cigarettes, I go to the smoker. 


In my nightgown 

Received at the entrance 

With thick stockings and blue, synthetic, spine 

They really look like a show. 


I walk slowly down the corridor with the lights on 
To the borderline smoker 
From a high metal door 




I open it slowly and enter... 

It's full darkness. I turn on the yellow light 
and I light a cigarette. 

Then I lay down on the low oak bench with iron legs 
Consisting of small wooden panels arranged horizontally 
I pull the canned fish next to me 
and I lean to write a few lyrics 
abruptly inspired. 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 


Every atmosphere between black and green 

Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 

I wish you and I love you, Victor, my love. 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea vietii mele. 

Te iubesc, Victor, dulceata mea, ppuiul meu. 
Sarutul tau 

Carliontii blonzi iti tremura ravasiti 
De briza dulce a-nserarii - 
Plimbtndu-ne petarmurile marii 
Ne sartam pana la buze, pana la dinti... 


Ochii tai calmi, sunt infundati n-orbite 
si cearcane vinete li infasor - 
buzele rosii-roz ca floarea cea de mar 
imi datuieste sarutul lor, dulce ispita. 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 
e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 



De-attta dragoste, uitare de sine ai slabit 

si pantaloni-mraca trupul zvelt 

din care parca e ranit 

picioral alb de gandul meu dement. 


Te-apleci n-uitare deplina 
Chipulflutura-n vant - saruti gingas 
Mire as a pamant 

Cu parul ei negru, uscat de carbune. 


Privindu-ne-n ochio vesnicie - 

Uitam toate cate-au fost si cate-ors sa mai fie 

Printre sarutari gingase 

Precum corole albi de papadie. 

Precum e creanga roz de visin si de mar - 
Alacutasimturilor cum mintii devar. 


Dulce ti-egura ca uncires dat in copt 

Invara ce-ncepe cuo friza de culori delicate, scanteietoare 

Recistropiai marii albastre dulce briza. 


Te—aplei in vis 

Puiun picior peste-a mele coaste - din care tulburati in calda noapte 
Bne strangem la piept tot maiaproape 
Mai aproape.... 


Camasa-mbraca trupul dalb - si cald 
Precum culcusul de feioara 
e-o-nserare atat de-amara - 
si dulce,prin floriledepapadie. 


Your kiss... 


Your blond hair loops are trembling, devastated 
By the sweet breeze of the nightfall - 
Walking ourselves, on the shores of the sea 
We kiss each other, to the lips, to the teeth... 


Your calm, wandering eyes are sunken in the orbits 




And bruise circles are wrapping them - 
Your red-rosy lips as the apple flower 
Are giving me their kiss, sweet temptation. 


The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 
As if it was a virgin bed 
It is a nightfalling so bitter - 
Annd sweet, through dandelion flowers. 


For so much love, and forgetting of self, you lost weight 
And your pants are dressing the feeble, slim youtr tender body 
Wherefrom it is seemingly hurt 
Your white foot, by my demented thought. 


You are bending yourself in full hypnosis 

You xhape is fluttering in the wind -you kiss tenderly 

The Earth bride 

With her black hair, dry of black coal. 

Looking in our eyes an Eternity 

We forget about what they were, and what they will be 
Through tender, vibrant kisses 
Likewise the white crowns of dandelion. 

Likewise the rosy branch of cherry and of apple tree 
Pleasant to senses as to the mind truth. 

You bend in your dream 

Thou put a white leg over my ribs - whrefrom tormented in the warm night 
We stretch together closer and closer... 


The light shirt is dressing the white body - and warm 
As if it was a virgin bed 
It is a nightfalling so bitter - 
Annd sweet, through dandelion flowers. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu dulce, dulceata mea. 
Translation: Natalia Galatan 

Your kiss 

The blond haters are shaking you up 
The sweet breeze of the sunset - 
Walking the shores of the sea 
We kiss to the lips, to the teeth ... 




Your eyes are calm, they are not blinded 
and eggplant circles I wrap them - 
red-pink lips like the apple flower 
give me their kiss, sweet temptation. 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower bud. 


For so much love, forgetfulness you have weakened 

and slim body pants 

of which he is injured 

the white leg of my demented thought. 


You bend over in complete oblivion 
Chips fluttering in the wind - kissing hips 
Earth bride 

With her black hair, dried from coal. 


Looking at us eternally - 

We forget all that was and how many bears there are 
Among the kissing kisses 
Like white dandelions. 

As is the pink cherry and apple branch - 
Praise to the senses as the mind goes down. 


The sweetness makes you like a baker 

Spring begins with a frieze of delicate, sparkling colors 

You rewatched the sweet blue sea breeze. 


I called you in a dream 

Chicken leg over my ribs - from which you disturb in the hot night 

Bne we tighten the chest even closer 

Closer.... 


The shirt bears the white body - and warm 

Like the pillowcase 

it's such a bitter evening - 

and sweet, through the flower-dandelion ... 




Translation Carl Gustav Jung 


Come as you are... 

Leg you... 

The fourth Book 
Painting two 

Calatorie in timp 

Strazi alb-negre. 

Decor de sfarsit de lume. 

Oare de ce orasele mari 
Sunt atat de anonime?... 


Ma pierdeam in anonimat 
Ma cufundam in masa 
Intunecata a inconstientului. 


frunze. Cadeau frunzele 

copacii erau alb-negri 

ca niste umbrele uriase deschise in ploaie 

in vant 

mergeam repede 

pe strazile umplute de frunze 


Creierul meu prinsese 4 dimensiuni 
Ma miscam pe axa 
Trecut - prezent - viitor 
intr-un singur continuum 
si flux al constiintei. 


o strada. 

Decupata dintr-o amintire din viitor 
Dintr-un vis 

Sentimentul cosmic 
Al calatoriei prin spatiu si timp 


strada plina de frunze 
devenise o punte spre infinit 

galben si verde 

pictate intr-un alb-negru nesfarsit. 

te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

White roses 

te iubesc, dragostea mea. 

The desolating painting of the fall 

With rains which spread out gold and rust stains 

On the delicate white roses 

Which raises up their pale, tired little body 






Broken by the cold, wet wind of the morning... 


In the layover of the existence 

Between a love set down in the silence of firing night 
and the cruel future, full of unknown, pale 
sweet odours 

my soul remained in silence, without pain 
looking up with nostalgy at the perishing moment 
to anchor itself, shy, unknown 
in past 

in times of pleasure and of pain 
Today the field is lightful 

and the white roses squeeze twisted of unpainful melancholy 
lost in dream... 

Cars are passing by on the wet road 

To the unknown destinations, and it's cold 

A sweet cold which urges me to drink a cup of hot absinthe 

In the milky steam of the valley 

In a calm, pale, familiar, old tavern 

Wishing to take as company shreds from the past 
Unburdened by that bizarre kiss 
of the glass lip in dense ivory darkness 


But smooth, calm, benign, familiar 

Likewise some writers which have drawn their calvary 

In the pages which weren't printed 


the serene calm of rain which stoppped 
is an open smile over everything is written 
unwritten 

in strange arabesques are moving away the clouds... 

and the white roses cry 

mellowly 

with the perfumed depth of the flower 
withered by the hot beatings of the wind. 

Trandafiri albi 

Tabloul dezolant al toamnei 
Cu ploi ce risipesc pete de aur si rugina 
Pe trandafirii albi si delicati 
Ce-si strang trupsorul palid, obosit 

Sfarmati de vantul rece, ud 
al diminetii... 


in statia-existentei 

intre-o iubire ce-i apusa n-tacerea 

noptilor de jar 







si viitorul crud, plin de miresme 
necunoscute, pale 

ramase sufletul, tacut, fara durere 
privind nostalgic clipa 

care piere, pentru-a se ancora, timid, necunoscut 
n-trecut 


in vremuri de placere si durere 


azi, luminoasa e campia 
si trandafirii albi ofteaza-ncorsetati 
de melancolii nedureroase 
pierduti in somn 


masini tree pe drumul ud 
spre destinatii necunoscute 


si e frig.... 

Un frig dulce care ma-ndeamna 
La o ceasca de grog fierbinte 
In aburul laptos al vaii 

Intr-o bodega calma, palida, familiara 


Dorind sa-mi iau companioni farame 
Din trecut 

Ne-mpovarati de-acel bizar sarut 
Al buzei de pahar in intuneric dens 


Ci netezi calmi benigni familiari 
Ca niste scriitori ce-au inecat al lor calvar 
In paginile ce nu s-au tiparit 


calmul senin al ploii ce s-a oprit 
si un suras deschis peste tot ce-i scris 
nescris 


in arabescuri ciudate se indeparteaza 
norii.... 


si trandafirii plang 
cuminti 

cu adancimea parfumata-a florii 
uscata de-adierile fierbinti 











te iubesc. 
Travel in time 


White and black streets, decor of the end 
of the world. 

I wonder why the big cities are so anonymous?.. 

I was loosing myself in anonymity 
I was diving in the darkened mass of the unconscious. 

Leaves. There were falling the leaves 

The trees were black and white 

Likewise some huge umbrellas opened in the rain 

And in the wind. 

I was walking fast 

On the streets filled by leaves. 

My brain had caught four dimensions 
I was moving on the axis past-present-future 
In a single continuum and stream 
of consciousness. 

A street. 

Detached from a future memory 
From a dream. 

The cosmic feeling of the travelling through 
space and time. 

the street full of leaves had become a bridge to the infinity. 

Yellow and green 

Painted in endless white and black. 

te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Translation: Natalia Galatan 


Two lots rosy-red barely blossomed... 

Eyes in the chest help memories 

From the box with the photographers, a young man looked at her. 
With a look, full of love, yet sad 
Still loaded with suffering 

As if he had turned his eyes 

Or it would have come back from the book, from somewhere 
His eyes were looking at her. 

It seems very close, it looks like... 

A sad smile on his red lips, muted in azure 
Over which he discovered the turbid blue 
Of the eyes, so pure ... 

With circums dug beneath blue sapphires 
Easy on the arm cut into the stone, hard. 



One neck a lotus luge, slightly arched. 

Is opened his shirt open 

Over his chest fall, surrounded, by the forgotten young man. 

His nose with his orbits was empty, his nostrils twitching 
Like a little frightened little lady 
In the middle of the forest surrounded by wolves 
With thin, thin bone, which bends tears 
Obviously, you broke ... 

Eyes in the chest help memories 

From the box with the photographers, a young man looked at her. 
With a look, full of love, yet sad 
Still loaded with suffering 

As if he had turned his eyes 

Or it would have come back from the book, from somewhere 
His eyes were looking at her. 

It seems very close, it looks like .... 

Cathy, you answered him ... and his voice was low 

Still warm, vibrant, melodious 

His chest arched like a bow 

Tightening it to her chest, the old monarch. 

Cathy, my girlfriend ... from a long time ago 
With your low, low voice 
At your warm breast call me ... 

At the buzzards bathed in my blue eyes 
whispering softly, secretly, innocently murmuring ... 

And he embraced her louder, louder, closer, closer 
One night gives the same night 
The darkness of their parrots sipping the sweetness 
Mysterious, sweet, sweet airs ... Oh, Cathy, 

He whispered ... and your pale brow slowly slid to his chest 
Leaving my mouth as a prey 
To your lips, so sweet... 

Cathy, you answered him ... and his voice was low 

Still warm, vibrant, melodious 

His chest arched like a bow 

Tightening it to her chest, the old monarch. 

Cathy, my girlfriend ... from a long time ago 
With your low, low voice 
At your shy breast call me ... 

At the buzzards bathed in my blue eyes 
whispering softly, secretly, innocently murmuring ... 

His rosy-red lips opened softly 
Like two barely blossomed-rosy lotuses 



By the glow of the night burning blur 

By the lightning bolt, gleaming, sweetly pierced. 

and in the sky, a sweet rain falls 
over the beloved lovers 
while the moon gives sweet tones 
his warm eyes, barely-open, in love ... 

Cathy, my girlfriend ... from a long time ago 
With your low, low voice 
At your warm breast call me ... 

At the buzzards bathed in my blue eyes 
whispering softly, secretly, innocently murmuring ... 

His rosy-red lips opened softly 

Like two barely blossomed rosy lotuses 

By the glow of the night burning blur 

By the redness of the blood, throbbing, leaping. 


Eyes in the chest help memories 

From the box with the photographers, a young man looked at her. 

With a look, full of love, yet sad 
Still loaded with suffering 

From the nojan of memories, in the photo box 
An innocent young man with eyes in the ideal size of poetry 
He looked ... in the bitter dimension of the world 
Up to its core. 

To the depths, I drank the cup of suffering and the bitter bitterness 
Distressed and mournful burning of Nessus caterpillar 
Maybe he'll be alive again 

Bright and pure, like the Phoenix Bird?te iubesc si te doresc, Victor, dulceata mea, Piul meu. 
With arms of flower and of milk... 

I wonder who is whatsoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though in his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 

He, innocent youngster 

With arms of flower and of milk 

He was listening to her hidden, thrilled whispers 

Ready to pass through fire and sword for it 

Ready to pass into Immortality for it 

For His love?... 




With hands and arms white as the cherry-flower 

This chosen youngster 

On the cheek whereon they were rising up 

The first tule of Manhood 

This beautiful Youngster 

Is from the Garden of heaven picked up?... 

With breasts full of Life and milk 

The World was expecting for him, at her open Canats 

To give him drink the cup 

Of the innocent sins 

To nurse the desires of the Chosen One. 

I wonder who is whosoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though in his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 

Hos blond hair is given in ripe, in spice 
Thin and silky 

Was framing his round shape, of this beautiful Youngman 
Curious... 

Who hasn’t arrived yet in the Underground world 
Thin, full of milk and sturdy... 

At the Heaven door 

Who whatsoever is knocking?... who get hurried to enter 
His immortal, white, Canats?... 

From the ocean of memories, in the box with photographs 

An innocent youngster, with the eyes in the ideal dimension of the poetry 

He was looking at her... 

What can it be more thrilling for a mother 
Than the moment when her young Son 

He is stepping in the world, in the imperturbable grace instant 
When he becomes a man?... 

...the look of his blue eyes, like the sky in the spring, was floating 

In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 

On his innocent shape, of the young man 

Ready to enter the flood door of the world 

In the rare, ideal of Love 

True, pure, absolute 

As it was the beating of His heart, through the thin, blue blouse 
As a promise and a legacy 
At the door of love 



The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 

Eyes-bent over a mystery 

Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 

Where you cease to exist 

and you start to be ... 

to be... 

te iubesc, Alin, puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu, daca te-am ranit cu ceva, dragostea mea. 

translation: Natalia Galatan 

Without Google dictionary, Google Translate 

Two lots rosy-red barely blossomed.. 

Eyes in the chest help memories 

From the box with the photographers, a young man looked at her. 
With a look, full of love, yet sad 
Still loaded with suffering 

As if he had turned his eyes 

Or it would have come back from the book, from somewhere 
His eyes were looking at her. 

It seems very close, it looks like .... 

A sad smile on his red lips, muted in azure 
Over which he discovered the turbid blue 
Of the eyes, so pure ... 

With rings dug beneath blue sapphires 
Easy on the arm cut into the stone, hard. 

One neck a lotus luge, slightly arched. 

It was opened his shirt open 

Over his chest fall, surrounded, by the forgotten young man. 

His nose with his orbits was empty, his nostrils twitching 
Like a little frightened little lady 
In the middle of the forest surrounded by wolves 
With thin, noble bone, which bends tears 
Obviously, you broke ... 

Eyes in the chest help memories 

From the box with the photographers, a young man looked at her. 
With a look, full of love, yet sad 
Still loaded with suffering 

As if he had turned his eyes 

Or it would have come back from the book, from somewhere 
His eyes were looking at her. 

It seems very close, it looks very far away... 



Cathy, you answered him ... and his voice was low 

Still warm, vibrant, melodious 

His chest arched like a bow 

Tightening it to her chest, the old monarch. 

Cathy, my girlfriend ... from a long time ago 
With your shy, low voice 
At your warm chest call me ... 

At the buzzards bathed in my blue eyes 
whispering softly, secretly, innocently murmuring ... 

And he embraced her louder, louder, closer, closer 
One night gives the same night 
The darkness of their parrots sipping the sweetness 
Mysterious, sweet, sweet airs ... Oh, Cathy, 

He whispered ... and your pale brow slowly slid to his chest 
Leaving my mouth as a prey 
To your lips, so sweet... 

Cathy, you answered him ... and his voice was low 

Still warm, vibrant, melodious 

His chest arched like a bow 

Tightening it to her chest, the old monarch. 

Cathy, my girlfriend ... from a long time ago 
With your shy, low voice 
At your shy breast call me ... 

At the buzzards bathed in my blue eyes 
whispering softly, secretly, innocently murmuring ... 

Secretly his lips opened softly 

Like two barely blossomed-rosy lotuses 

By the glow of the night burning blur 

By the lightning bolt, gleaming, sweetly pierced. 

and in the sky, a sweet rain falls 
over the beloved lovers 
while the moon gives sweet flames 
to their eyes, barely open, in love ... 

Cathy, my girlfriend ... from a long time ago 
With your shy, low voice 
At your warm chest call me ... 

At the buzzards bathed in my blue eyes 
whispering softly, secretly, innocently murmuring ... 

Secretly his lips opened softly 

Like two barely buds rosy-red lotuses 

By the glow of the night burning blur 

By the redness of the blood, throbbing, leaping. 


Eyes in the chest help memories 

From the box with the photographers, a young man looked at her. 




With a look, full of love, yet sad 
Still loaded with suffering 

From the nojan of the memories, in the photo box 
An innocent young man with eyes in the ideal size of poetry 
He looked ... in a dimension full of bitterness 
of the world 
Up to its core. 

To the depths, I drank the cup of suffering and the bitter bitterness 
Distressed and mournful burning of Nessus caterpillar 
Maybe he'll be alive again 

Bright and pure, like the Phoenix Bird?te iubesc si te doresc, Victor, dulceata mea, Piul meu. 
With arms of flower and of milk... 

I wonder who is whatsoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though in his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 

He, innocent youngster 

With arms of flower and of milk 

He was listening to her hidden, thrilled whispers 

Ready to pass through fire and sword for it 

Ready to pass into Immortality for it 

For His love?... 

With hands and arms white as the cherry-flower 

This chosen youngster 

On the cheek whereon they were rising up 

The first tule of Manhood 

This beautiful Youngster 

Is from the Garden of heaven picked up?... 

With breasts full of Life and milk 

The World was expecting for him, at her open Canats 

To give him drink the cup 

Of the innocent sins 

To nurse the desires of the Chosen One. 

I wonder who is whosoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though in his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 



It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 
And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 
Love?... 

His blond hair is given in ripe, in spice 
Thin and silky 

Was framing his round shape, of this beautiful young-man 
Curious... 

Who hasn’t arrived yet in the Underground world 
Thin, full of milk and sturdy... 

At the Heaven door 

Who whatsoever is knocking?... who get hurried to enter 
His immortal, white, Canats?... 

From the ocean of memories, in the box with photographs 

An innocent youngster, with the eyes in the ideal dimension of the poetry 

He was looking at her... 

What can it be more thrilling for a mother 
Than the moment when her young Son 

He is stepping in the world, in the imperturbable grace instant 
When he becomes a man?... 

...the look of his blue eyes, like the sky in the spring, was floating 
In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 
On his innocent shape, of the young man 
Ready to enter the flood door of the world 

In the rare, ideal of Love 
True, pure, absolute 

As it was the beating of His heart, through the thin, blue blouse 
As a promise and a legacy 
At the door of love 

The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 
Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 

Eyes-bent over a mystery 

Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 

Where you cease to exist 

and you start to be ... 

to be... 

te iubesc, Alin, puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu, daca te-am ranit cu ceva, dragostea mea. 
translation: Natalia Galatan 
Without Google dictionary, Google Translate 
Google translate 

te iubesc, Dulceata mea, Puiul meu Victor 
Te doresc, Puiul meu. 


Anima mea, Animusul eu, Arhetipul meu iubit, Te iubesc nespus. 



Two tears of azure, pure gold 

Cathy looked through the bushes of smelling roses 
Reds, whites, climbers 
A young man approaching. 


With blue sapphire eyes - a never-ending degree 
Light and Shine - 

His eyes seemed like two tears of azure, pure gold 
It was taken from the blue of the sky. 


With red lips full like two birds approaching 
Moving away... 

Like two blooming flowers 
He put on the belly of a girlfriend. 


Cathy looked through the bushes of smelling roses 
White, climbers 
A young man approaching. 

His arms clutched and clutched her chest 
Applying lipsticks to the hairline 
With the smell of rose water - 
His lips red and full like two zephyr 


It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of voice 
Around ... 


I was dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 

which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 


I dream of dreaming among the tombs, strung with roses 

Flowing reds and pinks 

Among the white tombs with crosses 

and by the intoxicating smell of flowers ... 


They look at the faces of young people, with nostalgic, dreamy smiles on their faces 

Faces of good old men 

Get together in a hug over time 

In the same paroxysm, cruel season 

While the birds whisper with their chirping duck. 



Your face soft with blond curls 

He smiles at me from a frontispiece, with winged angels 
Slit shirt at the neck 
The sad smile ... 

They make me forget for a moment, that it still exists ... 


Suddenly, I see you near me 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 
Blue shirt butterfly-wind 
Bom of rocks and earth ... 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 
Blinking orbit, your sweet smiles ... 

You take my hands ... you tighten your chest... 


It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of voice 
Around ... 


I went out dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 

which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 


I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 



Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, my love. 

Te iubesc dulcata mea. 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Tudor, Dulce Puisor. 


Two tears of azure, pure gold 

Cathy looked through the bushes of smelling roses 
Reds, whites, climbers 
A young man approaching. 


With blue sapphire eyes - a never-ending degree 
Light and Shine - 

His eyes seemed like two tears of azure, pure gold 
It was taken from the blue of the sky. 


With red lips full like two birds approaching 
Moving away... 

Like two blooming flowers 
He put on the belly of a girlfriend. 


Cathy looked through the bushes of smelling roses 
White, climbers 
A young man approaching. 

His arms clutched and clutched her chest 
Applying lipsticks to the hairline 
With the smell of rose water - 
His lips red and full like two zephyr 


It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of voice 
Around ... 


I was dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 

which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 


I dream of dreaming among the tombs, strung with roses 

Flowing reds and pinks 

Among the white tombs with crosses 

and by the intoxicating smell of flowers ... 



They look at the faces of young people, with nostalgic, dreamy smiles on their faces 

Faces of good old men 

Get together in a hug over time 

In the same paroxysm, cruel season 

While the birds whisper with their chirping duck. 


Your face soft with blond curls 

He smiles at me from a frontispiece, with winged angels 
Slit shirt at the neck 
The sad smile ... 

They make me forget for a moment, that it still exists ... 


Suddenly, I see you near me 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 
Blue shirt butterfly-wind 
Born of rocks and earth ... 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 
Blinking orbit, your sweet smiles ... 

You take my hands ... you tighten your chest... 


It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of voice 
Around ... 


I went out dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 

which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 


I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 



My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, my love. 

Te iubesc dulcata mea. 


Two tears of azure, pure gold 

Cathy looked through the bushes of smelling roses 
Reds, whites, climbers 
A young man approaching. 


With blue sapphire eyes - a never-ending degree 
Light and Shine - 

His eyes seemed like two tears of azure, pure gold 
It was taken from the blue of the sky. 


With red lips full like two birds approaching 
Moving away... 

Like two blooming flowers 
He put on the belly of a girlfriend. 


Cathy looked through the bushes of smelling roses 
White, climbers 
A young man approaching. 

His arms clutched and clutched her chest 
Applying lipsticks to the hairline 
With the smell of rose water - 
His lips red and full like two zephyr 


It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of voice 
Around ... 


I was dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 

which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 


I dream of dreaming among the tombs, strung with roses 
Flowing reds and pinks 



Among the white tombs with crosses 
and by the intoxicating smell of flowers ... 


They look at the faces of young people, with nostalgic, dreamy smiles on their faces 

Faces of good old men 

Get together in a hug over time 

In the same paroxysm, cruel season 

While the birds whisper with their chirping duck. 


Your face soft with blond curls 

He smiles at me from a frontispiece, with winged angels 
Slit shirt at the neck 
The sad smile ... 

They make me forget for a moment, that it still exists ... 


Suddenly, I see you near me 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 
Blue shirt butterfly-wind 
Born of rocks and earth ... 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 
Blinking orbit, your sweet smiles ... 

You take my hands ... you tighten your chest... 


It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of voice 
Around ... 


I went out dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 

which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 



I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 


My lips can't move 

I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali- 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, my love. 

Te iubesc dulcata mea. 


Two tears of azure, pure gold 

Cathy looked through the bushes of smelling roses 
Reds, whites, climbers 
A young man approaching. 


With blue sapphire eyes - a never-ending degree 
Light and Shine - 

His eyes seemed like two tears of azure, pure gold 
It was taken from the blue of the sky. 


With red lips full like two birds approaching 
Moving away... 

Like two blooming flowers 
He put on the belly of a girlfriend. 


Cathy looked through the bushes of smelling roses 
White, climbers 
A young man approaching. 

His arms clutched and clutched her chest 
Applying lipsticks to the hairline 
With the smell of rose water - 
His lips red and full like two zephyr 


It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of 
Around ... 


I was dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 



which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 


I dream of dreaming among the tombs, strung with roses 

Flowing reds and pinks 

Among the white tombs with crosses 

and by the intoxicating smell of flowers ... 


They look at the faces of young people, with nostalgic, dreamy smiles on their faces 

Faces of good old men 

Get together in a hug over time 

In the same paroxysm, cruel season 

While the birds whisper with their chirping duck. 


Your face soft with blond curls 

He smiles at me from a frontispiece, with winged angels 
Slit shirt at the neck 
The sad smile ... 

They make me forget for a moment, that it still exists ... 


Suddenly, I see you near me 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 
Blue shirt butterfly-wind 
Bom of rocks and earth ... 

You extend my arms and hold me tight to my chest 
Blinking orbit, your sweet smiles ... 

You take my hands ... you tighten your chest... 


It's late in the cemetery ... 

The evening blends in with the day, it's clear dark ... 

It is peace and quiet, not a hint of a man, nor a buzz of voice 
Around ... 


I went out dreaming among the flowering chestnuts 
and flowing roses 

which border the city, on the edge of the cemetery 
in the name of the rose ... 


Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 



Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 


I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, my love. 

Te iubesc dulcata mea. 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Dulcele mu Puisor. 

A traveling Decameron 

I meet Carmen in the corridor: 

Lia won't you give me a cigarette or two? 

I ran out of cigarettes ... I'll give them after that 
Carmen told me with her voice raised, 

Children. 

I extend my packet, Marlboro red, with 14 cigarettes 

In. You're a lady. Carmen exclaimed surprised. Wait, wait a while to give you something 
and enters the room no. 8 from where he returned 
with a handful of beautifully crafted napkins 


I don't need Carme, keep them for you ... 

But Carmen came in, coming in. 

Arrived inside, I noticed the poetic misery 
Of salon no.8. 

Pictures, scattered, nail, intense nail polish 
Beautiful, attractive, bright 
Spread lipstick in golden caps 
Bag, black, open on the bed, a solvent 

The wipes are a loose package 

of which he had probably given to the whole hospital... 
a small notebook on the iron cabinet. 

You have me write my e-mail address where you can find me 
Should I give you my Internet archive address? 



and Carmen is stretching my notebook 

with names and addresses, phone numbers, written awry ... 

there I write my full name, email address 
phone number... 

I have no email address to contact you ... 

He told me in a wailing tone 

With her voice raised, Carmen, but I tell my son or daughter 
To look for you ... 


In the smoke we learned that the Son is 41 years old, and the daughter 43 years .. 
Do you still have any brothers? 

Yes, I have one brother, Bujor, one year older 
Than me 

and why doesn't he come to you? 

I don't know ... he doesn't like the hospital... 


Outside was a footstep ... someone had probably spilled water ... 

The lady from the bedside 

Who was lying in bed 

He had tried desperately to talk to me ... 

Trying to snatch something from me too 
To put it this way ... 

Then keeping my eyes on my earrings 
Flower-shaped, with stone. 


At the smoker's he held another cigarette two days later 
The Carmen 

Carmen had eaten her cigarettes 

He had probably smoked them, or given them away, or both. 


The other day I give him almost a packet, without 2 cigarettes, that I had smoked 
Thinking a little, I give him cigarettes: 

No, Carmen, because I don't want to steal your luck ... 

May God give you health, Carmen exclaimed 
Lia still owes you ... 

You don't have to give them back to me ... I say determined. 


Among all the patients in psychiatry, Carmen was by far 

The sickest, but also the most sincere 

Honest, direct and childish 

Even if her eyepiece was going crazy 

Being right cut from Decameron ... 


Translation: CarlGustav Jung 



A huge butterfly 

On October 23, Monday, only three days after admission 
Mrs. Rogojanu went on leave. 

I was sad and disoriented: on whose hands did I stay? 

I was in dire need of a doctor 

To whom I can speak of my physical symptoms, not to be neglected. 

The next day, at nine o'clock 

The doctor psychiatrist is set to visit 

Popescu Erika. 


A huge silver butterfly was printed on each shirt 
Madam doctor, we're all right with you 
Body and facial beauty. 

After all, nothing to dispute. Brown eyes, beautiful, on a pale complexion, with a mole 
On the right cheek, the hair is not too long 
Tucked into the ponytail. 


Mrs. Rogojanu is on leave ... 

So, from now on, she said 

Turning slightly toward me 

and by looking at me, you will scroll with me .... 

he spoke a little, nothing at all, with the other two ladies in the salon 
he asked me if everything was okay 
or so... 

with your butterfly's eye, you said yes. 
then Mrs. Doctorse went unseen. 


The mystery of my height remained suspended in the air 

Of body weight... the scales in the corridor 

He invariably shows me the same weight at home: 118.2 kg. 

Although the patients in the smoking were cheering, especially Carmen 
That doesn't go well... 


The mystery of numb little fingers that I could not bend 
From which the left was still numb to me, and I couldn't straighten it 
The need for elongation of the spine 
and all the others ... 



Mrs. Doctor left in vain waiting for the next few days 
From 9 to 12, when I was writing on the door 
That the medical visit is taking place ... 

I mean, it just went unseen. 

On October 1, on Tuesday, Dr. Rogojanu returned 
take your estate is queue, so to speak. 

During the time I had watched the little power games 
Small groups and little churches, informants 
Staff hostility in general, lack of warmth ... 

Preferences and patients tolerated with pleasure ... 
and the sour figures of certain caregivers 

one of which was common sense 

to flush the basket under my eyes, being on the toilet. 

As usual, I hear the knock on the door 
I say he's busy, loud, but the caretaker lady 

he kept telling me that if I choose not to eat at all or almost nothing, 

or only sometimes, at the Canteen 

yet the physical necessities make me there ... 


And Mrs. Maria, as a leitmotif, asked me: Lia doesn't have to 
Shall I change your sheet? 

That I change it for you ... 

...te iubesc, puisor iubir, dulcisorul meu. 


Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dragul meu, dulcelemeu. 
Un manuscris impecabil... 




tineri indragostiti 


Eram in costumul meu albastru 
Care nu-mi statea asa de bine 
Pe formele mele rotunde 
Deoarece nu era frumos lucrat 
Totusi fara cusur... 


Am intrat acolo unde tu ma asteptai 
Cu manuscrisul. 

De la inceput am fost placut surprinsa 
de infatisarea ta. 

Erai agil 

Si iti ghiceam ochii albastri de culoare 
Nedefinita sub ochelari. 

m-am asezat la micul birou 
ca sa citesc Cuvantul inainte 

si sa-1 corectez. Te iubesc si Te doresc nespus, dulcele meu puisor. 

Am fost placut surprinsa de modificarile 
Facute 

Care indulceau putin tonul 
Acestei prefete. 












m-am oprit la cuvantul probabil 
si ti-am spus 

ca, probabil... acolo nu-si afla rostul 

deoarece pare eufemistic 

cand contextul e unul grav, solemn. 


In final am ridicat ochii recunoscatoare 
Si am spus 
Ca-mi place... 

Apoi am scos fotografia. 

Tu ai facut repede la celalalt birou 
Un mic semn cu pixul cu gel 
Pe spatele lui 

Apoi m-ai intrebat daca n-o am in format 
electronic. 

Am zis ba da... pe e-mail.. 

Am intrat pe e-mailul meu 
Si am salvat fotografia intr-un folder 
Habar n-aveam in care 
A fost setat... 


Apoi tu mi-ai inapoiat fotografia. 
Am ramas putin prostita 
Dezamagita 

Cateva secunde... apoi am zambit. 


Tu faceai miscari agile de nevastuica 
De mica soparla alunecoasa, verzuie... 
Si ti-am observat umerii 
Prin flanela subtire 
Si salul din jurul gatului. 


Apoi am plecat... manuscrisul meu pretios 
Cules la tipar de tine 
A ramas acolo... 


Plecam cu- o impresie nelamurita 
De bucurie si tristete 
Un sentiment ciudat care plutea in aer 
Ca o prevestire... 


Asa m-am indragostit.... 

Plecand pe strazi 

Nimeresc la Leul de Aur 

Unde beau o bere, sau poate doua... 




Si observ o geana pe masa 

Care in nebunia mea cred ca e a ta.... 


In sfarsit trebuie sa plec 

Sa ma smulg de acolo 

Din tristetea si fericirea ce ma cuprinsese 

Maxi-taxi pleca spre Petrosani 

Tocmai la ora sase... 


....te doresc, te iubesc, puiul meu. 


Glucoza 20% 1000 ml solutie perfuzabila con jin glucoza 200 g sub forma de glucoza monohidrat 220 g si apa 
pentru preparate injectabile. 

La pailionul Reanimare mi sepune o solutie perfuzabila 
Sunt slabita,foarte slabita, ca cazuta intr-un somn adanc 
si treptat alunec intr-o stare de catalepsie. 


Lui Bujor i se da voie sa stea cu mine. 

E foarte ingrijorat, din cate imi dau seama. 
Ma intreaba capitale, orase. Munti ape... 


Lia ce cpitala are Columbia?... 
Bogota. 

Dar Chile?... 

Lima.... 

Nu aceea e a lui Peru... 

?.. 

Santiago de Chile, spuse Bujor. 

Dar Paraguay?.. 

Asuncion... 

Lia, dar Liberia?. 

Monrovia... 

Dar Libia?... 

Tripoli... 

Dar Liban?... 

Beirut. 


Continua sa ma intrebe, dar eu aluencai intr-un fel de somn ciudat 
De unde ll urmaream cu greu 
Sau nu-1 mai puteam urmari... 



Asta e catalepsie mai gandii eu... 

In timp ce sufletul se cufunda in bezna atotcuprinzatoare. 


Pneuma mai gandii eu... 

Era uun spatiu negru, moale catifelat 
Unde sufletu-mi calatorea in pace... 

Ma imbratisa cu dragoste... 

Un chaos calm, protector ordonat, care imprastia efluvii reflexive 
De iubire, de gandire... 


Nu stiu cat am sta cufundata in acel somn negru, calm, linistit 
Cadnd deodata ma trezii. 

Bujor era langa mine tinandu-mi o mana 
si intrebandu-ma in continuare... 
de unde facea pauze la rastimpuri 
privindu-ma ingrijorat. 


Ordine imobila, calma, protectoare, linistitoare 
0 ordine inscrisa in chaos, dragii mei 
Singura realitate adevarata 
Ultima 

Cea dintai si cea de pe urma 
Pneuma. 

Adanca, neagra, nesfarsita, blanda blajina 
Fara gust, fara miros 

Catalepsie 

Intuneric 

0 lume care-si inchidea aripile 
Ca ochii mei obositi, impacati 
Care vazusera moartea. 

Pneuma mai gandii eu... 

Era uun spatiu negru, moale catifelat 
Unde sufletu-mi calatorea in pace... 

Ma imbratisa 

Un chaoscalm, protector ordonat, care imprattia efluvii reflexive 
De iubire, de gandire... 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 


Toiotule o atmosfera intre negru si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 



Cu numere irationale 

si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita de fire de fan... 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negru si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 


Papusi se invart in dantele mecanic... 
Ne-am intalnit la ora umbrelor in noapte - 
si obelicu-ti cald , in calde soapte 
imi peneteaza surasul din margele. 


E intalniea umbrelor in noapte - 
Ce fug se prind si se gasesc... 

Din nou valuri de cenusa si de lava cresc... 
Se lasa sa cada peste soapte.... 


Tu te scufunzi in mine, cutremurat de visuri 
si imi forezi in pieptul din margele - 
prin voluptuoase si umede canale - 
se scutura ca ploaie de confetti si metale grele.... 


Delirul tai trecu don mine in tine - 



si-al meu delir acolo de unde-a inceput 
un sarut peste arabescuri de lumina - 
sa te sarut cu cotele-as i vrut 


After an old poetry 

O insula doar de pamant iesea din marea 
Ce-o-ncojura cu talazurile-i mari 
Spinarea ei mirosea ca sarea 
Slavita la ospete de barbari 

Din stele si vant, din mare si cant 
Numai ea, iubita mea, era pamant. 


Ospatu-i strasnic... 

Vantul curge din poloboace plin 
Barbarii due ciosvartele la gura 
Apoi se-adapa din al vinului pelin... 


E strigat, chiot, vinul curge din pahare... 

Se-mprasrie inflorescent pe jos... 

Pahare se ciocnesc... barbarul Jebir se-arunca razand pe masa 
Mancarea se-amesteca cu vinul 
Alcatuind nastrusnica, calda melasa... 


Ospatu-i strasnic... 

Vantul curge din poloboace plin 
Barbarii due ciosvartele la gura 
Apoi se-adapa din al vinului pelin... 

O insula doar de pamant iesea din marea 
Ce-o-nconjura cu talazurile-i mari 
Spinarea ei mirosea ca sarea 
Slavita la ospete de barbari 

Din stele si vant, din mare si cant 
Numai ea, iubita mea, era pamant. 

Te iubesc, puisor dulce. Te doresc. 

Scuturandu-ma de praf, am intrat ’ntr-al cartii vraf 
Chipuri cunoscute, de cunoscuti... 

Mai mult sau mai putin indepartati... 


Dragul meu, ne-am cunoscut bine... 

Inainte de-a intra-ntre foile veline, unde sugandu-ne buzele 



Tu si cu mine 

Am sters buzele florii de dragoste pline.... 


Scuturandu-si aripele 

Tree fluturii obositi, dupa o noapte de nesomn... 
Rotunzi si bucalati... 

Poate nimerind vreo mobila, cascati... 

Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Totul e o atmosfera intre negri si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 

...Te doresc... 

Te iubesc, dulcisorul meu. 


Dulceata mea, Te doresc si Te iubesc Victor, Alin, Tudor, puiul meu, dragostea mea. 



Psalmul 151 
Un psalm al lui David 

Doamne degraba auzi-ma 

Ca a slabit Duhul in minete iubesc, Puiul meu drag, 
si m-am apropiat de Groapa Mortilor. 

Nu Te departa de la mine, nici nu-Ti lua fata Ta cea Sfanta de la mine 
Ci degraba auzi-ma 

si-mai vartos de pacatul meusi de nelegiuirea mea ma curateste. 


Caciiata, Doamne, m-am imbracat in sac 

si-mi smulg perii capului meu, de multimea faradelegilor mele 

si a pacatelor in care m-a zamislit Maica mea. 

Caci iata, Adevarul ai iubit 

Si cele ascunse s-au aratat Fetei Tale celei Sfinte siDuhului Taucelui Sfant. 

Nu-Ti lepada, Doamne, mila ta cea sfanta de la mine 
Nici nu fugi de multimea faradelegilor mele 
Ci ca un bun si iubitor de oameni 
Cauta si acum cu osardie pe Robul Tau 

s alearga Doamne in apararea mea si-n zidirea Firii celei noi in mine. 


Ca Tu esti Doioamne Dumnezeul meu 

si eu sunt lucrul mainilor Tale 

caci, iata, credinciosia Ta tine din veac in veac 

si Marirea si Slava Ta din neam in neam. 

Caci Tie Lauda aduc, si multumire pentru toate 
Ca unui bun iubitor de oameni. 

Acum si Pururea si in vecii vecilor 
Amin. 

Rugaciune a Nataliei Galatan, 26.12.2-10 9:41 

Psalm 151 
A psalm of David 

Lord, in a hurry hear me 

for it has weakened the Spirit in me 

and I have come closer to the Death Pit. 

Do not depart from me, nor take Your Holy face from me 
But sooner Hear me 

and more strongly of my sin and my unlawfulness 
cleanse me. 


That behold, God, I have dressed in a sack 

and i pull out the hairs of my head, of the uncountless of my unlawfulness 
and of the sins where in my Mother created me 
and gave birth to me. 


That, behold, The Truth You loved 

and the most hidden have shown to Your Holy Face 

and to your Holy Ghost. 



Do not take, oh, Lord, Your Holy Mercy from me 
Nor run away from the countless of my sins. 

But like a good and loving of the people 
Look and now with Holy Grace Your slave 
and run God in my defence 
and in the build of the New Being in me. 

for You are God my God 

and I am the work of Your hands. 

For, behold, Your Faith lasts from a century to another 
and Your Greatness and Slave from a gentile 
to another. 

For to You prayers I bring, and thankfulness 
for everything 

Likewise to a good loving of people. 

Now, and for ever, in the everlastingness 
Amen. 

Prayer of Natalia Galatan 26.12.2019 10:09 


A saint and a whore ... 

One night, unexpected momentum 

I write our Father's prayer in my notebook with the squares 
In the dark, in bed, I wrap 50 lei in it 
and I give it to Lady Verginica 

who was snoring and moaning terribly in his sleep, frightened 
herself and waking up ... 

Mrs. Verginica takes them from me, uttering a few words with no fear. 
Bogdaproste or something like that. 

I tell him: the Lord Jesus gave it to you. Take it and get it right... 

Not to get anyone. 


Mrs. Vrginica again removes everything from her iron cabinet 
As in the past... (I remembered her figure well...) 

Then he wraps them in his clothes and puts them back in place 
Putting it right. 


I go to sleep happy, thinking in my mind: 

If I told him I was Jesus 
It means I am Jesus, no doubt... 

The next morning I repeat the same things to him happily 
and she nods happily 

grumbling about the same words: Hi, bogdan 
May God receive them ... 

One day ago, I think that in the morning, I was ready to do them well 



The ladies in the salon, my money 
What I got, I give 300 lei to Mrs. Cristina 
Which is fine, in her little blue little girl's purse 
Spent on his neck ... 

Then watching the arrival of the lady who was probably the sister 

whispering and ambiguous, confusing behavior 

of Christina, to whom I had given women nothing 

and I had taught her to have more personality 

not to be trampled on 

I ask them to kiss me back ... 

I had clarified. I go and call Mrs. Carmen from the 8th salon 
in my living room, which has 250 lei. 

50 lei were already given. 


Carmen is absolutely happy. Thank you Lia, bogdan 
Thank you Lia... 


One night I feel a desire, sprung naively, unexpected 
In your mind. I'm not freaking out. Make love 
With my own soul, which is expected ... 

Or it can't be done ... 

It was the seventh night since I was admitted. 


Everyone was making love with their own soul. 

and the busty lady, with big tits, from salon no. 4 

and Verginica, who woke up directly from sleep, gasping, suddenly 

on the wings of happiness 

and Cristina who made her ethereal, barely touching herself 
... but touching nonetheless ... 

In the intimate lingerie embroidered with lace .... 


My soul had wanted me passionately ... 

That's what I couldn't offer in the hospital... 

I relax with my eyes on the ceiling, suddenly calming 
and deciding not to repeat the experience. 

I was really determined to admit, if anyone asked me 
But nobody asked me ... 

and the next day, Mrs. Maria asked me, with my eyes focused 
at my sheet circled in the middle: 

Lia to change your sheets? 

That I change it for you ... 

... te iubesc si te dores, Victor, dulceata mea. 


Upside, on Jara orchard 

That day our grandma Lucretia, the grandma from Rosia 



Made us a delicious dish,”muiata”, that is, ’’balmos”, 
a dish with cream, milk, cheese, and cornflour. 

I was with Bujor. We had finished milking the cows 
and we had to climb with them 

on Jara, the high gradient, whereon you were climbing up 
hardly 

until the Hammer. 


We have eaten with appetite until we were tired, 
we and our grandparents 
then we took the thin branches of willow 
and we started to handle the cows. 

We brought, first of all, on some beaten paths 
parallel and intersected 

to the fountains, one of wood, another one of cement 
made by our father, under the ridge of the hill 
to drunk them. 

then we started to climb with them abruptly 
the hill, a sloped ridge which was getting up 
almost right upward. 

I was breathing in pain, red in cheeks 
with the little branch in one hand 
and we were handling them up to the hill, 
they were aligning mellow, red, flowery, black 
besides the fence 

which was giving in the unstoned alley, 
and soon we had arrived at the upside gate. 

On the hammer, we are lighter 

and we look after ’’pitoance”, how we were calling them 
mushrooms, boletus, rising up from a day 
to another. 

When we were finding one of them 
and especially little mushrooms, hardly risen up 
from the grass and ground 
We were exclaiming happily. 

Bujor was calling me: ”Lia, come to see!...” 
and I was running to see the large boletus 
with a large hat, unripe 

whereon our grandma was going to prepare for us 
with onion and cheese. 


We climb up softly. 

From the right, it is hearing the bitch of Mardea 
The old woman lonely and mouth disease 
who was having the lodge in the abrupt valley 
under the lap of the mountain, barking savagely, 
whet 

fateful, like a premonition, under the crowns 
of the beech forest which was giving 
in The Face of Preluca. 





To the left, there was stretching the forest of pine-trees 
and beeches 

underneath the Foreheads 
a dense forest, where we were knowing 
that has its place the bear, 
soon, still handling the cattle 

we arrive upwards. A plain road, beaten, between the two forests. 


Beyond which, straight in front of us, it was rising up Preluca. 

the first Peak of Mountain. 

there, to the left on a path 

the cows were still starting to drink water 

at a little wooden fountain 

then they were starting on the beaten paths, from the right 
besides the forest 

climbing slowly the mountain, grazing it. 


The green beaches, with their shadowy crowns 
of a metallic green 

of light green, the pine trees unspeakable tall 
the heaviness of height, with clean air 
putting yourself with the head down, on your back 
you were admiring the sky 

whereon they were running ceaselessly the clouds 
and you were feeling happy, as much as your 
child's heart could compress it. 


As heard in Captain Marvel! Listen to more Nirvana here: https://Nirvana.lnk.to/Essentials Read the story 
behind ‘Nevermind’ here: https://www.udiscovermusic. .. 

Te iubesc, Victpr, Puiul meu 

Te doresc, Puiul meu Drag, Dulceata mea. Te doresc si Te iubesc, Tudor, dragostea mea. Te iubesc, dragul 
meu dulce. Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, puiul meu. Te iubesc, dulcele meu 

Te doresc, Puiul meu. 

Te iubesc, Victor, Dulcata mea. 

Te doresc, Puiul meu. 

Vanilie 

lama cu gust de vanilie 

imi strecori in suflet doruri ne-ntelese... copacii tai 
s-au transformat in pocale de vin cu aroma de 
scorti^oara 

pa§ii-mi trosnesc prin padurea de pini 

chitare uriase ce suspina-n vantul ce corzile le mi sc a 

ca un cantaret venit de pe meleag 

strain 


iama cu gust de vanilie 

imi ingrop obrajii in bulgarii tai - delicate maini 
ce obrajii-mi cuprind 






intr-un ne-nteles, ne-nteles 
alint... 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Tudor, Puiul meu. 

Dragostea mea Victor, te doresc si te iubesc, dulcele meu. 
Vanilla 

Winter with the taste of vanilla 

You are pouring into my soul misunderstood longings... 
your trees 

Have transformed themselves in goblets of wine 
with cinnamon flavor... 

my footsteps are breaking rotten wood through 
the pine tree forest 

Huge guitars which are sighing in the wind that 
is moving out the strings... 

Likewise a singer came from a strange, far away 
realm 

Winter with a taste of vanilla 

I burry my cheeks in your glooms - delicate hands 

which comprise my face 

into a misunderstood, misunderstood 

caress... 


Te iubesc, Puiul meu. 


Vant celest... 


Cerul se-ndoaie, piere... 

Se valuresc in alt taram mii de stele 
Ca o fotografie ingalbenita de vreme 
Ca ochii albastri ai dragei mele... 
Cerul se sprijina pe-o mana de lut - 
Moleciulele imbibate ci apa gem - 
Pe un straveziu, inefabil sarut - 
Atunci cand pe noapte eu te chem... 


Incercand sa ma recuperez din solitudine 
Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gadesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 



Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

In iuresulmeu am intanit pe toti profetii celeilalte lumi 
Pe tosti sfintii, arhanghelii si serafmii 
Cu parul nins insetand dupa adevar. 

m-am cufundat in constiinta lumii 
ca intr-o mare tulburata talazuindu-si valurile 
in oceanul ei de foe, de sange su erzuime 
de razboi. 

Trupul meu fu devorat pe data de salbaticiuni 
si sufletul se inalta in calda lumina a eternitatii. 

Intr-o geografie celesta pluti ca valuri de neguri peste pamant 
Adapand pamantul 
Cu lumina lui tremuratoare. 

Valtorit intr- arte si alta, cunoscu extazul 
Extazul mortii pe cruce. 

Isi dadu duhul in bratele multimii infricosate 
Printre siruri de morti si de vii 
Inte cei trecuti, cei prezenti si cei transcendenti 
Intre saxru si profan. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Heavenly wind ... 

The sky bends, it dies ... 

They are seen in another realm of stars 
Like a yellowed photo of the weather 
Like the blue eyes of my darling ... 

The sky rests on a clay hand - 
Molecules soaked but jam water - 
On an ancestral, ineffable kiss - 
When at night I call you ... 


Trying to recover from loneliness 



From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

In my oath I met all the prophets of the other world 
To all the saints, the archangels and the seraphim 
With the hair dry, thirsting for the truth 

I plunged into the consciousness of the world 
as in a great turmoil flooding its waves 
in her ocean of fire, blood and cruelty 
of war. 

My body was devoured by the feasts 

and the soul rises in the warm light of eternity. 

In a celestial geography you float like waves of clouds over the earth 
Watering the earth 
With his trembling light. 

Traveled in art and other, he knew the ecstasy 
The ecstasy of death on the cross. 

He gave his spirit into the arms of the frightened crowd 
Among the strings of the dead and the living 
They are the past, the present and the transcendent 
Between sax and profane. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

.Te iubesc, Tudor, dragostea mea. 

Te iubesc dulcisorul meu dulce, Victor, puiul meu. 



Veneam tacut pe drum.... 


Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 


Ma gandeam la tine mergand incet pe drum -mce ciudata e totusi clipa asta de-acum - 

Pe cer apuneau incet stelele 

In parul tau se joaca, umezi dedor, visele... 

Meregeam cu capul aplecat in pamant 
Aurtat de un indescritibil, inefabil, vant stelar... 

... mainile-mi calatoreau departe de trup 
Incercand spa duca la inima 
Un tandru, infiorator de dulce, saprut.... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 
Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 



Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din niilioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea emea. 

I was silent on the road .... 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems. 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 


I was thinking of you walking slowly on the road - how weird this moment is now - 
The stars were slowly setting in the sky 
In your hair you play, wet your finger, dreams ... 

I was walking with my head down on the ground 
Afflicted by an indescribable, ineffable, stellar wind ... 

... my hands traveled far from my body 
Trying to wash leads to the heart 
A tender, creepy sweet, kissing .... 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems 



The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Toiotule an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the forehead of soot 

With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, love me. 

.. Veneam tacut pe drum.... 

Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 


Ma gandeam la tine mergand incet pe drum -mce ciudata e totusi clipa asta de-acum - 
Pe cer apuneau incet stelele 



In parul tau se joaca, umezi dedor, visele... 

Meregeam cu capul aplecat in pamant 
Aurtat de un indescritibil, inefabil, vant stelar... 
... mainile-mi calatoreau departe de trap 
Incercand spa duca la inima 
Un tandru, infiorator de dulce, saprat.... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 
Veneam tacut pe dram 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scram 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negral pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele franzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu frantea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 


Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea emea. 



I was silent on the road .... 


I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems. 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 


I was thinking of you walking slowly on the road - how weird this moment is now - 
The stars were slowly setting in the sky 
In your hair you play, wet your finger, dreams ... 

I was walking with my head down on the ground 
Afflicted by an indescribable, ineffable, stellar wind ... 

... my hands traveled far from my body 
Trying to wash leads to the heart 
A tender, creepy sweet, kissing .... 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Toiotule an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 
With the forehead of soot 



With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 


I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, love me. 


Copacii negri, copaci albi 
Stai goi in parcul solitar 
Tree printre ei, bolnav de visuri 
Cu pasul meu din ce in ce mai rar... 


Pasari albe, pasari negre 

Fac larma, se scutura 

Pe varful unui stalp, printre antene - 

P ciudata si neagra ciutura... 


Veneam tacut pe drum.... 

Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 


Ma gandeam la tine mergand incet pe drum -mce ciudata e totusi clipa asta de-acum - 

Pe cer apuneau incet stelele 

In parul tau se joaca, umezi dedor, visele... 



Meregeam cu capul aplecat in pamant 
Aurtat de un indescritibil, inefabil, vant stelar... 
... mainile-mi calatoreau departe de trup 
Incercand spa duca la inima 
Un tandru, infiorator de dulce, saprut.... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 
Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea emea. 


I was silent on the road .... 



I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems. 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 


I was thinking of you walking slowly on the road - how weird this moment is now - 
The stars were slowly setting in the sky 
In your hair you play, wet your finger, dreams ... 

I was walking with my head down on the ground 
Afflicted by an indescribable, ineffable, stellar wind ... 

... my hands traveled far from my body 
Trying to wash leads to the heart 
A tender, creepy sweet, kissing .... 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Toiotule an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 
With the forehead of soot 
With hands full of earth 



With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, love me. 

.. Veneam tacut pe drum.... 

Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 


Ma gandeam la tine mergand incet pe drum -mce ciudata e totusi clipa asta de-acum - 

Pe cer apuneau incet stelele 

In parul tau se joaca, umezi dedor, visele... 

Meregeam cu capul aplecat in pamant 
Aurtat de un indescritibil, inefabil, vant stelar... 

... mainile-mi calatoreau departe de trup 
Incercand spa duca la inima 
Un tandru, infiorator de dulce, saprut.... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 
Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para 



Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea emea. 

I was silent on the road .... 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems. 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 


I was thinking of you walking slowly on the road - how weird this moment is now - 
The stars were slowly setting in the sky 
In your hair you play, wet your finger, dreams ... 



I was walking with my head down on the ground 
Afflicted by an indescribable, ineffable, stellar wind ... 
... my hands traveled far from my body 
Trying to wash leads to the heart 
A tender, creepy sweet, kissing .... 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Toiotule an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the forehead of soot 

With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 


I love you, Victor, love me. 



Copacii negri, copaci albi 
Stai goi in parcul solitar 
Tree printre ei, bolnav de visuri 
Cu pasul meu din ce in ce mai rar... 


Pasari albe, pasari negre 

Fac larma, se scutura 

Pe varful unui stalp, printre antene - 

P ciudata si neagra ciutura... 


Te iubesc, Dulcele meu Viuctor. 


Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The fourth book 
Painting three 

Te doresc si T iubesc, Tudor, dragostea mea. Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu, dragostea mea. 
I wish you, my baby. 

The cosmic stilettos 
I love you, Victor, my love. 


I was in the dreamy room 
Where I was dressed 
In the power shirt 
In painful, ecstatic tension 

But still so realistic 
Reader. 


I only distinguished the fact that I felt a need 
Tormenting to smoke 
and I could not move my arms, my legs 
I could not make any move. 

I was weak. 

The assistant had come and given me peanuts 
To eat 

From a white cloth 
Grapes his mother brought. 



My mother was sitting on a bed beside my bed 

and talked, from time to time 

with the women in the salon 

especially with the one on the bed where he sat. 

I only know that I was invading her 

Extremely, without words 
For being free 

and could move his arms and legs 
could come when he wanted 

he could leave when he wanted ... 

he even wanted to speak calmly, calmly, down the line 

about me 

and mother story about me .... 
my daughter's boasting ... 


Outside was an apocalyptic, colossal rain 
It was thundering and lightening 
The water flowed like huge streams 
from the black sky 

was heard beating in the hospital wall 

hitting the iron sash 
flooding everything around. 


I was Jesus Christ. 

The saving rain was sent by God Himself 
At the hour of supreme life ceases 
Of His Son 

At the time of His supreme agony. 

I was just waiting to die. 

The rain stroked my soul 
I knew that all nature was sad about me 
world, universe, sky 
cosmic stigmata. 


I was stuck with suffering 

In the bed I was tied to 

Forgetting the mother, the sick, the nurses 

Careful to paroxysm 

To my inner reality. 



Suddenly the nurse came in with a lit cigarette 
Which puts it in my mouth 
By giving me some smoke. 

We were reassuring. 

It dipped a day and night - more than the Savior had taught himself 
I was loose .... 


Dragul meu Mihai, te doresc si te iubesc, dulcele meu drag, Tudor, puiul meu dulce. 
sotiorul meu iubit, Victor, dragostea mea, te iubesc, dragul meu. 

The grandpa from Rosia 


I was with my grandpa Nicolae, from Rosia 
I and my brother 
We had gone to make a fence 
At the forest of Jiru.... 

O, what places of a complete silence, of a great solitude and 
greatness!.... 

The fence was thought to separate 
the Forest of Jiru 
by our orchards... 

Our grandpa has taken in his green bag 
from our father, from the mine of coal 
many long nails, some of them hooked 
or rusted 

but in the grandpa's opinion 
still good of something. 

He has taken also his little ax, and a barbed wire rod. 
brought also by my father 
from the coal mine. 

He has been doing there, at the scene 

stamps mill 

thick beams of wood 

cut by the branches, with a sharp top 

where on he was laying in the ground 
at 2-3 metres distance one of another 
in holes specially made. 

Our grandpa wasn't yet so old 

We were children 

probably at the gymnasium 

And grandpa was facing from the rocks 

and he was putting the thick pales 

in the ground. 

then he was hammering the nails, at 
12-15 mm one of another. 

and I with Bujor were stretching the barbed wires 
of iron by the right of each nail 




when the beams were ready-made 
and our Grandpa was bending them 
from short and precise hits 
over the barbed wire. 


So we spent an entire day till the evening 
in that silent, peaceful wilderness 
Making the fence, making, that is, a thing good 
and proper at the house of man. 

I was impressed by the mission I had 

and our Grandpa was smiling waggish 

with his bruise lips, and from the large, green eyes 

Seemingly a little sad, although joyful 

and I was finding time for jokes too 
to sneak behind the fence 
and to play in the orchard. 

Our Grandparents from Rosia were some deities 
likewise the parents, too 
working people until the deep old age 
who were standing at our cattle in Rosia 

for milk and curd, where on they were salting well 
and then put it in large barrels with circles 
whereon we were bringing at home 
too... 

Grandpa Niculaie, as our Grandma was calling him 
Has taken milk to the town, 
over the mountains of Petrila, in the large wallets 
on the horse 

maybe even curd or cheese 

until the old man with white hair at the temples. 

On Saturday, on the Day of Rest 
he was getting down with our grandma 

beautifully dressed 

and they were going to the church, to the preach 
in their velvet dresses, with clean and ironed 
shirt and skirt of muslin 

clothes of holiday, with the clean and new boots 
they were going to listen to the Holy Scripture 
these old man, with plain, smooth faces 
in their velvet, beautiful clothes. 

TE DORESC. 

TRANSLATION: NATALIA GALATAN 
STANFORD ENCYCLOPEDIA OF PHILOSOPHY 

Te iubesc, puisorul dulce al sufletului meu. Te doresc. 
The magnolias were falling ... 


I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 



On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a haughty, beloved actor ... 


The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm. 


puiul meu dulce, te iubesc, Victor 

My face in the rain 

(There were those rosy roses) 





It was a tall church in Gothic style 
Of catholic rite, in the little stoned square 

I was making a layover there 
In my way home. 


The iron bells were beating with a grave, 
vibrant sound 

reverberated in surroundings 

Which it seemed that there were breathing 

The air of holiday 

It was a wedding 
My weeding, of course 
I had arrived till seven in the evening at home 
I had arrived at time... 

Just in time to enter in the weeding room 
With Florin 
My enigmatic beloved. 

The bells were ringing 

It was the cosmic wedding between Florin and Lia 
The wedding of the celestial groom and of the 
chthonic bride 

Carrying the ointment in the censer. 


It was that air 

between yellow and grey, between orange and cinder 
between sun and shadow 
There were those rosy roses 




and the geraniums, red, yellow, pink, orange 
which were hanging by the windows sills 
flowing flowers 

on the bride forehead, dressed in white. 


It was much surrealism there 

in that little square, and the church was unatterable beautiful 
the bells were ringing 
with their armonious, grave, melodious 
sound 

Everything was having a loosely air of unfinished... 
destiny and pure chance 
history and time out 

I was passing by my own wedding 
I was and I wasn't there 

I was appearing and disappearing, you were appearing 
and disappearing 


iarta-ma, puiul meu. te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Prelude 



iubesc, puiul meu. 




I was in Ceriale 

In that bright, gentle, goldy fall 

At the shores of the Ligurian Sea 

Where in the bizarre details of a parallel world 

Were troubling me so much 

That I decided to go to Milan. 


There wasn't a train at that hour in the little town 
peaceful 

Seemingly forgotten by the world. 

Passsing by the little railway station 
Drowned in silence 

with its smoky windows and the green sashes 
I heard the bells beating. 

But I didn't see any church around. 

It was a sweet odour of flowers 
and of spring 

The enchanting trees were blossomed. 

restless, I asked an old lady 

who was passing on the little street 

drowned in the white sun of the afternoon: 

”Do not mind, madam, what day is today?... 
’’today it's Saturday...” 


since then I confuse the seasons 

The fall with the spring 

And it always seems to me... 

that the bronze bells are beating for me 

Victor, my desired husband 
I wish I love you my sweetness 
I love, Victor, my sweetness. 

I cannot understand the landscape ... 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 



When everything turns to ashes 

and in stellar dust, back in the eye 

in the eye with which God looks at the world 

hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
....te iubesc, Victor 

The magnolias were falling ... 

I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a haughty, beloved actor ... 




The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm. 


puiul meu dulce, te iubesc, Victor 

My face in the rain 

(There were those rosy roses) 





It was a tall church in Gothic style 
Of catholic rite, in the little stoned square 

I was making a layover there 
In my way home. 


The iron bells were beating with a grave, 



vibrant sound 

reverberated in surroundings 

Which it seemed that there were breathing 

The air of holiday 

It was a wedding 
My weeding, of course 
I had arrived till seven in the evening at home 
I had arrived at time... 

Just in time to enter in the weeding room 
With Florin 
My enigmatic beloved. 

The bells were ringing 

It was the cosmic wedding between Florin and Lia 
The wedding of the celestial groom and of the 
chthonic bride 

Carrying the ointment in the censer. 


It was that air 

between yellow and grey, between orange and cinder 

between sun and shadow 

There were those rosy roses 

and the geraniums, red, yellow, pink, orange 

which were hanging by the windows sills 

flowing flowers 

on the bride forehead, dressed in white. 


It was much surrealism there 

in that little square, and the church was unatterable beautiful 
the bells were ringing 
with their armonious, grave, melodious 
sound 

Everything was having a loosely air of unfinished... 
destiny and pure chance 
history and time out 

I was passing by my own wedding 
I was and I wasn't there 

I was appearing and disappearing, you were appearing 
and disappearing 


iarta-ma, puiul meu. te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Prelude 






iubesc, puiul meu. 


I was in Ceriale 

In that bright, gentle, goldy fall 

At the shores of the Ligurian Sea 

Where in the bizarre details of a parallel world 

Were troubling me so much 

That I decided to go to Milan. 


There wasn't a train at that hour in the little town 
peaceful 

Seemingly forgotten by the world. 

Passsing by the little railway station 
Drowned in silence 

with its smoky windows and the green sashes 
I heard the bells beating. 

But I didn't see any church around. 

It was a sweet odour of flowers 
and of spring 

The enchanting trees were blossomed. 



restless, I asked an old lady 
who was passing on the little street 
drowned in the white sun of the afternoon: 
”Do not mind, madam, what day is today?... 
’’today it's Saturday...” 


since then I confuse the seasons 

The fall with the spring 

And it always seems to me... 

that the bronze bells are beating for me 

Victor, my desired husband 
I wish I love you my sweetness 
I love, Victor, my sweetness. 

I cannot understand the landscape ... 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything turns to ashes 

and in stellar dust, back in the eye 

in the eye with which God looks at the world 

hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 



My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
....te iubesc, Victor 
Te doresc, Puiul meu. 

The magnolias were falling ... 

I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a strange, beloved actor ... 


The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm, 
te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu. 


The magnolias were falling ... 




I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a strange, beloved actor ... 


The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm, 
te iubesc, Puiul meu. 

The magnolias were falling ... 

I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a strange, beloved actor ... 


The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 





The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm, 
te iubesc, Puiul meu. 

The magnolias were falling ... 

I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a haughty, beloved actor ... 


The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm. 


My face in the rain 

(were those pink roses) 

It was a tall church 
In Gothic style 

Of Catholic rite, in the small, cobbled market. 




I had made a stop there 
On the way home. 


the bells sounded serious 
vibrant 

reverberated in the surroundings 
that seemed to breathe the holiday air. 

It was a wedding. 

My wedding of course. 

I had arrived by 7 pm at home 
I had arrived on time 

Just in time to enter the chamber 

wedding 

With Florin 

My enigmatic lover. 


The bells were ringing 

It was the cosmic wedding between Florin and Lia 
The wedding of the heavenly groom and the virgin 
chthonic 

Bringing the smell to the coffin. 


it was that air 

between yellow and gray, between orange and ash 
between the sun and the shadow 

they were those pink roses 
and the red, yellow, pink and orange bites 
which hung from the windows of the windows 
flowing flowers 

on the forehead of the bride, dressed in white. 


There was a lot of surrealism there 

in that little square, too, the church was empty 

of beautiful 

the bells were ringing 

with their harmonious, serious, melodic voice 




everything had a vague air of unfinished.... 
destiny and pure chance 
historicity and departure from time. 

I was passing by my own wedding 
I was and wasn't there 

We were defending and disappearing, defending 
you disappeared 


I was in Ceriale 

That bright, gentle, golden autumn 
On the shores of the Ligurian Sea 

In which the bizarre details of a 
Parallel worlds 

They had troubled me so much 
Because I had decided to go to Milan. 


there was no train at that time in the small town 
quiet 

as if forgotten by the world. 


passing by the small train station 

drowned in silence 

with its smoky windows and sashes 

green 

I heard the bells ringing. 

But I didn't see any church around. 
It was a smell of flower 
and spring 

the trees, myriads, were in bloom ... 


anxious, I asked a lady 

what was passing on the little street 

drowned in the midday white sun: 

<don't you mind lady, what day is today? ...> 


ctoday is Saturday ...> 





since then I confuse the seasons.... 

Autumn with spring 

and it always seems to me ... 

.The bells are ringing for me. 


Victor, my desired husband 
I wish I love you my sweetness 
I love, Victor, my sweetness. 

I cannot understand the landscape ... 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything turns to ashes 

and in stellar dust, back in the eye 

in the eye with which God looks at the world 

hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 




With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

I can't cover the landscape ... 

Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From tears, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hills 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I can't cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

When everything turns into ashes 
and in sterile dust, returned to the glass 
in the glass with which God sees the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From tears, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high 

Ye iubesc, Victor, Drrhoste mea, Puiul meu. 

Fata in gradina de aur - Mihai Eminescu 

A fost odat-un imparat -> el fu-nca 
In vremi de aur, ce nu pot sa-ntorn, 

Cand in paduri, in lacuri, lanuri, lunca, 

Vorbeai cu zeii, de sunai din corn. 

Avea o fata dulce, mandra, prunca, 

Cu cari basme vremile s-adorn, 

Cand trece ea, frumoase flori se pleaca-n 
Usorii pasi, in valea c-un mesteacan. 

In van i-o cer. Batranul se gandeste, 

Prea e frumoasa, prea nu e de lume -> 

Ma mir cum cerul nu s-ademeneste 
Sa scrie-n stele dulcele ei nume; 

E rau poetul care n-o numeste, 

Barbara tara unde-al ei renume 
Inca n-a-ajuns, si chipu-i rapitori 
Nu-i de privirea celor muritori. 

In vale stearpa, unde stand de paza 
Inconjurau mareata adancime, 

Cladi palat din pietre luminoase. 



Gradini de aur, flori de-ntunecime; 

Iar drumul vaii pline de miroase 
Afar de el nu-1 stie-n lume nime -> 

Acolo s-a inchis frumoasa fata, 

Ca nici o raza-a lumei sa n-o bata. 

Sale-mbracate in atlaz, ca neaua. 

Cusut in foi si roze visinii, 

In mozaicuri stralucea podeaua. 

Din muri inalti priveau icoane vii; 
Fereasta-i oarba, desi sta perdeaua, 
De-aceea-n sale ard lumini, faclii, 

Si aerul, patruns de mari oglinzi, 

E racoros si de miroase nins. 

O noapte-eterna prefacuta-n ziua, 

Gradina de-aur, flori de pietre scumpe, 
Zefir trecea ca o suflare viua, 

Si-n calea lui el crenge grele rumpe. 
Cu-aripi de-azur, in noaptea cea tarziua, 
Copii frumosi ai albei veri se pun pe 
Boboci de flori, cand ape lin se vaer 
Zbor fluturi sclipitori, ca flori de aer. 

Acolo-nchisa cu mai multe soate, 

Ca ea copile si sotii de joaca. 

In lumea ei salbatic se rasfata. 

In straluciri viata s-o imbraca. 

A ei priviri sunt tinere si hoate, 

Zambirea-i calda buza-i sta s-o coaca, 

Si-n acest rai, in asta lume suava 
De multamire se simtea bolnava. 

Dar de a ei frumseta fara seaman 
Auzi feciorul de-mparat Florin, 

Norocul lui cu-al ei ii pare geaman, 
De-atunci un foe il mistuie in sin. 

„In van stau locului, stau sa ma-ndeaman 
Cu munca mea, cu dorul, cu-al meu chin." 
Patruns de dorul nestiutei verguri, 

S-au dus sa ceara sfat la santa Miercuri. 

-■ Alai, convoi, ii zise atuncea sfanta, 
Napoi trimite, nu lua nimica, 

Si singurel te du de-ti cata tinta, 

Caci strimt e drumul si e grea potica. 

Ia calul meu cel alb; el se avanta, 

Ca gandul zboara-n lume fara frica, 

Dar daca vrei s-o afli, tine minte: 

Nu sta in valea-aducerei aminte. 

Porni in lume, singurel, in toiu-i. 

II duce calu-i fratior cu vantul -> 

De aur paru-i si frumos e boiu-i, 

Fecior de-a drag, cum n-a vazut pamantul, 
O stea el pare-n neamu-i si in soiu-i -> 

Cu bine mearga-mi si sa-1 tie sfantul. 



Ajunse-o vale mandra si frumoasa -> 
Parea ca-i chiar gradina lor de-acasa. 

Si sub un tei el de pe cal se dete, 
Se-ndnse lenes jos, pe iarba moale -> 
Din tei se scutur flori in a lui plete 
Si mai ca-i vine sa nu se mai scoale. 

Si calu-i paste flori, purtand in spete 
Presunul lui si seaua cu paftale, 

In valea de miros, de rauri plina, 

In umbra dulce bine-i de odina. 

De-a lui batran el isi aduse-aminte, 

Cum il lasa si cum porni in lume, 
Dorind cu o iubire-asa fierbinte: 

O umbr,-un sunet, un nimic, un nume. 
L-apuc-un dor de tara si parinte, 

Tot ce-a dorit ti pare-atunci ca-s spume, 
Si cand pe calul lui el iar se simte, 
Napoi apuca, peste drumuri strimte. 

Dar indarat ajuns, 1-apuca dorul 
Din nou, -i neliniste, iubire-adanca -> 
S-arunca iar pe cal, urmand amorul 
Ce-n al lui suflet neclintita-i stanca. 

In van 1-opreste regele, poporul, 

E dus de-o stea ce arde-n minte-i inca, 
Dorit de raza unor doi ochi tineri -> 

S-a dus sa ceara sfat la sfanta Vineri. 

-i Voinicul meu, ii zise-atuncea sfanta, 
De ce-ai statut in valea amintirei? 
Pentru oricare e frumoasa, blanda, 

Cu curte-oricarui seamana. Ceirii 
Din acea vale inima-ti framanta. 

Nu sta in ea. De te-nchinasi iubirei, 

Te du de-o cata, si-n a ei fereasta, 

De-o vezi deschisa, zvarle floarea asta. 

Dar sa nu stai in valea desperarii, 

Ce-n a ta cale tu vei trece-o sigur. 

El iar porni in lumea intamplarei, 
Bolnav de dor si de-a iubirei friguri. 
Dadu de-o vale-n asfintitul serei, 

Prin crenge negre umbre se configur. 
Intunecoasa-i, cum o simt doar orbii, 

Si falfaiesc prin aer rece corbii. 

El de pe cal se dete. in padure 
Sopteste frunza, ramuri stau de sfaturi 
Si somnul nu voieste ca sa-1 fure, 

Caci umeda e frunza lui de paturi, 
Urechea-i treaza a dumbravei gure 
Le asculta soptind din mii de laturi, 

Si corbii croncanesc si zboara-n fala 
In aer clar ca pete de cerneala. 



Atunci o frica inima-i patrunde, 

Pe cal se pune si fugi din vale, 

Si-n loc s-urmeze drumu-acolo unde 
Voia sa mearga, s-a intors din cale. 
Soseste iar in tara-i, de-1 patrunde 
Din nou un dor, o amarare,-o jale. 

Atunci din nou el o lua pe maneci 
Sa ceara sfat acum santei Dumineci. 

-■ Ai stat in valea desperarei iara, 

Ii zise sfanta, ci din nou porneste! 

Iti dau o pasare cu tine -> zboara 
Cu calul tau, unde norocu-ti creste. 

Cand ai vedea frumoasa ta fecioara 
Ca plange,-atunci da drumul pasarei ieste. 
Tu dorul ti-1 ajungi, desi te ticai. 

Ea-ti fie tot, ce-ai suferit nimica-i. 

Trecand prin valea desperarii,-astupa 
A lui urechi, sa n-o auda-n sopot; 

In van se-ncearca calea-i s-o-ntrerupa 
Vuiri, murmure, s-o opreasca n-o pot. 

O umbra zboara, pan- se vede dupa 
Atata mers c-aude zvon de clopot; 

Atunci vazu in zarea lui palatul 
In care-nchise fata-i imparatul. 

In ziduri de otel lucea castelu-i 
Cu stresini de-aur si cu turnuri nalte 
Si scris pe muri-i, minunat in felu-i, 
Faptura grea a mesterelor dalte. 

In mari gradine i se arata lui 
Izvorul viu, ce cade, vrand sa salte. 

El se mira cum toate-astfel a fi pot: 
Gradine, rediuri, lacuri, ziduri, sipot. 

Dar un balaur tologit in poarta 
Sorea cu lene pielea lui pestrita, 

Cu ochi-nchisi pe jumatate, poarta 
Privirea jucatoare sa-1 inghita, 

Iara Florin -i inima-n el e moarta -> 

Cand vede solzii, dintii cei de crita, 

Sarind la el si-nfipse a lui spada 
Si de pamant il tintui de coada. 

Apoi din munte stanuri el rastoama, 

Le gramadeste crunt peste balaur; 

Acesta iar se zbate, se intoama 
Si in durerea-i muge ca un taur, 

Dar el mereu pe dansul pietre toarna 
Pan- nadusit plesni acel centaur. 
Trecu-nainte -> doua lancii scurte -> 

Pan- ce dadu de stralucita curte. 

Un an de cand copila petrecuse 
Urzind gandirea-i si visand ursitul, 

Un an intreg prea fericita fuse. 



Dar dup-un an mi-a fost-o-ajuns uratul. 
Isi amintea viata ce-o avuse 
Si peste pieptu-i isi indoaie gatul, 

Si trist privea un punct cu ochii tinta, 

Si se usca ca si la umbr-o planta. 

-■ Eu mor de n-oi vedea seninul, cerul, 
De n-oi privi nemarginirea vasta, 
Raceala umbrei m-a patruns cu gerul 
Si nu mai due -> nu pot -> viata asta. 

Ah! Ce ferice-as fi sa vad eterul 
Si sa vad lumea, codrii din fereasta, 

Si de voiti cu viata sa mai suflu, 
Deschideti usi, fereste, sa rasuflu. 

Astfel o mistuia neastamparatul 
De viata dor si dorul cel de soare -> 

Desi le poruncise imparatul 
Sa nu care cumva sa-si amasoare 
Ca sa deschida usile, palatul -> 

Dar totusi, cand vazura ca ea moare, 

Nu stiu ce or sa faca, sa se poata, -> 

De 1-ar urma, el ar gasi-o moarta. 

Vazand cu ochii, piere de-a-n picioare 
Din zi in zi -> atunci ele-au deschis 
Feresti inalte si, la mandrul soare, 

Din boal-adanca fata a invis 
Si se facu si mai farmacatoare, 

Astfel cum nu iti trece nici prin vis -> 

Se rumeni in fata ei ca marul, 
A-ntinerit-o aerul si cerul. 

Un zmau o vede, cand s-a pus sa steie 
N-a ei fereasta-n asfintit de sari; 
Zburand la cer, din ochi-i o scanteie 
Cuprinse-a ei mandrete, fermacari; 

Si-n trecatoarea tanara femeie 
Se-namora copilul sfintei mari -> 

Nascut din soare, din vazduh, din neaua, 
De-amorul ei se prefacu in steaua. 

Cazu din cer in tinda ei mareata, 

Se prefacu in tanar luminos, 

Si corpul lui sub haina ce se-ncreata 
S-arata nalt, subtire, mladios. 

Par negru-n vite lungi ridica fata, 

Si ochi-albastri-nchis, intunecos, 

Iar fata-i alba, slaba, zambitoare -> 

Parea un demon ratacit din soare. 

-■ Ah! te iubesc, ii zise el, copila, 

La glasul tau simt sufletu-mi ranit, 

Din stea nascut, plec fruntea mea umila, 
Cu ochii mei prind chipul tau slavit. 

Nu vezi cum tremur de amor? ai mila! 

In nemurirea mea de-as fi iubit -> 



Iubit de tine -> te-as purta: o floare 
In dulci gradini, aproape langa soare. 

N-ai vede iama, toamna nu, nici vara, 
Eterna primavar,-etern amor... 

De ti-as inchide zarea ta cea clara 
Cu-al meu sarut, o, scumpul meu odor, 
Pan- ce sa mangai inima-mi amara 
Culca-mi-as capul la al tau picior 
Si te-as privi etern ca pe o steaua 
Frumos copil, cu umerii de neaua. 

-i 0, geniu mandru, tu nu esti de mine, 
De-a ta privire ochii mei ma dor, 

Sangele meu s-ar stoarce chiar din vine, 
Caci m-ar usca teribilu-ti amor! 

Curand s-ar stinge viata mea, straine, 
Cand tu m-ai duce-n ceruri langa sori, 
Frumos esti tu, dar a ta nemurire 
Fiintei trecatoare e pieire. 

El o privi atunci cu ochii tinta: 

In fata-i slaba -> zambet dureros; 

Se face stea si iarasi se avanta 
In cerul nalt, in roiul luminos. 

Acolo toata noaptea sta de panda, 

Si prin fereasta el privea duios, 

Cu o lumina dulce, trista-clara, 

Sa vada umbra-i alba si usoara. 

A doua zi el se facu o ploaie. 

In tact cazanda, aromata lin, 

Si din feresti perdelele le-ndoaie, 

Burand prin tesaturile de in, 

Patrunde iarasi in a ei odaie, 

Preface-n tanar sufletu-i divin: 

El sta frumos sub boltile ferestii, 

Purtand in par cununa lui de trestii. 

Blond e-azi si parul lui de aur moale 
Pe umeri cade indoios, imflat; 

Ca ceara-i palid... buza lui cu jale 
Purta un zambet trist, nemangaiat. 

El o priveste... sufletu-i s-aduna. 

In ochiul lui albastru, bland si mat... 
S-astfel cum sta mut inger din tarii 
Parea un mort frumos cu ochii vii. 

-■ O, vin cu mine, scumpa,-n fundul mari. 
Si in palate splendizi de cristal, 

Cand vantu-a trece peste-a apei arii 
Tu-i auzi cantarea lui pe val; 

Ti-i inchina viata ta visarii, 

Vei fi oceanului monarcul pal... 

Ti-oi da palate de margean si profir, 

Cu bolti lucrate numa-n aur d-Ofir. 



-■ Ca sa-mi ajungi nevrednica-mi iubire 
Ai parasit al cerurilor cort, 

Dar nu e chipul tau cel peste fire 
Ce-n fundul sufletului meu il port. 

0, geniul meu, mi-e frig 1-a ta privire, 

Eu palpit de viata -> tu esti mort. 

Cu nemurirea ta tu nu ma-nveti, 

Acum ma arzi, acuma ma ingheti. 

Nu... om sa fii, om trecator ca mine, 

Cu slabiciunea sufletului nost, 

Sa-ti inteleg tot sufletul din tine 
Si bratul tau, de mi-a fi adapost, 

Sa-1 stiu ca-i slab, iubirea ca-1 sustine, 

La om e-un merit, ce la zei n-a fost. 

De ma iubesti, sa-mi fii de sama mea. 
Fa-mi dar de nunta nemurirea ta. 

Intunecos si fara de speranta. 

La ea priveste geniul in nimb -> 

Isi simte inima legata-n lante, 

In lantul lumei cei cu-o mie limbi. 

-i Chiar nemurirea mea, chiar abondanta, 
Puterii mele tu o cei in schimb. 

Ei bine, da! Eu m-oi sui la cer, 

Ca de la Domnul moartea mea s-o cer. 

Da, moartea! Pentr-o clipa de iubire 
D-eternitatea mea sa ma dizlege, 

Sa vad in juru-mi anii in pieire, 

Sa am in inima mea moartea rece, 

Sa fiu ca spuma marii in sclipire, 

Sa vad cum tree cu vremea, care trece... 
O, mult cerusi, prea mult, -i si totusi tie 
Ti-nchin splendori, putere, vecinicie. 

La cer se-nalta el pe bolta mare, 

Cu-aripe lunge curatind seninul 
Priveste-n jos castelul in splendoare, 
L-apuca dorul inimei, suspinul. 

-■ Ah! ce-ai cerut, femeie trecatoare, 
Femeie scumpa, ca sa-mi mangai chinul! 
Deasupra lumei risipite-n soapte 
El se-nalta -> un curcubeu de noapte. 

Precum o floare ar iesi din surii 
Si mortii munti, din piatra lor uscata, 
Astfel copila-nvioseaza murii, 

Pe cand in bolta geamului s-arata 
Copil al apei, cerului, padurii, 

A lumii-ntregi mai dragalasa fata. 

Ea asculta pe-al primaverii oaspat 
In dimineata ce-i zambeste proaspat. 

Imprastiata fulgereaza roua 
In viorii, stralucitoare boabe, 
Tarana-nvie-n primavara noua. 



Racoare-i vantul ca miros de ape; 

Parea c-ar fi plouat, desi nu ploua 
Decat lumina, ce nu mai incape. 

Cu gura, fata, ochii ei, ea rade 
Privind in soare, ii clipea, i-nchide. 

In dimineata clara ca oglinda 
La porti s-arata tanarul Florin, 

In jur de ziduri calul si-1 colinda, 

Isi simte inima inflata-n san; 

Dar poarta-nchisa bratu-i sa-1 tot prinda, 

Ea nu se misca-n negrele-i tatani; 

Ci el fereasta cum vazu crapata, 

Arunca-n ea cu floarea fermecata. 

Pe-atunci copila impletea cununa 
Din flori de aur si de diamante; 

Din carti o soata-a ei ii sta sa-i spuna 
C-al ei noroc purtatu-i de un fante. 

Cand floarea-i cazu-n poala -> ea nebuna 
O saruta, zvarlind pe celelante, 

Si-o mirosi cu gur-abia deschisa. 

Si ochii ei pluteau in mii de vise. 

Ea alerga cu graba la fereasta, 

Sa vada daca vantul nu-i aduce 
Si alte flori, asa frumoase c-asta, 

Dar de-ngaimare ochiul ei straluce 
Si surazand ea rumeneste, casta, 

Cand vede-un tanar langa poarta-n cruce, 

Si el o vede si cu mandru glasu-i 
El ii vorbi, oprindu-si calu-n pasu-i: 

-■ Ah! te-am vazut, mi te-am vazut in fine, 

Copil cu ochi de-albastra-ntunecime, 

Cu-a tale gene de-aur dulci si fine, 

Cu-al tau suras de gingasa cruzime. 

Ah, as muri de-atat noroc si bine, 

Caci te-am vazut cum nu te-a vazut nime. 

Nu stii ce-am suferit pan-a te-ajunge, 

Copil frumos ca luna noptii lunge. 

Ah, vin cu mine, vin-in a mea tara. 

Casteluri am, gradini adanc-frumoase. 

Sub pasul tau coroana-mi seculara 

Mi-o pun -i ma plec, sunt sclavul tau, frumoasa. 

Am pietre scumpe in a mea comoara, 

Mai multe decat tatu-ti are aur, 

S-aur mai mult de cum argint el are, 

S-a tale-s toate, scumpa, mandra floare! 

Ea il privea cu ochiul plin de mila, -> 

I-ar fi sorbit cuvantul de pe gura, 

In fata lui ea nu-si mai face sila, 

Un lesin parca inima i-o fura -> 

Si trist priveste tanara copila 
Cumplitii muri si porti... Din ochiu-i cura 



Un fir senin de lacrimi; ea isi strange 
Cu-a ei manute inima si plange. 

El, cum o vede astfel in fereastra, 

S-arunca ochiu-adanc si nobil-mare 
Si drum el da la pasarea maiastra -> 
Aripile-si intinde, vrand sa zboare, 

Din ce in ce s-intinde-aripa-albastra, 

Din ce in ce se face tot mai mare, 

Incat doar din marimea unei vrabii 
Ea semana acum unei corabii. 

-■ Copila mea, ii zise, nu te teme, 

Pe multi am dus cu inimi doritoare, 

Ca vantu-n fuga cu batrana vreme 
Prin tari o mie peste sfanta mare -> 

Nu vezi, Florin nici sti cum sa te cheme, 
Atat de mult iubirea lui il doare, 

De-aceea zvarle-n laturi ac si caer 
Si sa te-ncrezi corabiei de aer. 

Ea se sui pe-aripa,-ntinzand mana, 

Ca si cand ar fi vrut ca sa se tie, 

Si-ncet coboara pasarea straina 
Pe-a lui Florin amabila sotie; 

Pe cal ridica sarcina lui lina. 

La pieptul lui ar vrea in veci s-o tie, 

Se uita-n ochi-i, dand la calu-i pinten, 
S-acesta vantului s-asterne sprinten. 

In vremea asta zmeul se suise 
La cer, cu aripile lungi intinse, 

Culege-n cale-i blandele surase 
A mii de stele, ce zburau ca ninse; 

La tronul cel etern pe scari deschise 
Stau mandre genii cu lumina-ncinse; 

L-a Lui picioare in genunchi s-asterne 
Si-ndreapta ruga-i milei cei eterne. 

-■ O, Adonai! al carui gand e lumea 
Si pentru care toate sunt de fata, 
Asculta-mi ruga, sterge al meu nume 
Din a veciei carte mult mareata; 

Desi te-adora stele, mari in spume, 

Un univers cu vocea indrazneata, 

Toate ce-au fost, ce sunt, ce-ti nasc in cale 
N-ajung nici umbra maretiei tale. 

Ce-ti pasa tie dac-a fi cu unul 
In lume mai putin spre lauda ta, 
Asculta-mi ruga, tu, Eternul, Bunul, 

Si sfarma-n aschii vesnicia mea! 

Pe-o muritoare eu iubesc, nebunul, 

Si muritor voiesc a fi ca ea, 

S-atata dor, durere simt in mine. 

Incat nu pot s-o port si mor mai bine. 



-■ Tu-i pizmuiesti... si pizmuiesti aceea 
Ce ei in lume numesc fericire. 

Au nu ti-i mila cand privesti scanteea 
Cum ca la soare e a ei pornire? 

Astfel si ei isi aruncar-ideea, 

Dorinta, pasul in nemarginire, 

Dar cum scantei se sting, in drum, spre soare, 
Astfel si omu-aspira, dara moare. 

Ca ei sa fii? Sa vezi ca sub blesteme 
De ura e-nfierat umanul nume, 

Sa ai de semenul tau a te teme, 

Sa fii ca spuma, fuga unei spume, 

Sarmane inimi inchegate-n vreme, 

Sarmane patimi aruncate-n lume 

Si sa ma blestemi, sa ma-ntrebi: ce drept 

Avui sa-ti pun o inima in piept? 

Pe-o clipa-n mijlocul eternitatii 
Sa deschizi ochii tai mareti si clari, 

Sa masuri toate visele vietii, 

Simtind incet cum iarasi redispari, 

Sa pari un fir de colb in raza vietii, 

Si in parerea-i pe-un moment sa pari, 

Sa fii ca si cand n-ai fi... intre ieri 
Si mani, o clipa... Oare stii ce-mi ceri? 

Ce-i omul de a caruia iubire 
Atarni lumina vietii tale-eterne? 

O unda e, avand a undei fire, 

Si in nimicuri zilele-si disterne. 

Pamantul da tarie nalucirei, 

Si umbra-i drumul gliei ce s-asterne 
Sub pasul lui... Caci lutul in el creste, 

Lutul il naste, lutul il primeste. 

Si acest drum al pulberei, pieirei, 

Ce ca pe-un plan 1-am zugravit cu mana, 
Nimic fiind, 1-am inchinat murirei -> 

In van s-acopara oprind ruina, 

Nimic etern in tremurul sclipirei; 

In van adun si-si gramadesc lumina 
In carti si scrisuri, si in van s-acata 
De vis etern sarmana lor viata... 

Si tu ca ei voiesti a fi, demone, 

Tu, care nici nu esti a mea faptura; 

Tu, ce sfintesti a cerului colone 
Cu glasul mandru de eterna gura... 

Cuvant curat ce-ai existat, Eone, 

Cand Universul era ceata sura...? 

Sa-ti numeri anii dupa mersul lunei 
Pentr-o femeie? Vezi iubirea unei: 

Intr-adevar, n-adanca departare 
Vazu calari pe fata cu Florin. 

Odata-n evii ochiul lui cel mare, 




Si sfant, s-adanc de lacrimi este plin, 
Ce cad taind nemarginirea-n mare, 
Margaritari frumosi si man devin. 

Incet batand din aripi, maiestos, 

Geniul mandru se porneste-n jos. 

Cu fata trista le privi in urma 
Si-ntinde mana ca dup-orce-i dus. 

In fundul lumei, unde apa scurma 
A1 marei san -i acolo-o ar fi dus 
Daca-1 iubea... Acuma plansu-si curma: 
„Fiti fericiti -> cu glasu-i stins a spus -> 
Atat de fericiti cat viata toata 
Un chin s-aveti: de-a nu muri deodata. 


The girl in the golden garden 

Once upon a time, he was an emperor 
In golden weather, what can't I get back, 

When in forests, in lakes, wool, meadow, 

You were talking to the gods, calling from the horn. 
He had a sweet, proud, baby girl, 

With fairy tales that I adorn, 

When she passes, beautiful flowers go away 
Easy steps in the valley of a birch tree. 

I ask her in vain. The old man is thinking, 

Too beautiful, too much of the world 
I wonder how the sky does not fall 
To write her sweet names in the stars; 

It's bad for the poet who doesn't name her. 
Barbarous the country where she is famous 
He has not yet arrived, and he has been kidnapped 
It's not the look of the mortals. 

In the steep valley, where you guard rocks 
They surrounded great depths, 

Palace building of luminous stones, 

Golden Gardens, flowers of darkness; 

And the path of the valley full of smells 
Outside of him, no one knows him in the world 
That's where the beautiful girl closed, 

That no ray of the world should strike it. 

Its dressed in the atlas, like snow. 

Sewing in sheets and roses of the cherry, 

The floor shone in the mosaics, 

From high walls they looked at living icons; 

The window is blind, though the curtain sits, 

That's why lights burn in it, you fire, 

And the air, penetrated by large mirrors, 

It's cool and smells like snow. 

An eternal night turned into a day, 

Golden garden, precious stone flowers, 

Zefir passed like a living breath, 



In his path, he creates heavy ruptures. 

Azure wings, late at night, 

Beautiful children of the white summer are laying on 
Flower buds, when the water is smooth 
Fly glittering butterflies, like flowers of air. 

Therewith several wives, 

Like her children and play spouses, 

In her wild world, she is pampered, 

In the glitter of her life, she dresses. 

Her looks are young and hoarse. 

The warm smile on his lip is his biting. 

And in this heaven, in this gentle world 
Of gratitude, he felt ill. 

But to her beauty without resemblance 
He heard the emperor, Florin, 

His luck with her seems like a twin, 

Since then fire has consumed it in itself. 

"In vain I sit in place, I am begging 

With my work, with longing, with my grief. " 

Passed by the longing for the unknown rod, 

They went to ask for advice on Holy Wednesday. 

-■ Alai, convoy, said the saint then, 

Backward send, take nothing. 

And the lone one goes for your target, 

Because the road is narrow and the path is heavy. 
Take my white horse; he advances. 

As the thought flies in the world without fear, 

But if you want to find out, keep in mind: 

Don't stand in the valley of remembrance. 

Start in the world, alone, in all of them. 

He is carried by the wind with his brother 
The hair was golden and it was beautiful to him, 

Son dear, as the earth did not see, 

He seems to be born in his family and in his variety 
Well go to me and keep him holy. 

A proud and beautiful valley reached her 
It seemed to be their home garden. 

And under a lime, he is on the horse, 

He lay lazy down on the soft grass 

From the linden flowers shake in his payments 

And it comes to him not to get up. 

And she gave him flowers, carrying her back 
His presumption and the saddle with rifles, 

In the valley of smell, full of rivers. 

In the sweet shade, it is well worth the wait. 

He remembered his old man, 

How he left it and how it started in the world. 
Wishing with such a hot love: 

A shadow, a sound, a nothing, a name. 

I miss him a country and a parent, 

All he wanted was then to say. 



And when he feels his horse again, 

Backward takes over narrow roads. 

But soon enough, he missed her 
Again, -> worry, deep love -> 

He threw himself on the horse, following the love 
What of his unwavering soul rocks him. 

The king, the people, stop him in vain. 

It is carried by a star that still burns in his mind, 
Wanted by the radius of two young eyes -> 

He went to ask for advice on Saint Friday. 

-i My darling said the saint, 

Why did you stay in the valley of memory? 

For anyone who is beautiful, gentle, 

It looks like a yard. The groves 
From that valley your heart is troubled. 

Don't sit in it. Of love. 

She goes to you in a row and in her window, 

You see it open, it blows this flower. 

But don't stay in the valley of despair. 

In your own way, you will pass it for sure. 

He started again in the world of chance, 

Sick of love and of cold love. 

He waved at the twilight of the night, 

Through the black branches, shadows are configured. 
Darken them, as only the blind feel, 

And the crows flutter through the cold air. 

He is on the horse, in the forest 
Whisper the leaf, branches stand for advice 
And sleep does not want to steal it, 

Because wet is his bed of leaves. 

His ears are awake from our nose 

You hear them whispering from thousands of sides, 

And crows are crunching and flying 

In the clear air like ink stains. 

Then fear pierces his heart, 

The horse is put and run from the valley. 

And instead, follow the path to where 
He wanted to go, he got out of the way. 

He arrives again in the country, entering him 
Again a longing, a bitterness, a sorrow. 

Then again he took the sleeves 
Ask for advice now for Holy Sunday. 

You stayed in the valley of despair again. 

Said her holy, but start again! 

I'm giving you a bird with you flying 
With your horse, where your luck grows. 

When you see your beautiful virgin 
That she cries, - then she lets the bird out. 

You long for it, even though you are muttering. 

She is everything to you, you have suffered nothing. 



Passing through the valley of despair, it stumbles 
Of his ears, let him not hear it in a whisper; 

In vain the way is tried to interrupt it 
Whispering, murmuring, I can't stop it. 

A shadow flies until you see it 

As far as he goes he hears the bell ringing; 

Then he saw the palace in his yard 
In which the king's daughter is locked. 

In the steel walls, his castle gleamed 

With golden eaves and high towers 

And he wrote on the walls, in wonderful ways, 

Heavy workmanship of the chisels masters. 

In large gardens, he was shown 

The living spring, which falls, wanting to jump. 

He wondered how all-so-being can be: 

Gardens, fences, lakes, walls, shingle. 

But a dragon slammed into the gate 
Sister lazy his painted skin, 

Half-blinds, he wears 
The player's eyes swallow it, 

And Florin -> his heart is dead -> 

When he sees the scales, the teeth of the squaw, 

Jumping to him he threw his sword 

And from the ground, you aimed him at the tail. 

Then from the mountain ponds, he overturns, 

He piles them crudely over the dragon; 

He struggles again, he returns 
And in pain, he dies like a bull, 

But he was always on the rocks 
That centaur burst into tears. 

Two short spears went ahead 
Until he started the bright yard. 

A year since the baby had passed 

Hissing at her thinking and dreaming of the bear, 

A whole year was too happy, 

But after a year, it was bad for me. 

He remembered his life 

And over his chest, he bends his neck. 

And sadly he was staring at a target with his eyes, 
And it dries like a plant in the shade. 

-■ I die from not seeing the clear sky, the sky. 
Don't look at the vast boundlessness, 

The coldness of the shadow pierced me 
And I can't take this life anymore. 

Ah! How happy I would be to see the ether 
And to see the world, the forests in the window, 
And of you, with life, I can breathe, 

Open doors, windows, breathe. 

Thus an unpardonable estate 

Longing for life and longing for the sun -> 

Although the king had commanded them 



Not that somehow they can hide 
To open the doors, the palace -> 

But yet, when she saw that she was dying, 

I don't know what they will do, they can, -> 

If he were to follow, he would find her dead. 

Seeing with his eyes, he loses his feet 
From day to day -> then they opened 
You look tall and, in the proud sun, 

From the deep-seated, the girl lived 
And it became even more charming, 

As you do not even go through your dream -> 

It rumbled in front of her like the apple, 

It has rejuvenated the air and the sky. 

A kite sees it when it starts to sting 
She has no window in the dusk; 

Flying into the sky, a spark from his eyes 
She embraced her pride, her charmings; 

And the young woman passing by 
The child of the holy sea falls in love 
Born of the sun, of the widow, of the mist, 

Her affection turned into a star. 

She fell from the sky into her great tent, 

He turned into a bright young man, 

And his body under the crumpled coat 
He looks tall, slim, tall. 

Black hair in long vines raises the face, 

And dark-blue-eyes, dark, 

And his face is white, weak, smiling 
He looked like a demon wandering from the sun. 

-■ Ah! I love you, he said, child, 

At your voice, I feel my soul hurt, 

From the born star, I leave my humble forehead, 
With my eyes, I catch your glorious face. 

Can't you see how I tremble with love? have mercy 
In my immortality, I would have loved -> 

I would love to wear you: a flower 
In sweet gardens, near the sun. 

You wouldn't see winter, no autumn, no summer, 
Eternal spring, eternal love ... 

If I were to close your clear area 
With my kiss, oh, my sweet smell, 

Until you can comfort my bitter heart 
I would lay my head on your leg 
And I would look at you forever as a star 
Shy baby, with shoulders of the snow. 

-i Oh, proud genius, you are not me, 

Your eyes miss my eyes, 

My blood would be squeezed right out of here, 
Because it would dry me terrible love you! 

My life would soon be extinguished, o, stranger, 
When you take me to heaven near the sun, 



You are beautiful, but your immortality 
The transient being is ruined. 

He looked at her then with his eyes targeted: 

For your painful smile my eyes hurt; 

It becomes a star and again it advances 
In the high heaven, in the luminous brook. 

There all night he sits awake, 

And through the window, he looked sweetly. 

With a sweet, sad-clear light, 

To see the shadow is white and light. 

The next day it rained, 

In cadence fall, smoothly flavored, 

And from the windows, the curtains surround them, 
Drizzling through the linen clothes, 

Enter her room again, 

In the preface young divine soul: 

He sits beautifully under the windows of the window. 
Carrying his reed crown in his hair. 

Blond is today with his soft golden hair 
Shoulders fall bent, loosened; 

Like his pale wax ... his lip with grief 
He had a sad, unsettling smile. 

He looks at her ... his soul gathers. 

In his blue eye, gentle and matte ... 

And as to how the angel from the skies stays mute 
He looked beautiful dead with his eyes alive. 

-■ Oh, come with me, honey, deep down. 

And in splendid crystal palaces, 

When the wind blew across the water of the country 
You hear his song on the wave; 

And worship your dream life. 

You will be the pale monarch of the ocean ... 

Give them palaces of bean and golden cloth, 

With vaults worked only in gold of d-Ofir. 

-i Oh, come with me, honey, deep down. 

And in splendid crystal palaces. 

When the wind blew across the water of the country 
You hear his song on the wave; 

And worship your dream life, 

You will be the pale monarch of the ocean ... 

Give them palaces of bean and golden cloth, 

With vaults worked only in gold of d-Ofir. 

-■ To make my love unworthy 
You have left the heavenly tent, 

But it's not your face over the wire 
At the bottom of my soul I wear it. 

Oh, my genius, I'm looking at you cold, 

I feel like you're dead. 

With your immortality, you do not teach me. 

Now you burn me, now you freeze me. 



No ... man to be, a transient man like me, 

With the weakness of our soul, 

Let me understand your whole soul within you 
And your arm, from being sheltered, 

To know that he is weak, the love that supports him, 

To man, there is merit, which to gods was not. 

If you love me, be my sweetheart, 

Give me your wedding gift of immortality. 

Dark and hopeless, 

To her, he looks genius in the nimb 
He feels his heart tied in chains, 

In the chain of the world those with a thousand languages. 
-■ Even my immortality, even abundance. 

My powers are you those in return. 

Well, yes! I cried to heaven, 

That from the Lord my death I ask. 

Yes, death! For a moment of love 
My eternity to deceive me, 

Let me see my years in ruin, 

To have a cold death in my heart, 

To be like the sparkling seafoam. 

Let's see how the weather goes by, which passes ... 

O, much cherished, too much, -> and yet to you 
I worship you with splendor, power, old age. 

He ascends to heaven on the high vault, 

With long wings cleaning the clear 
Look down at the castle in splendor, 

The longing of the heart, the sigh, came to him. 

-■ Ah! what did you ask for, transient woman, 

Dear woman, to comfort my grief! 

Above the world scattered in whispers 
He climbed a rainbow at night. 

Like a flower, it would come out of the buds 
And the dead mountains, from their dry stone, 

Thus the child revives the walls, 

While in the glass vault it shows 
Child of water, sky, forests, 

The whole world's prettier girl. 

She was listening to the spring guest 
In the morning he smiles freshly. 

Spreading lightning dew 
In the violins, shining grains, 

Peasant-snow in the new spring. 

Cool the wind as the smell of waters; 

It seemed like it was raining, though it wasn't raining 
But light, what does not fit. 

With her mouth, her face, her eyes, she laughs 
Looking at the sun, he blinked at them, closing them. 

In the clear morning like the mirror 
At the gates is the young Florin, 

Around the walls, the horse carves and caresses it, 



He feels his heart swell in his breast; 

But the gate closed his arm to catch him, 

She does not move in her black tits; 

But he saw the window as it cracked, 

Throw it in with the enchanted flower. 

At that time the child wove a wreath 
Made of gold and diamond flowers; 

From the books, a wife of hers could tell 
Her luck was worn by a slit. 

When the flower fell on her lap she was crazy 
He kissed her, whipping the others, 

You smelled it with your mouth scarcely open, 

And her eyes were floating in thousands of dreams. 

She hurried to the window. 

Let's see if the wind doesn't bring them 
And other flowers, so beautiful this one, 

But her eyes glint with excitement 
And smiling, she blushes, caste, 

When he sees a young man near the gate on the cross, 
And he sees it and proudly calls it 
He spoke to her, stopping her step-by-step: 

-■ Ah! I saw you, I saw you fine, 

Baby with blue-dark eyes, 

With your sweet and fine golden eyelashes. 

With your smile of gentle cruelty. 

Ah, I'd die of both luck and well, 

Because I saw you as nobody saw you. 

You don't know what I suffered until it happened to you, 
Baby as beautiful as the moon of the long night. 

Ah, come with me, come to my country, 

Castles I have, deep-beautiful gardens, 

Under your step my secular crown 

I'm going to leave, I'm your slave, beautiful. 

I have precious stones in my treasure, 

More than your dad has gold, 

And gold more than the silver he has, 

It's all yours, dear, proud flower! 

She looked at him with a pitying eye, -> 

It would have sipped the word out of his mouth, 

In front of her, she does not strain anymore, 

A faint feels like his heart steals 
And sad for the young child 
Dead walls and gates ... He heals his eye 
A clear thread of tears; she squeezes 
Her hands to her heart and cries. 

He, as he sees it in the window. 

He casts a deep, noble eye 

And he gives way to the master bird 

The wings stretch out, wanting to fly. 

Increasingly, the blue-wing spreads, 

As it gets bigger and bigger, 



Only just the size of a sparrow 
It now resembled a ship. 

-■ My child, he told her, don't be afraid, 

I have led many with longing hearts, 

Like hunting in the old weather 
Through countries one thousand over the great sea 
You don't see, Florin doesn't even know how to call you, 
His love hurts him so much, 

That is why the needle and beat are fluttering on the sides 
And trust the airship. 

She climbed on the wing, extending her hand, 

As if he wanted to meet you. 

Slowly the foreign bird descends 
Florin's kind wife; 

The horse lifts his load smoothly. 

He would like to have you on his chest forever, 

He looked into his eyes, giving his horse a spur, 

An this to the wind is sprinting. 

By this time the kite had climbed 
In the sky, with long wings spread, 

Gather her gentle smiles on the way 
Thousands of stars flying like snow; 

To the eternal throne on open stairs 
I stand proud light-geniuses; 

His feet on his knees sneeze 
Pray for the eternal mercy. 

Oh, Adonai! whose thought is the world 
And for which all are present, 

Listen to my prayer, delete my name 
From the old great book; 

Although you love stars, you grow into foam, 

A universe with a bold voice, 

All that was, what is, what is born in your path 
There is no shadow of your greatness. 

What do you care about if you have one 
In the world less to your praise. 

Listen to my prayer, you, the Eternal, the Good, 

And break my eternity into chips! 

I love a mortal, a madman, crazy man, 

And mortal I want to be like her, 

I miss so much, the pain I feel in me, 

So I can't wear it and I die better. 

You are ponding them off and ponding him off 
What they call happiness in the world. 

They have no mercy when you look at the spark 
How the sun's starting? 

So they also threw away their idea, 

Desire, the endless bird, 

But as the spark goes off, on the road, toward the sun, 
Thus, the aspiring man, however, dies. 



To be them? See that under curses 
The human name is hated with hatred. 

To have your neighbor fear you. 

To be like foam, to run away from the foam. 

Poor hearts end in time, 

Poor passions are thrown into the world 
And curse me, ask me: what right 
Will you have a heart in your chest? 

For a moment in the midst of eternity 
Open your eyes wide and clear, 

To measure all the dreams of life. 

Feeling slow as you rediscover. 

To look like a dove in the radius of life, 

And in his opinion for a moment, you seem 

To be as if you were not... between yesterday 

And hands, for a moment... Do you know what you're asking me? 

What is the man whose love 
Flang the light of your eternal life? 

A wave is, having the wave, 

And in nothingness, his days are disastrous. 

The earth gives strength to the glitter. 

And shadow the path of the glorious path 
Under his step ... Because the clay in it grows, 

The clay is born, the clay receives it. 

And this road of powder, destruction, 

What as a plan I painted with his hand, 

Being nothing, I worshiped him to death 
In vain they cover the ruin by stopping, 

Nothing eternal in the trembling of light; 

In the van, they gather and pile their light 
In books and writings, and in the van he hides 
Everlasting dream of their poor life ... 

And you, like them, want to be, demons, 

You, who are not even my own creature; 

You, holy of heaven, colonists 

With the proud voice of eternal mouth ... 

Clean word what have you been, Eone, 

When was the universe foggy ...? 

Count your years after the moon has gone 
For a woman? See the love of a woman: 

Indeed, do not dig deep 
He saw Florin riding the girl. 

Once you wipe his big eye, 

And holy, the depth of tears is full, 

What fall by cutting the boundary into the great. 

Beautiful and large pearls become. 

Slowly flapping wings, majestic, 

The proud genius starts down. 

Looking sadly behind them 
He reaches for his hand as he takes it. 

At the bottom of the world, where the water flows 



She would have taken her breast there 
If she loved him ... Now she cried: 

"Be happy -> with his voice out he said -> 

As happy as life is 

You have a torment: unless you die at once. 

Translation:carl Gustav Jung Correction:Elena-Natalia Galatan-Nemes 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu Victor,Mu sweet puppies and chickens Victor, Carl, Tudor, Alin, Andrei, Mihai, Victor 
The Sun, Stefan. 

Te dorec, Puiul meu Dulce, Dragostea mea, Puiul meu. Sotulmeu Dulce.T iubesc, Victor, Dulceatta ma, Puiul 
meu 

Liceafarul - Mihai Eminescu 

A fost odata ca-n povesti, 

A fost ca niciodata. 

Din rude mari imparatesti, 

O prea frumoasa fata. 

Si era una la parinti 
Si mandra-n toate cele, 

Cum e Fecioara intre sfinti 
Si luna intre stele. 

Din umbra falnicelor bolti 
Ea pasul si-1 indreapta 
Langa fereastra, unde-n colt 
Luceafarul asteapta. 

Privea in zare cum pe mari 
Rasare si straluce, 

Pe miscatoarele carari 
Corabii negre duce. 

II vede azi, il vede mani, 

Astfel dorinta-i gata; 

El iar, privind de saptamani, 

Ii cade draga fata. 

Cum ea pe coate-si razima 
Visand ale ei tample 
De dorul lui si inima 
Si sufletu-i se imple. 

Si cat de viu s-aprinde el 
In orisicare sara, 

Spre umbra negrului castel 
Cand ea o sa-i apara. 

* 

Si pas cu pas pe urma ei 
Aluneca-n odaie, 

Tesand cu recile-i scantei 



O mreaja de vapaie. 


Si cand in pat se-ntinde drept 
Copila sa se culce, 

I-atinge mainile pe piept, 
I-nchide geana dulce; 

Si din oglinda luminis 
Pe trupu-i se revarsa, 

Pe ochii man, batand inchisi 
Pe fata ei intoarsa. 

Ea ll privea cu un suras, 

El tremura-n oglinda, 

Caci o urma adanc in vis 
De suflet sa se prinda. 

Iar ea vorbind cu el in somn, 
Oftand din greu suspina 
- „0, dulce-al noptii mele domn, 
De ce nu vii tu? Vina! 



Cobori in jos, luceafar bland (Octavian Smigelschi, 1904) 


Cobori in jos, luceafar bland, 
Alunecand pe-o raza, 
Patrunde-n casa si in gand 
Si viata-mi lumineaza!" 













El asculta tremurator, 

Se aprindea mai tare 
Si s-arunca fulgerator, 

Se cufunda in mare; 

Si din adanc necunoscut. Un mandru tanar creste (Misu Teisanu, 1923) 


Si apa unde-au fost cazut 
In cercuri se roteste, 

Si din adanc necunoscut 
Un mandru tanar creste. 

Usor el trece ca pe prag 
Pe marginea ferestei 
Si tine-n mana un toiag 
Incununat cu trestii. 

Parea un tanar voevod 
Cu par de aur moale, 

Un vanat giulgi se-ncheie nod 
Pe umerele goale. 

Iar umbra fetei stravezii 
E alba ca de ceara - 
Un mort frumos cu ochii vii 
Ce scanteie-n afara. 

- „Din sfera mea venii cu greu 
Ca sa-ti urmez chemarea, 

Iar cerul este tatal meu 
Si muma-mea e marea. 

Ca in camara ta sa vin, 

Sa te privesc de-aproape, 

Am coborat cu-al meu senin 
Si m-am nascut din ape. 

0, vin'! odorul meu nespus, 

Si lumea ta o lasa; 

Eu sunt luceafarul de sus, 

Iar tu sa-mi fii mireasa. 

Colo-n palate de margean 
Te-oi duce veacuri multe, 

Si toata lumea-n ocean 
De tine o s-asculte." 

- „0, esti frumos, cum numa-n vis 
Un inger se arata, 

Dara pe calea ce-ai deschis 
N-oi merge niciodata; 


Strain la vorba si la port, 



Lucesti fara de viata, 

Caci eu sunt vie, tu esti mort, 

Si ochiul tau ma-ngheata." 

* 

Trecu o zi, trecura trei 
Si iarasi, noaptea, vine 
Luceafarul deasupra ei 
Cu razele-i senine. 

Ea trebui de el in somn 
Aminte sa-si aduca 
Si dor de-al valurilor domn 
De inim-o apuca 

- „Cobori in jos, luceafar bland, 
Alunecand pe-o raza, 
Patrunde-n casa si in gand 

Si viata-mi lumineaza!" 

Cum el din cer o auzi, 

Se stinse cu durere, 

Iar ceru-ncepe a roti 
In locul unde piere; 

In aer rumene vapai 
Se-ntind pe lumea-ntreaga. 

Si din a chaosului vai 
Un mandru chip se-ncheaga; 

Pe negre vitele-i de par 
Coroana-i arde pare, 

Venea plutind in adevar 
Scaldat in foe de soare. 

Din negru giulgi se deslnsor 
Marmoreele brate, 

El vine trist si ganditor 
Si palid e la fata; 

Dar ochii mari si minunati 
Lucesc adanc himeric, 

Ca doua patimi fara sat 
Si pline de-ntuneric. 

- „Din sfera mea venii cu greu 
Ca sa te-ascult s-acuma, 

Si soarele e tatal meu, 

Iar noaptea-mi este muma; 

O, vin', odorul meu nespus, 

Si lumea ta o lasa; 



Eu sunt luceafarul de sus, 
Iar tu sa-mi fii mireasa. 


O, vin', in parul tau balai 
S-anin cununi de stele, 

Pe-a mele ceruri sa rasai 
Mai mandra decat ele." 

- „0, esti frumos cum numa-n vis 
Un demon se arata, 

Dara pe calea ce-ai deschis 
N-oi merge niciodata! 

Ma dor de crudul tau amor 
A pieptului meu coarde, 

Si ochii mari si grei ma dor, 
Privirea ta ma arde." 

- „Dar cum ai vrea sa ma cobor? 
Au nu-ntelegi tu oare, 

Cum ca eu sunt nemuritor. 

Si tu esti muritoare?" 

- „Nu caut vorbe pe ales, 

Nici stiu cum as incepe - 
Desi vorbesti pe inteles, 

Eu nu te pot pricepe; 

Dar daca vrei cu crezamant 
Sa te-ndragesc pe tine, 

Tu te coboara pe pamant, 

Fii muritor ca mine." 

- „Tu-mi ceri chiar nemurirea mea 
In schimb pe-o sarutare, 

Dar voi sa stii asemenea 
Cat te iubesc de tare; 

Da, ma voi naste din pacat, 
Primind o alta lege; 

Cu vecinicia sunt legat, 

Ci voi sa ma dezlege." 

Si se tot duce... S-a tot dus. 

De dragu-unei copile, 

S-a rupt din locul lui de sus, 
Pierind mai multe zile. 

* 

In vremea asta Catalin, 

Viclean copil de casa, 

Ce imple cupele cu vin 



Mesenilor la masa. 


Un paj ce poarta pas cu pas 
A-mparatesii rochii, 

Baiat din flori si de pripas, 

Dar indraznet cu ochii, 

Cu obrajei ca doi bujori 
De rumeni, bata-i vina, 

Se furiseaza panditor 
Privind la Catalina. 

Dar ce frumoasa se facu 
Si mandra, arz-o focul; 

Ei Catalin, acu-i acu 
Ca sa-ti incerci norocul. 

Si-n treacat o cuprinse lin 
Intr-un ungher degraba. 

- „Da' ce vrei, mari Catalin? 

Ia du-t' de-ti vezi de treaba." 

- „Ce voi? As vrea sa nu mai stai 
Pe ganduri totdeuna, 

Sa razi mai bine si sa-mi dai 
O gura, numai una." 

- „Dar nici nu stiu macar ce-mi ceri, 
Da-mi pace, fugi departe - 

O, de luceafarul din cer 
M-a prins un dor de moarte." 

- „Daca nu stii, ti-as arata 
Din bob in bob amorul, 

Ci numai nu te mania, 

Ci stai cu binisorul. 

Cum vanatoru-ntinde-n crang 
La pasarele latul, 

Cand ti-oi intinde bratul stang 
Sa ma cuprinzi cu bratul; 

Si ochii tai nemiscatori 
Sub ochii mei ramaie... 

De te inalt de subtiori 
Te-nalta din calcaie; 

Cand fata mea se pleaca-n jos, 

In sus ramai cu fata, 

Sa ne privim nesatios 
Si dulce toata viata; 


Si ca sa-ti fie pe deplin 



Iubirea cunoscuta, 

Cand sarutandu-te ma-nclin, 

Tu iarasi ma saruta." 

Ea-1 asculta pe copilas 
Uimita si distrasa, 

Si rusinos si dragalas, 

Mai nu vrea, mai se lasa. 

Si-i zise-ncet: - "Inca de mic 
Te cunosteam pe tine, 

Si guraliv si de nimic, 

Te-ai potrivi cu mine... 

Dar un luce afar, rasarit 
Din linistea uitarii, 

Da orizon nemarginit 
Singuratatii marii; 

Si tainic genele le plec, 

Caci mi le imple plansul 
Cand ale apei valuri tree 
Calatorind spre dansul; 

Luceste c-un amor nespus 
Durerea sa-mi alunge, 

Dar se inalta tot mai sus, 

Ca sa nu-1 pot ajunge. 

Patrunde trist cu raze reci 
Din lumea ce-1 desparte... 

In veci il voi iubi si-n veci 
Va ramanea departe... 

De-aceea zilele imi sunt 
Pustii ca niste stepe, 

Dar noptile-s de-un farmec sfant 
Ce nu-1 mai pot pricepe." 

- „Tu esti copila, asta e... 

Hai s-om fugi in lume, 

Doar ni s-or pierde urmele 
Si nu ne-or sti de nume, 

Caci amandoi vom fi cuminti, 
Vom fi voiosi si teferi, 

Vei pierde dorul de parinti 
Si visul de luceferi." 

* 

Porni luceafarul. Cresteau 
In cer a lui aripe, 



Si cai de mii de ani treceau 
In tot atatea clipe. 

Un cer de stele dedesubt, 
Deasupra-i cer de stele - 
Parea un fulger nentrerupt 
Ratacitor prin ele. 

Si din a chaosului vai, 

Jur imprejur de sine, 

Vedea, ca-n ziua cea de-ntai. 
Cum izvorau lumine; 

Cum izvorand il inconjor 
Ca niste man, de-a-notul... 

El zboara, gand purtat de dor, 
Pan' piere totul, totul; 

Caci unde-ajunge nu-i hotar, 
Nici ochi spre a cunoaste, 

Si vremea-ncearca in zadar 
Din goluri a se naste. 

Nu e nimic si totusi e 
0 sete care-1 soarbe, 

E un adanc asemene 
Uitarii celei oarbe. 

- „De greul negrei vecinicii, 
Parinte, ma dezleaga 

Si laudat pe veci sa fii 
Pe-a lumii scara-ntreaga; 

0, cere-mi, Doamne, orice pret, 
Dar da-mi o alta soarte, 

Caci tu izvor esti de vieti 
Si datator de moarte; 

Reia-mi al nemuririi nimb 
Si focul din privire, 

Si pentru toate da-mi in schimb 
0 ora de iubire... 

Din chaos, Doamne,-am aparut 
Si m-as intoarce-n chaos... 

Si din repaos m-am nascut. 

Mi-e sete de repaos." 

- „Hyperion, ce din genuni 
Rasai c-o-ntreaga lume, 

Nu cere semne si minuni 
Care n-au chip si nume; 



Tu vrei un om sa te socoti, 

Cu ei sa te asameni? 

Dar piara oamenii cu toti, 

S-ar naste iarasi oameni. 

Ei numai doar dureaza-n vant 
Deserte idealuri - 
Cand valuri afla un mormant, 
Rasar in urma valuri; 

Ei doar au stele cu noroc 
Si prigoniri de soarte, 

Noi nu avem nici timp, nici loc. 
Si nu cunoastem moarte. 

Din sanul vecinicului ieri 
Traieste azi ce moare, 

Un soare de s-ar stinge-n cer 
S-aprinde iarasi soare; 

Parand pe veci a rasari, 

Din urma moartea-1 paste, 

Caci toti se nasc spre a muri 
Si mor spre a se naste. 

Iar tu, Hyperion, ramai 
Oriunde ai apune... 

Cere-mi cuvantul meu de-ntai - 
Sa-ti dau intelepciune? 

Vrei sa dau glas acelei guri, 

Ca dup-a ei cantare 
Sa se ia muntii cu paduri 
Si insulele-n mare? 



Luceafarul (Lascar Vorel, 1904) 



Vrei poate-n fapta sa arati 
Dreptate si tarie? 

Ti-as da pamantul in bucati 
Sa-1 faci imparatie. 

Iti dau catarg langa catarg, 

Ostiri spre a strabate 
Pamantu-n lung si marea-n larg, 
Dar moartea nu se poate... 

Si pentru cine vrei sa mori? 
Intoarce-te, te-ndreapta 
Spre-acel pamant ratacitor 
Si vezi ce te asteapta." 

* 

In locul lui menit din cer 
Hyperion se-ntoarse 
Si, ca si-n ziua cea de ieri, 
Lumina si-o revarsa. 

Caci este sara-n asfintit 
Si noaptea o sa-nceapa; 

Rasare luna linistit 
Si tremurand din apa. 

Si imple cu-ale ei scantei 
Cararile din cranguri. 

Sub sirul lung de mandri tei 
Sedeau doi tineri singuri 

- „0, lasa-mi capul meu pe san, 
Iubito, sa se culce 
Sub raza ochiului senin 
Si negrait de dulce; 

Cu farmecul luminii reci 
Gandirile strabate-mi, 

Revarsa liniste de veci 
Pe noaptea mea de patimi. 

Si de asupra mea ramai 
Durerea mea de-o curma, 

Caci esti iubirea mea de-ntai 
Si visul meu din urma." 

Hyperion vedea de sus 
Uimirea-n a lor fata; 

Abia un brat pe gat i-a pus 
Si ea 1-a prins in brate... 


Miroase florile-argintii 



Si cad, o dulce ploaie, 
Pe crestetele-a doi copii 
Cu plete lungi, balaie. 

Ea, imbatata de amor, 
Ridica ochii. Vede 
Luceafarul. Si-ncetisor 
Dorintele-i increde 



Patrunde-n codru si in gdnd, norocu-mi lumineaza! (Ion Schmidt-Faur, 1929) 


- „Cobori in jos, luceafar bland, 
Alunecand pe-o raza, 
Patrunde-n codru si in gand, 
Norocu-mi lumineaza!" 

El tremura ca alte dati 
In codri si pe dealuri, 

Calauzind singuratati 
De miscatoare valuri; 

Dar nu mai cade ca-n trecut 
In mari din tot inaltul 

- „Ce-ti pasa tie, chip de lut, 
Dac-oi fi eu sau altul? 

Traind in cercul vostru stramt 
Norocul va petrece, 

Ci eu in lumea mea ma simt 
Nemuritor si rece." 


The morning star 

It was now as never, once upon a time 
It was today as never 
From emperor great relatives 
A too much beautiful girl. 

And she was one at her parents 
And proud of everything 


As it is the Virgin among saints 
And the moon amidst the stars. 

From the shade of majestic vaults 

She leads her step away 

To the comer, where he waits for her 

The Morning Star, the beautiful Youngman. 

Fie looks in horizon how on seas 
It rises and it shines up 
On the trembling forest paths 
Black ships carry away. 

She sees him today, she sees tomorrow 
Thereby her wish is ready; 

He once again, looking from weeks 
He falls in love with her. 

As she was supporting hands-on elbows 
Dreaming, her pale, rosy temples 
Of his longing her heart 
And soul it was filled. 

And how alive he fires the proud young 
In every and each evening 
To the shade of the black castle 
When she will appear to him. 

And step by step on the trace he follows 
He slips into the room 
Waving with his colds sparks 
Web of red, gleamy, cold flames. 

And when in the bed she stretches right 
The child to fall asleep 
He touches her hands on her chest, 

He closes the sweet lash. 

And from the mirror in a clearance 
On her body, he flows away 
On her large eyes, beating closed 
On her pale face turned. 

She looks at him with a gentle smile 
He was trembling in the mirror 
For he followed deeply in her dream 
Of her soul to catch him. 

And her, talking with him in the dream. 
Sighing from deep, she suspirate 
- O, sweet of my night Lord 
Why don't you come to me?... Come! 

Descend adown, O, gentle Star 
Sliding on a ray 

Permeate in my home and thought 
My luck you shine with longing 

He listens to her trembling 
He fired harder and harder 



And he was throwing like a striking bolt 
He was sinking into the sea. 

And the water where he fell down 
In circles, it is spinning 
And from the deep of the unknown 
A proud young are growing up. 

Easy he passes as the threshold 
On the edge of the open window 
And holds in his hands a silver rod 
Wreathed with the lake reed. 

He seemed a young voivode 
With long hair of soft gold, 

A bruise shroud it clenches knot 
On his empty shoulders. 

And the shade of his thin, pale face 
It is white as the wax 
A beautiful dead with his eyes alive 
Which shines sparkling outside. 

From my sphere, I hardly came 
To follow your sweet calling 
And the sky is my father 
And my mother is the sea. 

For in your pantry to come down 
To look for you so close 
I went down with my serene 
And I was born from waters. 

Oh, come on! my unspoken odor. 

And your world leaves it; 

I'm the top Morning Star, 

And you have to be my bride. 

There in bean palaces 
It takes you many centuries, 

And everyone in the ocean 
They will listen to you. " 

- "Oh, you are beautiful, as in a dream 
An angel shows up, 

But on the path, you opened 
I will never step on. 

Foreign in speech and clothing, 

You gleam cold, without life, 

Because I'm alive, you're dead, 

And your eye freezes me. " 

One day passed, three passed 
And again, at night, he comes 
The morning star above it 
With his clear, gleamy clear rays. 

She needed him in her sleep 
Remember to bring it 



And miss of the waves Lord 
Take her by heart 

- "Get down, gentle shine, 

Sliding on a beam, 

Permeate into the house and think 
And my life illuminates me! " 

As he heard it from heaven, 

He died with pain, 

And the sky is starting to turn 
Where it perishes; 

In the air, blushing flames 
Spread all over the world, 

And out of the valley chaos 
A proud face is coming to an end; 

On the black hairs of the beautiful young 
His crown burns, 

It was floating in truth 
Bathing in the fire of the sun. 

From the black shroud it unfolds 
Marble arms, 

He comes sad and thoughtful 
And pale is the face; 

But big and wonderful eyes 
I gleam deeply, chimerical. 

Like two passions without a break 
And full of darkness. 

- "From my sphere you scarcely came 
To listen to you now. 

And the sun is my father, 

And my mum is at night; 

Oh, come on, my unspoken odor, 

And your world leaves it; 

I'm the top star, 

And you have to be my bride. 

Oh, come on, in your hair you danced 
Star wreaths, 

My heaven to rise 
Prouder than them. " 

- "Oh, you are beautiful as in a dream 
A demon shows up, 

But on the path you opened 
I will never step on! 

I miss your cruel violins 
Of my chest, 

And my large, heavy eyes miss me, 

Your look burns me. " 

- "But how would you like me to go down? 
Don't you know, I wonder 



Because I'm immortal, a gentle star, 

And you are mortal? " 

- "I'm not looking for words of choice, 

I don't know how to get started - 
Even though you understand it, 

I cannot understand you; 

But if you want in faith 
To delight you. 

You come down to earth, 

Be mortal like me. " 

- "You ask me for my immortality 
Instead of a kiss, 

But you know that too 
How much I love you; 

Yes, I will be born from sin, 

Receiving another law; 

With the old age, I am connected, 

But I will untie myself. " 

And it keeps going ... It's gone. 

From a dear child, 

It broke from his place above, 

Missing several days. 

* 

At this time Catalin, 

Cunning homemade baby. 

Who was pouring wine in bowls 
To the cheerful, at the table 

A page that carries step by step 
A-king dresses, 

A boy of flowers and of stray 
But bold with the eyes, 

With cheeks like two peonies 
Blushing as red petals, blame it, 

He sneaks up thoughtful 
Looking at Catalina. 

But how beautiful it became 
And proud, with lotus lips 
Hey Catalin, here it is 
To try your luck and fire. 

I passed her smoothly 

In a corner, sooner the Youngman 

- "Yes, what do you want, I wonder, Catalin 
Go and see your work." 

- "What will you? I would like you to stop 
Thoughts always, 

Laugh better and give it to me 
One mouth, only one. " 



- "But I don't even know what you are asking me, 
Give me peace, run away - 

Oh, the star in heaven 
He missed me so much. " 

- "If you don't know, I'd show you 
From love to love, 

But just don't get angry, 

You stay with gentleness.. 

How the hunter lay in the grove 
In the birds, 

When you extend your left arm 
To embrace me with my arm; 

And your eyes still 
My eyes remain ... 

I lift you from the lower ones 
He raises you from the heel; 

When my face goes down, 

You stay face up, 

Let's look insecure 
And sweet all life; 

And to be fully yours 
Known love, 

When I kiss you I bow. 

You kiss me again. " 

She listened to the baby 
Amazed and distracted, 

And shameful and cute, 

He doesn't want to, he leaves. 

And he said softly: - "Still very young 
I knew you. 

And by no means. 

You fit me ... 

But a skylight, a sunrise 
From the silence of oblivion, 

It gives unlimited horizon 
The loneliness of the sea; 

And secretly the lashes go away. 

Because my crying is over them 
When the wave water passes 
Traveling to the next; 

It shines an unspoken love 
The pain to drive me away. 

But it's rising higher, 

So I can't reach him. 

It gets sad with cold rays 
From the world that separates it... 

I will love him forever and forever 
Will stay away... 



That's why my days are here 
Deserts like steppes, 

But the nights are of a holy charm 
What I can not understand. " 

- "You are a child, this is ... 

Come and run into the world, 

We'll just lose track 

And we don't know the name, 

Because both of us will be happy, 

We will be cheerful and tough. 

You will miss the parents longing 
And the dream of stars." 

* 

Start the thing, grew 
In the sky of his wings. 

And paths of thousands of years passed 
In so many moments. 

A sky of stars below. 

Above them I ask for stars - 

It seemed like an uninterrupted lightning bolt 

Wandering through them. 

And out of the valley chaos, 

I swear by myself, 

He saw, that on the first day. 

How light flowed; 

How springing around him 
Like the seas, of wavy chaos... 

He flies, thinking of longing, 

Until everything is extinguished, everything; 

Because where you get there is no border, 

No eyes to know, 

And the weather-try in vain 
From goals to be born. 

It is nothing and yet it is 
A thirst that sips him, 

It's a bit too deep 
Forgetting the blind. 

- "The hardship of the black eternity. 

Father, it dislikes me 

And I praised you forever 
On the whole world; 

Oh, ask me. Lord, any price. 

But give me another chance. 

Because you spring you are alive 
And the giver of death; 

Resume me of immortality nimbus 
And the fire in the eye, 

And for all, give me back 
An hour of love ... 



Out of chaos, Lord, I appeared 
And I would go back to chaos ... 

And from rest I was born. 

I'm thirsty for a rest. " 

- "Hyperion, what about the knees 
You said the whole world, 

It does not ask for signs and wonders 
Which have no face and name; 

You want a man to count on, 

With them to wander? 

But people all die, 

People would be born again. 

They only last in the wind 

Ideal desserts - 

When waves find a grave. 

Rising behind the waves; 

They just have lucky stars 
And harassment of fate, 

We have no time, no place. 

And we don't know death. 

From the bosom of the eternal yesterday 
He lives dying today, 

A sun would go out in the sky 
The sun shines again; 

Seeing the rising of the dawn, 

After death, peace. 

For all are born to die 
And I die to be born. 

And you, Hyperion, stay 
Wherever you place ... 

Ask me for my word first - 
May I give you wisdom? 

You want me to voice that mouth, 

Like her second song 

Take the mountains with forests 

And the islands at sea? 

You may actually want to look 
Justice and Strength? 

I would give you the land in pieces 
Make it a kingdom. 

I give you a mast near the mast, 

Hosts to cross 

The earth is long and the sea wide, 

But death cannot be ... 

And for whom do you want to die? 

Turn around, you're on your way 
To that wandering land 
And see what awaits you. " 



In his place appointed from heaven 
Hyperion's gone 
And, like yesterday, 

The light poured on her. 

For it is sundown 
And the night will begin; 

The moon is rising quietly 
And trembling from the water. 

And she shares with her spark 
The paths from the forests. 

Beneath the long line of proud lime 
Two young men were sitting alone 

- "Oh, leave my head on my breast, 
Baby, go to bed 

Under the clear eye 
And unsurprisingly sweet; 

With the charm of cold light 
My thoughts run through me, 

It pours forever silence 
On my night of passions. 

And stay on top of me 
My pain of a sudden, 

Because you are my first love 
And my last dream. " 

Hyperion saw from above 
In their astonishment; 

He barely had an arm around his neck 
And she held him in his arms ... 

It smells like silver flowers 
And fall, a sweet rain, 

On the crest of two children 
With long hairs, barefoot. 

She, drunk with love. 

He looked up. Viewing 
Star. And slowly once again 
Wish them trust 

- "Get down, gentle shine. 

Sliding on a beam, 

Get in your mind and think, 

Fortunate me enlighten! " 

He was shaking like other dates 
In the hills and on the hills. 

Guiding lonely 
Of moving waves; 

But it does not fall as in the past 
In the high seas 

- "What do you care about, clay face. 
Whether it's me or another? 



Living in your tight circle 
Good luck to you. 

But I feel in my world 
Immortal and cold. " 

Te iubesc, Victor, Dulcele meu, Puul meu. 


Translation Carl Gustav Jung, Natalia Galatan 

Te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dulceata mea. 
The oval of the moon ... 


Fall over the oval of the moon 

You are looking for me in the breast - 

Crazy 

Kisses a thousand 


Fall over the oval of the moon ... 


Flot legs, lips, teeth 
Flair in the eye 
Cold, splash ... 


Fall over the oval of the moon 

You are looking for me in the breast - 

Crazy 

Kisses a thousand 


Fall over the oval of the moon ... 


Flot legs, lips, teeth 
Flair in the eye 
Cold, splash ... 


Te iubesc 


The Resurrection Night 






te iubesc, puiul meu dulce. www.alamy.com - PM4A47 

Sweet-bitter candle, like yellow quinces 
At the windows sills 
You are squeezing up... 

With your warmy light 
Gentle like a star 
Stories, from your golden clew 
You are squeezing up... 

Ressurection Night, of the Holly light 

Is flowing like a pure star 

With teardrops rhymes and with old traditions.. 

On my hermit room. 

The firtree smoothly is speaking 

From the Holly wood 

With longing he speaks out, he is telling us 

About the most Beloved Son. 

Florile triste din cuvant 

Astazi masimteam cu mintea, cu inima razuita 
Incercand sa scriu poemele - 
Sa le traduc... imi palpitau de sange proaspat venele 
Incercand sa urc muntele abrupt. 

E trist sufletul meu -pus la-ncercare de-atatea ori - 
siOapoi nins cu flori - 
cu florile triste din cuvant. 


Ce sentiment as putea pune ca am? Zburand ca pasarea trista 



Fara glas, din ramin ram?.. 

Cand camera-mi pustie imi pare patru scanduri 
Peste care se cem, o mie, tacute flori in randuri-randuri. 


Ce suflet mai am, and el fost impuns, ranit cu sulita de mii de ori 
siOapoi nins cu flori - 
cu florile triste din cuvant. 


Flacari, flacari inaltandu-se spre cerul 

in forma de cruce 

pe care norul alb isi duce 

greul si usuratatea propriei vesnicii. 


ce enigmatica mireasma imateriala 
e-n flama ce se-aprinde 
ca o torta 

arzand cu-o necuprinsa forta, peste paduri 
peste campii. 


o forta-ascunsa si vecinic e-n brazii 
ulmii si arinii 

ce verzi si-ndreapta trupul lor din paradis 
catre infern. 


o forta zace-n gingasie, o forta dulce 
si discreta 

precum o lacrima in eprubeta, precum un pas 
pe poante de-o subreta. 


mireasma dulce acrisoara 

a fructelor din calda vara 

ce forta salasluieste in calda lor faptura 

ce forta le topeste 

in inmiresmata gura?... 


o forta e-n colosul ce gandeste 

ducand in sus a sa povara 

a suta oara, -a mia oara, a-infinitatea oarba oara 








cu trupul lui de flacari si secara?... 


ce forta irumpanda 
in torente 

e in gandirile-mi demente, e-n arderile mele-ardente 
cenusa risipita pe o scara. 


strigat tipat soapta cugetare 

adanca si tacuta contemplare, e-n noaptea 

peste soare 

in fractele incercuit de roz chenare 
in matematicile cosmului indescifrabil. 


amarui si dulce se contopesc 
pe limb a 

si noaptea in lumine ciocolatii se schimba 
pe-un umar de negresa 

calda, frematatoare... stramba. 


Te doresc. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu. 


Ce suflet mai am, and el fost impuns, ranit cu sulita de mii de 
siOapoi nins cu flori - 
cu florile triste din cuvant. 


The sad flowers from the word 

Today I was feeling with my mind, with my heart scratched 
Trying to write the poems - 

To translate them... they were palpitating from fresh blood the 
Trying to climb the steep, precipitous mountain. 

It is sad my soul - put to the try for so many times 
And then snowed with flowers 
With the sad flowers from the word. 







What feeling could I ever have?... Flying like sad, mute birds 
From branch to branch?.... 

When my desolate room seems to me just four planks 

Over which they are sifting, a thousand, silent flowers, row after row. 


What kind of soul can I have, when he was injured, hurt by the spear 
And then snowed with flowers 
With sad flowers from the word. 

Flamings, flamings rising up to the sky in the cross form 
Whereon the white cloud is bearing 
The heaviless and the lightness of its own 
everlastingness. 


What enigmatic, immaterial perfume 
Is in the flame which is inflaming like a torch 
firing with an unlimitess force, over the forests 
and the fields!... 


A secret, lasting force is in the firtrees, elms and alders 
Which greenly are leading their pure body, 
from paradise to the inferno. 

a force is lying in tenderness, a sweet and discrete force 
likewise a teardop in the glassy tube, likewise 
a step on pointers of a soubrette. 


the sweet-sourish fragrance of the fruits from 
the hot summer 

what force is sitting up in their warm being?.... 

what force is melting down them in my odoured mouth?... 

a force is lying in the colossus who is thinking 
taking with him upwards his heavy burden 
the hundredth, the thousandth, the infinity blinding one?... 
With his body of hot flames and rye?... 


what force is pouring out into torrents in my mad thoughts 

in my ardent thoughts, 

cinders scattered on a heavenly scale?... 


crying, whispering, murmur, thinking 

deep and quiet contemplation is in the night over the sun 

in fruits circled by rosy frames 

in mathematics of the space indecipherable 

bitter and sweet are merging on the tongue 
and night 

in chocolate lights changes itself, on a black woman shoulder, 
warm, fretting frenetically, curved... 










What kind of soul can I have, when he was injured, hurt by the spear 
And then snowed with flowers 
With the sad flowers from the word. 


Te iubesc.Te doresc. 

Traducere Natalia Galatan 
Te iubesc, Victor,Puiul meu. 


Anima si Animusul meu, jumattea me dulce, Sotiorul meu iubit, Puiul meu Dule Victor, Te iubesc nespus, 
nespus.. .The sea of Atlaz 


Being sentimental is a state 

Deep down, fervor continues 

Being with you passing through the own sin 

Being with the others 

passing through my own Self 

Where the World opens, like a flower 

White, tenderly, 

at the meeting with his immortal God. 

To be sweet is a tender state 
Because only mothers feel it in the soul 
When by the sky which snows what is crying 
I hung my scared eyes 

with the thought of your coming - sweet love ... 


The sensations float slightly in the azure sky 
It hangs, glinted, by the Great Sea 
When sweet feelings, poems unspeakable 
They open to me, soft, smoky 
Like the Flower on the cheek... 


To be sweet is a tender state 
Because only mothers feel it in the soul 
When by the sky which snows what is crying 
I hung my scared eyes 

with the thought of your coming - sweet love ... 


Being sentimental is a state 

Deep down, fervor continues 

Being with you passing through the prop sin 

Being with the others 

passing through my own Self 

Where the World opens, like a flower 

White, tenderly, 

at the meeting with his immortal God. 




The sensations float slightly in the azure sky 
It hangs, glinted, by the Great Sea 
When sweet feelings, poems unspeakable 
They open to me, soft, smoky 
Like the Flower on the cheek... 

te iubesc dulcele meu Puisor, dragostea mea. 

Michael... 

Cathy came in, looking at Alain. 

But he looked at Mihai 

He was sitting breathless, smiling with his hands close to his body 
Thinking about who knows where ... 

There wasn't much in the library 

On that rainy March day 

In the sun, the sun had barely come out 

Among the frightened clouds, swirling like little puddles 

Lightning and lightning 

Just be-dark, like copies weeping. 

Mihai was smiling, with Foucault's book open in front 
Next to a book of poems, by Goethe. 

...his smile was jealous, just sketched 
On his cold lips 
Like two rose petals 
Rain kiss 

and opened to a drifting inner world ... 

Eyes, slightly shaded by glasses 

They had a mysterious, poetic, timid smile 

Taken from his red lips, blood-smeared 

By the pallor of the thin cheek 

Milk, on which the first lintel of the beard - 

Two silky haunches from his blond-haired man 

Rich chestnut with a middle ground. 

Mihai, whispered Cathy approaching. Haven't you seen Alin? 

Oh, no ... the young man said suddenly, amazed 
Winking at her. 

Ah, I told her we should meet here, read together ... 

I wanted to ask him something ... 

Let's talk about books. 

You can sit next to me, he smiled as if scared 
Mysteriously the young man. He is a bookkeeper ... 

Okay, now I'm going to the toilet to wash my face 
It was a terrible jolt... now in March ... 

Cathy said, touching her shoulder lightly. 

As Mihai shivered, his eyes fluttered in the book. 



In the bath, Cathy looked in the mirror. 

His eyes were bulging, trying. She hadn't given Michele two months 
After their last date. 

Wash your face 

Then it is supported by a recess of the wall 
Lost in thoughts. 

When Mihai suddenly enters. 

She found it in her viscose dress, with the beret 
With bare arms and shoulders, he reached 
Her silky wavy hair 
Like a spiral. 

Do we smoke a cigarette? ... the young man asked as if he was confused 
Not knowing what to say. 

Then he handed her a note from Alin. 

Baby, today is coming ... 

Michele needs me 

At a project for the service, my sweet love .. 

Mihai, my younger brother, will keep you company. 

The red-eyed young man reads. 

Oh, exclaims Cathy ... putting out her cigarette. I miss him! 

I know, ’’Mihai said, leaning over her to tell her something 
then, overwhelmed by the scent of her body 
he got lost in the line and tied with his arms 
slowly pulling her to his chest. 


Slowly, it seemed like in a thousand years 
and he touched it with his red lips on his lips. 

Cathy shivered, then chained her 
and she tightened her breast tightly. 

My sweetness, still the whisper, then they chained and kissed frantically 

As if he had really met 

After a thousand years 

Of longing, waiting, love, suffering ... 

The young man had changed. Become a hungry, voracious wolf at once 

A tiger with feline movements 

Who surrounds his prey and draws it to himself... 

Mihai, Cathy whispered, with red cheeks, my love 
We are lost... 


Mihai was smiling, with Foucault's book open in front 
Next to a book of poems, by Goethe. 

... his smile was jealous, just sketched 
On his cold lips 
Like two rose petals 
Rain kiss 

and opened to a drifting inner world ... 



Eyes, slightly shaded by glasses 

They had a mysterious, poetic, timid smile 

Taken from his red lips, blood-smeared 

By the pallor of the thin cheek 

Milk, on which the first lintel of the beard - 

Two silky haunches from his blond-haired man 

Rich chestnut with a middle ground. 

There wasn't much in the library 

On that rainy March day 

In the sun, the sun had barely come out 

Among the frightened clouds, swirling like little puddles 

Lightning and lightning 

Just be-dark, like copies weeping. 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu Dulce Mihai, Dragostea me 


Dragostea mea, te doresc si te iubesc puiul meu. T iubesc, dulcele mu, puiulmeu. 
The Serpent 

Geo was a tall man, only skin and bone, 
of a bizarre, undeniable beauty, 
as oblivious as the outcrops of evil. 

His face was half tattooed in a circular, spherical, serpent-like 

kind of yin-yang ideogram 

and the eyes of a glittering blue, dark blue, 

hallucinatory and fluorescent. 

The hands, as seen from underneath 
the black shirt, were tattooed , the left arm, 
especially the left side of the face, 

as you really look at the right one. 

He was between 43 and 45 years old, 
had an animal attraction, hallucinatory, 
but not perverse. 


He was weak, with long legs, 

which he kept very far when he was sitting down, 

and his favorite place was 

face to face with the door, on the edge of Left. 

He started with a word game: "Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Lriday, Saturday Sunday. 

What day did I not say? .... 

what day of the week did I not say? ..." 

It was Lriday, because r is not heard in pronunciation, 

only i, slightly, and comes out 

kind of by "comes" or "comes i", 

allude to my poems with "come" 

instead of "Lriday", 

which were so typed, "comes", instead of "Lriday", 
even if I type "Lriday". 

I never figured out why, until Geo said, at the hospital. 




In the meantime, I make other presupposition 
and digressions, 

telling them that Sunday is not a day, a lucrative day, 
in fact, a day of rest, 

and that, in fact, in the time of the Greek calendars, 
Sunday is the first week of the seventh week, 
so Adventists celebrate it as rest day. 


But, I say myself, when you look in the mirror, 
which part of the body do you see 
on the right and which onon the left? ... 

Geo fell a little thought... 

then said: I when I laugh, I laugh very well, normally, as if I am not reversed in the mirror . 
and when I shade myself... 


Then, in order to find myself in the job, 

I say: say quickly: 

turnips I give you through the fence!, 
known from parents ... Dad more precisely. 

My father actually had a rough book, 

rhymes, the Third Letter, The Morning Star it seemed, 

other poetry from Eminescu 

in the very sexualized argotical language. 

Then I tellthem: say very quickly 
A codobattle and a codobattle 
were codobattled by a pebble. The codeword 
could not decompose the codobridge, 

but the codobatura female could codobapt 
the codobatura male. 

I look at Mr Nlu, 

he was sitting in front of me: 

Do you say nothing, Mr Nelu ?! .... 

What can I say, 

if I have nothing important to say ... 
he replied in a somewhat melancholy tone, 
somewhat vague, blase and sad. 

We go out the door. 

I go out with Geo in front and suddenly followed by Danny, 
and suddenly I had the revelation 
that first it was the Serpent... 


Epilogue: Geo was released with 2-3 days before me, 
and returned to the hospital 
in the penultimate time, 

drunk and sad, with a figure that inspires mercy, 
something about his second wife 
older than him with 7-8 years.... 




the first, whom he loved, te iubesc, Dulce Victoor, Puiiul emu. 
he had caught her in bed with his best friend. 

Te doresc, puiul meu. 


Sotul meu, Te iubesc, Vctor, Dulcele mu, Dulceata mea, Puiul meu. 
Te doeresc. 

The seven sermones 

Sunt un monstru. 
stiu ca sunt un monstru. 

Am transformat totul in literature, 
tipatul, agonia, durerea, decesul. 

Te iubesc, Dulcele meu, Puiul meu. 

Te Doresc. 

Victor, Te doresc si Te iubesc, puiul meu iubit. 

The seven sermones 

I am a monster 

I know I am a sacred monster.... 

I transformed everything into literature 
The screaming, the agony 
The pain, the death. 

Love. 


Cime as you are 
Leg you... 

The fourth Book 
Painting four 

Veneam tacut pe drum.... 

Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 


Ma gandeam la tine mergand incet pe drum -mce ciudata e totusi clipa asta de-acum - 

Pe cer apuneau incet stelele 

In paral tau se joaca, umezi dedor, visele... 


Meregeam cu capul aplecat in pamant 



Aurtat de un indescritibil, inefabil, vant stelar... 
... mainile-mi calatoreau departe de trup 
Incercand spa duca la inima 
Un tandru, infiorator de dulce, saprut.... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 
Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea emea. 

I was silent on the road .... 


I was silent on the road 



Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems. 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 


I was thinking of you walking slowly on the road - how weird this moment is now - 
The stars were slowly setting in the sky 
In your hair you play, wet your finger, dreams ... 

I was walking with my head down on the ground 
Afflicted by an indescribable, ineffable, stellar wind ... 

... my hands traveled far from my body 
Trying to wash leads to the heart 
A tender, creepy sweet, kissing .... 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Toiotule an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the forehead of soot 

With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 



I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, love me. 

Te doresc, Victor, Te iubesc, dulceata mea. 

Fiinta si Timp 

Veneam tacut pe drum 

Valea-i in fum si fluiere murmura-n stana... 

Ma simteam atat de batran - anii ii purtam incrustati 
in inima.. 


Amintiri de roze de-nceput 
si de fiorii primilor ghimpi - 

a ma-ntoarce inapoi as fi vrit,acolo une suflete simti.... 

ametirea gelozia si orbirea 

nalucirea unor calde soaptece se-ntorc 

pe drumurile viei 

si se mistuiesc in calda noapte... 


Natura cu verdeata-i imateriala 

Parea ochiul imobil al lui Crist, eschis spre-o lume supranaturala 
Acolo unde incetez sa exist... 


Ma simteam atat de batran 
Anii ii purtam incrustati in inima.. 

Veneam tacut pe drum 

Valea-i in fum si fluiere murmura-n stana... 

Veneam tacut pe drum, in clipa aceasta de scrum 

Intarziam ieri 

Pe coridoarele memoriei 

Dintr-un viitor incert 

Magnoliile cadeau, dintr-un cer galbui, roz-pal 
si-mi mangaiau trupul inert. 

Sopteam cuvinte de dragoste 
In geamul aburit 

De ploile ce au spalat tinuturile sufletului 
Peste-un tanar iubit... 



Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 
I love you, my sweetness. 

Being and Time 
I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and whistles whisper in the sheep ... 
I felt so old 

For years we have been carrying them 
in the heart. 


Memories of pink from the beginning 
and the thrill of the first barbs - 

to go back I would have wished, there you feel souls ... 
dazzling jealousy and blindness 
the gleam of warm whispers what's coming back 
on the roads 

and burn in the hot night... 


Nature with its immaterial greenness 

It seemed to Christ's immobile eye, open to a supernatural world 
Where I cease to exist... 


I felt so old 

For years we have been carrying them in the heart. 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and whistles whisper in the sheep ... 
I was silent on the road, in this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
and they were comforting my inert body. 



I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over a beloved Youngman ... 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

Veneam tacut pe drum.... 

Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para... 


Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar incet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 


Ma gandeam la tine mergand incet pe drum -mce ciudata e totusi clipa asta de-acum - 

Pe cer apuneau incet stelele 

In parul tau se joaca, umezi dedor, visele... 

Meregeam cu capul aplecat in pamant 
Aurtat de un indescritibil, inefabil, vant stelar... 

... mainile-mi calatoreau departe de trap 
Incercand spa duca la inima 
Un tandru, infiorator de dulce, saprut.... 



Vabrant, sunete de corni se-nalta-n stana 
Imi acopar meet oochii cu o mana 
Privind printre gene stelele 

Privind cum joaca pe campul luni, nebune, ielele... 
Veneam tacut pe drum 
Valea-i in fum si ochii mi se-neaca-n scrum 
Sunete guturale ineaca cu vocea lor seara 
Sufletul meu arde-n iubire ca para 


Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Toiotule o atmosfera intre negri siverde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 


Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea emea. 

I was silent on the road .... 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems. 



Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 


I was thinking of you walking slowly on the road - how weird this moment is now - 
The stars were slowly setting in the sky 
In your hair you play, wet your finger, dreams ... 

I was walking with my head down on the ground 
Afflicted by an indescribable, ineffable, stellar wind ... 

... my hands traveled far from my body 
Trying to wash leads to the heart 
A tender, creepy sweet, kissing .... 


Speaking, the sound of horns rises in the sheepfold 

I slowly cover my eyes with one hand 

Looking between the stars stars 

Looking at how he plays on the field, crazy, heels ... 

I was silent on the road 

Valley them in smoke and my eyes drown in ash 
Guttural sounds drown with their voice in the evening 
My soul burns in love as it seems 


The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Toiotule an atmosphere between black and black 
Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the greens of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the forehead of soot 

With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 



My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I love you, Victor, love me. 

Te iubesc nespus, Victor, Puiul meu, Dulcel meu. 

Verde crud 
Se apropia Pastele... 

Scriam marunt in micul carnet de matematica 
Pe care-1 aveam in spital 
Patat u mancare. 

Versuri disparate imi treceau prin minte 
si le notam cu fervoare 

atenta sa nu-mi scape nimic din ce-mi aducea inspitatia... 


Apoi le declaam femeilor din salon. 

Frumos, foarte frumos. De unde-ti vin asemenea ganduri?... 

Ma intreau ele minunandu-se, parca 

Neincrezatoare. 

Din cap, spuneam eu sec 

Versurile vin din cap , spitalul si boala sunt pentra scos 
Versurile din cap 

si nu numai versurile, ci s ideile... 
chiar si imaginile primordiale... 


Acolo mi-avenit pentru prima data ideea ca toti sfintii 

si toate mucenitele 

Toti nebunii pentru FIristos 

Sunt de fapt avaturile ale lui iisus FIristos 

si ale Fecioarei Maria.... 


Poezia declamata suna cam asa: 


Zbor de fluture spre miazanoapte 
Cerul a asfintit intr-o cununa de sfant 
Ramura de maslin a inmugurit 
roz-galbui 

Linistea devine o gaura neagra cu miezul 



Fierbinte si dens 


lacrima sfantului cade pe linistea 
pamantului 

o infloreste in mii de firicele verzi 
sunt patru garoafe rosii ofilite 
sunt un Iisus rebegit de frig 
o Marie Magdalena pocaita, culegand 
trestie si pipirig 


Sunt trei garoafe roz pure ca frumusetea 
Unei tinere fete 

Alergand cu parul ca aripi de fluture 
Peste dealurile de verde bete 


sunt trei garoafe roz ca un zambet satanic 
ca zambetul satanic 
al Ingerului cazut 

sunt trei garoafe roz crescute intrebator 

din tarana, humus si lut 

din pamantul statut, setos, camivor... 


sunt trei garoafe roz ca trandafirii 
de pe fruntea Evei 
dinaintea caderii in pacat 
trei trandafiri ca Sfanta Treime, ca tot 
ce-i intrupat, dar neintrupat 

licarirea pe frunte a Ideii, zei retrasi 
in Olimpul grecesc 
trei, sfanta cufra din basme, trei zmei 
si trei ingeri soptesc... 


trei feti-frumosi cu stea in frunte 
si trei Ilene Cosanzene 
trei punctele unui triunghi 
de la care se trag drepte catene... 


sunt un trandafir alb, vrastat cu mov 

pe marginile-i delicate... 

iubeam aceste rochii de florile suav 








purtate 


si le iubesc si-acum 
cu tineretea celor patruzeci de ani 
rochite dulci si dantelate 
cu can valsam pe sub castani... 


Sunt o garoafa verde? Galbena? Lamaie? 
O papadie, un zbor de flutur mic? 

Un sfant modest cu flori la palarie 
Trecand prin lume desert 
ca un pustnic?.... 


sunt doua garoafe, deosebite una de alta 
diferite, precum eu si tu... 
tu esti gandirea, eu sunt speranta 
tu esti salvarea, iar eu poate tu... 


patru garoafe rosii, usor ofilite 
deschid ochi sangerii peste lumi regasite 
pierduti in uitare, sunt fragezii stropi 
ca macii rosii in lanul cu snopi... 

timizi, ei inchipuie un Sfant si o Sfanta 
sunt doi si cu doi din aceeasi samanta 
ca rochia rosie si creponata a Veronicii 
ca aripa rupta si in jos lasata 
a randunicii... 


In aceasta lume virtuala noua 
Ma misc cu gratia unui somnambul... 

...zatmbind licaririlor de constiinta 
Ce-mi transfigureaza existnta 
Ca niste iluminari bruste 
In clipa de gratie cand constiinta mea 
Atinge constiinta lumii 

si se scufunda in ea, in totala uitare, abandon si regoasire. 

Pierdut e totu-n zarea tineretii 

si timpul creste-n urma mea... - ma-ntunec!... 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 








mtunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din niilioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubsc, dulcele meu Victor.. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu dulce, Tudor. 

Raw green 

Easter was approaching ... 

I was writing small in the little math booklet 
I had him in the hospital 
Stained u food. 

Missing lyrics crossed my mind 
and I noted them with fervor 

careful not to get rid of anything that brought my inspiration ... 


Then we tell the women in the salon. 

Beautiful very beautiful. Where do your thoughts come from? 

They surrounded me wondering, it seemed 

Incredulously. 

From the head, I said dry 

The lyrics come to a head, the hospital and the illness are out 
The lyrics in the head 

and not only the lyrics, but also the ideas ... 
even the primordial images ... 


There the idea of all the saints came to me for the first time 

and all the ladybugs 

All crazy people for Christ 

They are in fact the merits of Jesus Christ 

and of the Virgin Mary. 


The recited poem sounded like this: 


Butterfly flight to the north 
The sky sank into a holy wreath 
The olive branch has sprouted 



yellowish pink 

Tranquility becomes a black hole with the core 
Hot and dense 


the tear of the saint falls on the peace 
earth 

it blooms in thousands of green ferns 
there are four red carnations that have been used 
I am a Jesus reborn from the cold 
a repentant Marie Magdalene, gathering 
reed and pipirig 


There are three pure pink carnations as beauty 
To a young girl 

Running with her hair like butterfly wings 
Over the green hills 


there are three pink carnations like a satanic smile 
like the satanic smile 
of the fallen angel 

there are three pink carnations raised questioningly 

from dust, humus and clay 

from the ground, silky, carnivorous ... 


there are three pink carnations like roses 
from Eve's forehead 
before falling into sin 

three roses as the Holy Trinity, as everything 
what is incarnate, but incarnate 

the glow on the forehead of the Idea, the withdrawn gods 

in the Greek Olympus 

three, the holy fairy tale, three kites 

and three angels whisper ... 


three beautiful faces with a star in the forehead 

and three Ilene Cosanzene 

three points of a triangle 

from which straight chains are drawn ... 


I am a white rose, sprinkled with purple 








on the delicate edges ... 

I loved these soft flower dresses 
worn 

and I love them now 

at the young age of forty 

sweet and lace dresses 

with which we waltz under the chestnuts ... 


Am I a green carnation? Yellow? Lemon? 
A dandelion, a small butterfly flight? 

A modest saint with flowers in the hat 
Passing through the desert world 
like a hermit? 


there are two carnations, different from each other 

different, like me and you ... 

you are thinking, I am the hope 

you are the salvation, and I can you ... 


four red carnations, slightly wilted 

I open my eyes to the blood of the found worlds 

lost in oblivion, are the sprinklers 

like red poppies in the chain with snippets ... 

shy, they imagine a saint and a saint 
there are two and two of the same seed 
like Veronica's red and crepe dress 
like the broken wing and down left 
swallow ... 


In this new virtual world 
I move with the grace of a sleepwalker ... 

... smiling at the gleams of consciousness 
What transfigures my existence 
Like sudden lighting 

At the moment of grace when my consciousness 
Reach the consciousness of the world 

and it sinks into it, in total forgetfulness, abandonment and regrowth. 
Lost is still in the youth zone 

and time grows in my footsteps ... - I'm getting dark! 







I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
I love you, my sweet Victor .. 

I love you, my sweet baby, Tudor. 


Viata ca vis... 

Privind zilele de aur a scripturelor romane 
Mare dd visari senine, mii de ganduri se scufunda 
In afunduri de genune, figurate ca mari umbre 
Unde sufletu-mi suspina, indulcit de dor de moarte. 
Umbre se preling pe ziduri, se latesc in incapere 
Imi acoper jumatatea cea de chip 
Ca pe care nu am mai privit - 
Dintr-o trista si amarnic, nemangaiet diurere. 

Zboara in adancuri, umbra... 

In afunduri de genune, ca sa nu-ti mai stiu de nume 
Cu privirea ta cea sumbra... 

Cu care curmi viata mandriei 

Luna ca o vatra de jeratic, ca un nor albastru-ros 

Se azvarla peste cranguri, si cu razele-i vapaie 

Tese colb de piatra scumpa, diamante, colb de aur 

Ce le cerne-nvapeieta, trista in a mea 

mica odaie. 

si gandirile imi zboara, cu tacerea prins tovaras 

peste drumuri si carari batute-n noapte 

de demonii cruzi ai gloiei, ai padurii, ai urgiei 

si se lasa-n zgomot surde, pestee cartea mea trecuta - 

cartea vietii ce se-nchise, peste-izvorul lin si calm 

al tristetei, bucuriei.... 

cu care dau drumul in lume 

zilei ce va sa vina, urgiei... 

Umbre se preling pe ziduri, se latesc in incapere 

Imi acoper jumatatea sluta cea de chip 

Ca pe care nu am mai privit - 

Dintr-o trista si amarnica, nemangaiet diurere. 

Privind zilele de aur a scripturelor romane 

Mare de visari senine, 

mii de ganduri se scufunda 

In afunduri de genune, figurate ca mari umbre 



Unde sufletu-mi suspina, indulcit de dor 
de moarte. 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 
Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc dulcele meu Victor. 

Life as a Dream ... 

Te doresc, Puiul meu 

Looking at the golden days of the Romanian scripture 
Great odd dreamy dreams, thousands of thoughts sink 
In the shallows, shaped like great shadows 
Where my soul sighs, sweetened to death. 

Shadows drifting over the walls, spreading into the room 

I'm covering my half face 

As I have not looked at - 

From a sad and bleak, unloving pain. 

Flying in the deep, shadow ... 

In the cloud, so I do not know your name anymore 
With your gloomy look ... 

With which you curse the life of pride 

The moon like a hearth of fire, like a blue-red cloud 

She turns herself over the brutes, and with her rays 

He has expensive stone, diamond, golden horn 

What he sneaks in, sad in mine 

small room. 

and my thoughts fly, with the silent companion 

over the roads and paths struck in the night 

the cruel demons of the gloomy, the forest, the plague 

and leave the sound deaf, my last book cough - 

the book of life that closed, the calm and calm spring 

of sadness, joy.... 

with which they leave the world 

the day that will come, the plague ... 

Shadows drifting over the walls, spreading into the room 

I'm covering up my half shit 

As I have not looked at - 

From a sad and bitter, detestable diarrhea. 

Looking at the golden days of the Romanian scripture 
Great serene dreams, 



Thousands of thoughts sink 
In the shallows, shaped like great shadows 
Where my soul sighs, sweetened by longing 
of death. 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I love you sweet Victor. 

Viata ca vis... 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, Dulcisorul meu. 

Privind zilele de aur a scripturelor romane 
Mare dd visari senine, mii de ganduri se scufunda 
In afunduri de genune, figurate ca mari umbre 
Unde sufletu-mi suspina, indulcit de dor de moarte. 

Umbre se preling pe ziduri, se latesc in incapere 

Imi acoper jumatatea cea de chip 

Ca pe care nu am mai privit - 

Dintr-o trista si amamic, nemangaiet diurere. 

Zboara in adancuri, umbra... 

In afunduri de genune, ca sa nu-ti mai stiu de nume 
Cu privirea ta cea sumbra... 

Cu care curmi viata mandriei 

Luna ca o vatra de jeratic, ca un nor albastru-ros 

Se azvarla peste cranguri, si cu razele-i vapaie 

Tese colb de piatra scumpa, diamante, colb de aur 

Ce le cerne-nvapeieta, trista in a mea 

mica odaie. 

si gandirile imi zboara, cu tacerea prins tovaras 

peste drumuri si carari batute-n noapte 

de demonii cruzi ai gloiei, ai padurii, ai urgiei 

si se lasa-n zgomot surde, pestee cartea mea trecuta - 

cartea vietii ce se-nchise, peste-izvorul lin si calm 

al tristetei, bucuriei.... 

cu care dau drumul in lume 

zilei ce va sa vina, urgiei... 

Umbre se preling pe ziduri, se latesc in incapere 
Imi acoper jumatatea sluta cea de chip 



Ca pe care nu am mai privit - 

Dintr-o trista si amamica, nemangaiet diurere. 

Privind zilele de aur a scripturelor romane 

Mare de visari senine, 

mii de ganduri se scufunda 

In afunduri de genune, figurate ca mari umbre 

Unde sufletu-mi suspina, indulcit de dor 

de moarte. 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitoral printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Te iubesc dulcele meu Victor. 

Life as a Dream ... 

Looking at the golden days of the Romanian scripture 
Great odd dreamy dreams, thousands of thoughts sink 
In the shallows, shaped like great shadows 
Where my soul sighs, sweetened to death. 

Shadows drifting over the walls, spreading into the room 

I'm covering my half face 

As I have not looked at - 

From a sad and bleak, unloving pain. 

Flying in the deep, shadow ... 

In the cloud, so I do not know your name anymore 
With your gloomy look ... 

With which you curse the life of pride 

The moon like a hearth of fire, like a blue-red cloud 

She turns herself over the brutes, and with her rays 

He has expensive stone, diamond, golden horn 

What he sneaks in, sad in mine 

small room. 

and my thoughts fly, with the silent companion 

over the roads and paths struck in the night 

the cruel demons of the gloomy, the forest, the plague 

and leave the sound deaf, my last book cough - 

the book of life that closed, the calm and calm spring 

of sadness, joy.... 

with which they leave the world 

the day that will come, the plague ... 



Shadows drifting over the walls, spreading into the room 

I'm covering up my half shit 

As I have not looked at - 

From a sad and bitter, detestable diarrhea. 

Looking at the golden days of the Romanian scripture 
Great serene dreams, 

Thousands of thoughts sink 
In the shallows, shaped like great shadows 
Where my soul sighs, sweetened by longing 
of death. 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 
My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

I love you sweet Victor. 

Victor, Puiul meu, te iubesc si te doresc, puiul meu dulce. 

Your sweet lips... 

Your sweet lips like two coral hieroglyphs 
Are whispering words not being 
understood 

I'm falling down deeply and deeply 
in the opal depths of the sea.. 

.And your down voice 

Is getting down small stars of silver and of humus 
In the moist ground... 

Deep, grave, like a melted iron 

Whispering metallic, lava flowing into the retina 

with its incandescent and ardent 

light. 

Victor, dulcele meu, te doresc si te iubesc, dulcele meu. 

Your sweet lips 

Your sweet lips 

Likewise two coral hieroglyphs 
Are whispering words misunderstood 
I'm falling down deeply and deeply 
into the pearly 
sea.... 



and your low voice 

is getting down little stars of silver and of ground 
in the moist land... 

whispering metallic 
lava flowing down onto the eye 
with its black and incandescent 
light. 

te iubesc 

Animusul meu si Arhetipul meu, te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Sotul meu iubit si drag. 

Your sweet lips... 

Your sweet lips 

Likewise wings of the butterfly, gathered closely to his pallid body 
Tired and sad... 

They carry in their coral flesh and blood 
Deep thoughts 

And the sweet tenderness of this monsoon... 


Te iunbesc, Dragostea mea. 

Victor, Puiul meu. Ye iubesc, dulcisorul meu, puiulmeu, Maantuitoul meu. 
Deus absconditus si Satan 

Aveam vrei 12, 13 ani...cred ca aveam 13 ani. 

Pomisem in aceas vineri dupa-masa sa curat grajdurile 
Maine era Sabatul, si n-aveam voie sa lucram. 

Mai precis sa scoatem balegarl afara din grajd 
Numai sa-1 strangem gramezi. 

Bunica nu gatea sambata, nu spala si nu matura. 
si cobora cu bunicul la biserica adventista din oras. 

Imbracati si gatiti frumos, ca de sarbatoare. 


Eram singura, cu Bujor, care nu stiu pe unde era. 
Am curatat frumos amandoua incaperile grajdului 
Adunand balegarul la mijloc 
Apoi am iesit sa le arunc. 


Treceam peste podul de lemn ars de soare, albit 
si patat de balegar mai proaspat sau mai uscat 
ca sa-1 arunc, pe micul bustean de lemn 
ce pornea transversal 
in vaful gramezii de balegar uscat. 

Sub pasii mei, bama se afunda putin in urina vitelor 
Cercuri de pisat verde 

Plutind albastrite de lumina solara din acel august 
si le-arunc cu atentie, cu lopata 
din mijlocul gramezii, spre poale. 



Obosita, terminand lucrul, raman sa admir munca facuta. 
Mustele de balgar,mari, verzi lucioase 
Se adunasera pe balegarul proaspat 
si-1 sugeau. 


Scarbita imi intorc ochii 

Sore pisatul care se baltea verzui, ca pete de motorina. 

Simteam ceva nelamurit... o voce care-mi vorbea din adancuri 
si ma chema in strafund. 

Am ramas, ca vrajita de o vraja, de-un farmec neinteles 
De spaima si oroare 

Simtindu-ma trasa tot mai puternic in jos. 

In gramada alaturata, uscata 

Era pisica omorata de bunicul cu lopata 

si ingropata acolo pe ascuns. 

Simteam oroare la acest gand 

Dar si intelegere pentru bietul bunicul, care era altminteri 
Un om bun. 

Le dadea lapte in mici cutii de conserve 
Pisicilor in iesle. 

Scarbita imi intorc ochii 

Sore pisatul care se baltea versui, ca pete de motorina. 

Simteam ceva nelamurit... o voce care-mi vorbea din adancuri 
si ma chema in strafund. 

Am ramas, ca vrajita de o vraja, de-un farmec neinteles 
De spaima si oroare 

Simtindu-ma trasa tot mai puternic in jos.... 

Mustele de balgar,mari, verzi lucioase 

Se adunasera pe balegarul proaspat si zburau, bazaind, orbite de soare 
Din loc in loc 
si-1 sugeau. 


Acea intamplare mi s-a intiparit amamic si dureros in minte 
Ca prima mea intalnire 
Cu Diavolul 

Cea dintai, mai funesta, mai prevestitoare de nenorociri 
si mai plina de farmecul neinteles 
al acestor locuri salbatice 
in linistea asurzitoare a soarelui 

acolo cand torul se curbaa ca intr-un pod de timp 
aruncat de Dumneeu in central Creatiei sale - 
caci ertam sigura, Dumnezeu fususe martor 
la toate acestea 

simai tarziu bunica, care m-a primit intre poalele ei 
cersindu-i ocrotirea - ei care era 
puternica - 

si spunandu-i cu vocea gatuita de emotie tot ce s-a intamplat. 



In adancurile operei sale recunoastem, dincolo de ras, o tristete, ca lumea este asa, si nu altfel, cum ar putea sa 
fie, cum ar fi bine, frumos si adevarat sa fie. Si dincolo de toate, mai presus de toate, bucuria amorala a 
existentei, o viziune artistica care depaseste binele si raul, pentru a se ridica intr-o betie afrodisiaca a rasului si 
extazului perpetuu. Sigur ca cine-1 iubeste pe Caragiale nu poate decat sa-1 urasca, aceasta trebuie s-o 
recunoastem cu totii. Spre deosebire de Cehov la care umorul si ironia cunosc un degrade interminabil, la care 
duiosia trista prinde nuantele cele mai diverse, la Caragiale totul devine specific romanesc, balcanic si oriental 
totodata, precum diferentele dintre noapte si zi. Totul devine alb sau negru, o explozie de lumina si culoare, un 
ras din temelii, care clatina fundamentele fiintei. O zi de vara nesfirsita, cu caldura mare ca-n cuptor, in care ne 
imbatam, la propriu si la figurat, de grandoarea si micimea existentei noastre de mici vietati amorale, aflate 
undeva la inceputul istoriei, in care rasul era ras, plansul era plans, natura era vesnica, imateriala si nesfarsita 
galeria tipurilor umane. 

Te iubesc, puiul meu dulcele meu. 

Deus absconditus and Satan 

I wanted 12, 13 years ... I think I was 13 years old. 

I had started that Friday afternoon to clean the stables 
Tomorrow was the Sabbath, and we were not allowed to work. 

Specifically to get the manure out of the stable 
Just pile it up. 

Grandma did not cook on Saturday, do not wash or sweep. 

and went down with my grandfather to the Adventist church in the city. 

Dress and cook beautifully as a holiday. 


I was alone with Bujor, who didn't know where he was. 

I cleaned both rooms in the stable 
Gathering the manure in the middle 
Then I went out to throw them. 

I was passing over the sunburnt wooden bridge, white 

and fresh or dried manure 

to throw, on the small log of wood 

what started transversely 

at the top of the dry manure pile. 

Under my steps, the beam sinks a little into the urine of the cattle 
Green pike circles 

Floating blue from the sunlight that August 
and I throw them carefully, with the shovel 
from the middle of the pile, towards the foot. 


Tired, finishing the job, I still admire the work done. 
The large, green, glossy fly grass flies 
They had gathered on the fresh manure 
and they suggested it. 


Screwed I turn my eyes 

To the piss that was rolling green, like stains of diesel. 

I felt something uneasy ... a voice that spoke to me from the deep 
and called me into the background. 



I was, like a spell-spell, of an incomprehensible charm 
Of fear and horror 

Feeling pulled harder and stronger down. 

In the next pile, dry 

It was the cat killed by his grandfather with the shovel 
and buried there in hiding. 

I was horrified at this thought 

But also understanding for the poor grandfather, who was otherwise 
A good man. 

She gave them milk in small cans 
Cats in the alleys. 

Screwed I turn my eyes 

To the piss that was slamming into the verses, like stains of diesel. 

I felt something uneasy ... a voice that spoke to me from the deep 
and called me into the background. 

I was, like a spell-spell, of an incomprehensible charm 
Of fear and horror 

Feeling pulled harder and stronger down. 

The large, green, glossy fly grass flies 

They had gathered on the fresh manure and were flying, buzzing, orbiting the sun. 
From place to place 
and they suggested it. 


That incident imprinted me bitterly and painfully in my mind 
Like my first date 
With the Devil 

The first, more deadly, more foreshadowing of misfortunes 
and full of the misunderstanding of charm 
of these wild places 
in the deafening silence of the sun 

there when everything curved like a bridge of time 
cast by God in the center of his Creation - 
for I was sure God had witnessed it 
to all this 

and later her grandmother, who received me between her legs 
begging for his protection - who she was 
strong - 

and telling her in a voice full of emotion everything that happened. 


In the depths of his work we recognize, beyond laughter, a sadness, that the world is so, and not otherwise, 
how it could be, how good, beautiful and true it may be. And above all, above all, the amoral joy of existence, 
an artistic vision that transcends good and evil, to rise in an aphrodisiac drunkenness of laughter and perpetual 
ecstasy. Of course, whoever loves Caragiale can only hate it, we must all recognize it. Unlike Chekhov, in 
which humor and irony know an endless degree, in which the sad tenderness takes on the most diverse shades, 
in Caragiale everything becomes specifically Romanian, Balkan and oriental, as well as the differences 
between night and day. Everything becomes white or black, an explosion of light and color, laughter from the 
foundations, which shakes the foundations of the being. An endless summer day, with a great heat as an oven, 



in which we are drunk, in our own and figuratively, by the grandeur and smallness of our existence of little 
amoral life, located somewhere at the beginning of history, where the laughter was laughed, the weeping was 
crying, nature was eternal, immaterial and endless the gallery of human types. 

I love you, my baby my sweet. 


Te ubesc, Dragul meu. 

Vino asa cum sti... 

Vinoasacum esti, ca un sfant, ca o curv 
Asacum vreau sa fii... 

si jur ca n-am nici o arma 
nu n-am nicio arma 

doar un pistol vechi de pao jucariepentru copii 
deci vino asa cum esti 
asa cum vreau eu sa vii.... 


Vino asacum esti, ca unsfant ca i curva 
Asa cum vreu eu sa fii... 

Voi atarna incauta cu povsti 

Unleaganmic pntrucopii - deci vino asa cum esti 


Vno cu-omanala tampla, si cu una la ceafa 
Ca feciorul din poveste 
Cantamenestrele trist 
Ca-nainte mult maieste... 


Cacieu nu sunt ca el 
Nu sunto ttmpit 
Mai vine incearca-ma iubire 
Cat e buna-slaiubit 


Deci vinoasa cum esti.... 


Iauoistolul si ma impusc 
Cad printr-un felde labirint intunecat 
Pana ating cuu buxelepamantul 
De care m-amimpiedicat 



Deci vino asa cum esi... 


Vno cu-omanala tampla, si cu una la ceafa 
Ca feciorul din poveste 
Cantamenestrele trist 
Ca-nainte mult maieste... 

Vino asacum esti, ca unsfant ca i curva 
Asa cum vreu eu sa fii... 

Voi atarna incauta cu povsti 

Unleaganmic pntrucopii - deci vino asa cum esti 

Te iubesc, te doresc. 


Madestept din somnul greu cu teroare 
Ca fupamilioane de kali-iuga 
Dintr-oneasemuita,neinhipuitalentore 
Ma destept cu-o mana la ceafa 
si cu una la tampla 

si nu stiu prea bine ce e etoata aceasta poveste 
care mi se intampla 


si jur ca n-am nici o arma 
nu n-am nicio arma 

doar un pistol vechi de pao jucariepentru copii 
deci vino asa cum esti 
asa cum vreau eu sa vii.... 

Vinoasacum esti, ca un sfant, ca o curv 
Asacum vreau sa fii 


Come as you know ... 

Come on, you are, like a saint, like a whore 
Now I want you to be ... 

and I swear I don't have a weapon 
I don't have a weapon 
just an old toy gun for kids 
so come as you are 
as I want you to come ... 


Come here you are, as anointed as a whore 
As I want you to be ... 

I will hang the hall with stories 

Unrealistic to the intruders - so come as you are 



Come with the man-temple, and one at the back 
Like the boy in the story 
Sad singers 

That before much more ... 


I'm not like him 
I'm not dumb 
Come on try me love 
How good-natured he is 


So come on as you are .... 


I take the gun and shoot myself 
I fall through a dark labyrinth 
Until I touch the bush 
Which I stumbled upon 


So come as you are ... 


Come with the man-temple, and one at the back 
Like the boy in the story 
Sad singers 

That before much more ... 

Come here you are, as anointed as a whore 
As I want you to be ... 

I will hang the hall with stories 

Unrealistic to the intruders - so come as you are 

I love you I want you. 


I dream of the heavy sleep with terror 
Like kali-yuga family 

From an unfathomable,incomparable slowness 
I wrap my hand around his neck 
and one at the temple 

and I don't know very well what this story is about 
what happens to me 



and I swear I don't have a weapon 
I don't have a weapon 
just an old toy gun for kids 
so come as you are 
as I want you to come ... 

Come on, you are, like a saint, like a whore 
I want you to be now 

Bizarre dreams. 

White curtains waving in the wind ... 

Cliffs and earth rise 
white houses in the wind .... 

I take the orange to my mouth, attentive to the slightest gesture 
As in a ritual, careful 
not to get dirty ... 

From me waves of blinding passions 
Like a tide, a sea rise ... 


My luggage is packed with apples ... 

See red, yellow 

Like yellow hearts in autumn 

As essentialized portions of truth and clairvoyance 

Of sour grapes and honey. 


In the double bed in the fireplace I sleep with my hand at the temple, dreaming that I am Jesus 

He frightened in a dream 

When my body goes up the cross. 

Otherwise I think I am Judah. 


I eat apples 

and fold my beautiful clothes in the closet 
then I make her a nice bed 
as I learned 

later the beast in me takes a shower 
in which he washes away sins 
and all my threads fall like sins .... 

I wash thoroughly at the smallest detail 

at the smallest hair 

then I eat orange, silky, really silky ... 



White curtains butterfly in the wind ... 

From houses and rocks rise houses in the wind. 

I take the orange to my mouth, attentive to the slightest gesture 
As in a ritual, careful not to get dirty ... 

From me waves of blinding passions 
Like a tide, a sea rise ... 


My luggage is packed with apples ... 

See red, yellow 
Like yellow hearts in autumn 
As essentialized gates of truth and clairvoyance 
Of sour grapes and honey. 


Red poppies in the chain with snippets float unreally 
Carrying in cups the drunkenness and opium of nature 
From me waves are dark, blinding passions 
Like a tide, a sea rise ... 


My luggage is packed with apples ... 

See red, yellow 
Like yellow hearts in autumn 
As essentialized gates of truth and clairvoyance 
Of sour grapes and honey. 


It's the road drowned in mist and golden dust 
pulsating 

of a quiet life soft pops and bleeding. 

in the yard of the road is lost a step from the years of old ... 

in the bosom of the green distance - 

how the wind whistled 
listen. 

and its a long way, short the stop 
on the same roads they look ... 

I get the shadow, the step 
I just don't find you ... 


at the foot of the road he sleeps 

an avatar of lost times - and yellow hearts from 

autumn 

the shadow awaits you 
kiss her... 




I love you, my sweet. 


Through dark gangs, rats 

Decor forgotten by the world in the late 1980s 

It's just passing by me 

With injured or gloved hands, empty for years 

...I love you my sweet. 

There are many leaves and streams of water 

On an imaginary branch, a sad bird speaks ... 

and the water in the forests grows, as if it grows 

and we jump, through empty holes on the warm sidewalk ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

We jump into the gaps holding our hand ... 

It's been raining for a week 

By the paved tiles on the sidewalk - autumn wears it 
Irresistibly bald ... 


Luceafar started. His wings were growing in the sky 
and paths of infinite lives passed 
in so many moments ... 


There was a lot of surrealism there 

in that little square, too, the church was empty 

of beautiful 

the bells were ringing 

with their harmonious, serious, melodic voice 


everything had a vague air of unfinished.... 
destiny and pure chance 
historicity and departure from time. 

I was passing by my own wedding 
I was and wasn't there 

We were defending and disappearing, defending 
you disappeared 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 



Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubesc. 

Visul verdelui 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Decor uittat de lume, la sfarsitul anilor ’80 
Pe langa mine parca treci 
Cu maini ranite sau inmanusate, vid de ani... 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Sarim in goluri tinandu-ne de mana... 

Afara ploua parca de o saptamana 

Sarim dalele-mbucate de pe trotuar - toamna isi poarta al ei 
Irezistibil calvar... 


Sunt frunze multe si suvoi de apa 

Pe-un ram imaginar, o pasare trista isi vorbeste... 

si apa-n vaduri creste, parca creste 

si noi sarim, pron goluri vide pe caldul trotuar... 

Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Decor uittat de lume, la sfarsitul anilor ’80 
Pe langa mine parca treci 

Cu maini ranite sau inmanusate, frumoasa doamna.. 

...te iubesc dulcele meu. 

Sunt frunze multe si suvoi de apa 

Pe-un ram imaginar, o pasare trista isi vorbeste... 

si apa-n vaduri creste, parca creste 

si noi sarim, pron goluri vide pe caldul trotuar... 


Prin ganguri intunecoase, sobolani 
Sarim in goluri tinandu-ne de mana... 

Afara ploua parca de o saptamana 

Prin dalele-mbucate de pe trotuar - toamna isi poarta al ei 
Irezistibil calvar... 



Lumea 

Da in mine ca intr-un sac 

Eu am pogorat de pe cruce 

si traiesc visul verdelui 

visul intiparit in stropi, in pietrele umede 

in bancile jilave, umede 

in frunzele copacilor, un degrade interminabil 

de verde 

un verde etern, perpetuu 
universal. 


Traiesc visul verdelui. 

Visul rastignitului de pe cruce. 


Visul verdelui e aici 

Pe bancuta aceasta umeda 

Printre stropii cazandu-mi fericiti si stingheri 

Pe haine, pe fata, pe par 

Pe poseta 

Fumand o tigara 

Ca o batranica adusa de spate... 


Privind perdeaua molcoma de stropi 
Ploaia ce cade 
Cu un susur bland, neauzit 
Intensificand verdele arborilor 
A1 ierbii 
A1 frunzelor. 


Nu, nu e aici... 

Locul meu. 

Eu am fugit de pe cruce 
si visez visul rastignitului 
nu al verdelui. 

Eu sunt Iisus. 

Te iubesc... 

Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 

Isi zambesc ca in Germinal...te iubesc... 

Omaenii se misca ca intr-un vis,isi vorbesc, isi zambesc 
Cu fruntea de funingine 
Cu mainile pline de pamant 
Cu camasa lipita d fire de fan... 

Vocile se-amesteca, guturale, surazatoare 
Latratoare 

Oamenii negri de carbune 
Isi zambesc ca in Germinal... 

Totul e o atmosfera intre negri si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 







si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, 
al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoizi 


Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Atunci cand totul se preface incenusa 
si-n praf stelar, intors in ochean 
in ocheanul cu are dumnezeu priveste lumea 
ascuns undeva unde nu-1 pot vedea... 

te iubesc si Te doresc, Victor, dragostea mea. 
decoration 

Through dark gangs, rats 

Decor forgotten by the world in the late 1980s 

It's just passing by me 

With injured or gloved hands, empty for years ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

We jump into the gaps holding our hand ... 

It's been raining for about a week 

Slab-tiled we jump on the sidewalk - Autumn is wearing her 
Irresistibly bald ... 


There are many leaves and streams of water 

On an imaginary branch, a sad bird speaks ... 

and the water in the forests grows, as if it grows 

and we jump, leaving empty goals on the warm sidewalk ... 



Through dark gangs, rats 

Decor forgotten by the world in the late 1980s 

It's just passing by me 

With injured or gloved hands, beautiful lady... 

...I love you my sweet. 

There are many leaves and streams of water 

On an imaginary branch, a sad bird speaks ... 

and the water in the forests grows, as if it grows 

and we jump, leaving empty goals on the warm sidewalk ... 

Through dark gangs, rats 

We jump into the gaps holding our hand ... 

It's been raining for a week 

By the paved tiles on the sidewalk - autumn wears it 
Irresistibly bald ... 

The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Human beings move like in a dream, they talk, they smile 

With the forehead of soot 

With hands full of earth 

With the shirt fastened with hay threads ... 


The world 

Put me in a sack 

I went down from the cross 

and live the dream of green 

the dream imprinted in the splashes, in the wet stones 
in jilave, wet banks 

in the leaves of the trees, endless degradation 
green 

an eternal, perpetual green 
universal. 


I live the dream of green. 

The crucified dream of the cross. 


The dream of green is here 
On this wet bench 

Among the splashes falling happy and extinguishing me 
On the clothes, on the face, on the hair 
On the purse 
Smoking a cigarette 

Like an old woman brought from behind ... 


Looking at the sprinkler smooth curtain 
Rain falling 

With a gentle, unassuming smell 
Intensifying the green of the trees 






The grass 
Of the leaves. 


No, it's not here ... 

My place. 

I ran off the cross 

and I dream of the crucified dream 

not of the green. 

I am Jesus. 

I love you... 

The vocals mix, guttural, smiling 
barking 

Black coal people 
I smile like in Germinal... 

Every atmosphere between black and green 

Between the black of the earth, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the green of the leaves, of the trees, 

of grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind is hanging on the sky 
Moved by a celestial wind 
My suits are moving in the wind 
Like a fish bank, like a sperm cavalcade 


My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

I love you and I wish you, Victor, my love. 

Te iubesc, Puiul meu. 




Te iubesc si Te doresc, puiul emu dulce. 

cv Googl* Tnductr* X a (711 NavansBtst Songs |K <■ » , J] 0) Nstaha GMtan X (] (51 GilJttn X 6 art gustsv jung Google Sewch X + 

<- -* C ® https.Vwww.googlecom.' i .*Vvh’q=cjil-gu6<av*junga^^aclJveatfem=istt>&tt*:«wng<Z3fyWWCWWji3918myro»ijVW^ H <•> Cr 

•!: Apps *o CmaHsiOh. 0 C*>1 Jang Mitt*.. H Download Socunty.- 9 Intgrvm cu Prvn l nnc.- G m*ta domnului dul... 0 Pwacfesul Mao Do. O O' O O alMSknhL 0 Paraciisul Mam Do... 


Google carl gustav |ung Q J, Q, 

Q. AJ Q Images 0 Videos Q Books (ID News I More Sellings Tools H> 

Site • Color* Usage rights» Type* Time* Related images * More loots* Clear 


-OX 

O f a O : 


e> 



Can Jung - WIMpeda Ceil Goslav Jung - Aleman Cart Gustav Jung Hypnosis and Analyt 





Viziuni... te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 


Departe ochiul meu albastru se unduia in zare 
Departe area era o apa curgatoare, o mare 
Departe pparca era fumul unui vapr 
Departe parca era un irecognoscibil nor... 


Soarele din ochii tai apuse in parul meu 

Cu lucurea lor intinecata 

De vizuni, presimturi sau pote alte lumi.... 


The magnolias were falling ... 

I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a haughty, beloved Youngman ... 


The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

























I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm. 



puiul meu dulce, te iubesc, Victor 

My face in the rain 

(There were those rosy roses) 


It was a tall church in Gothic style 
Of catholic rite, in the little stoned square 

I was making a layover there 
In my way home. 


The iron bells were beating with a grave, 
vibrant sound 

reverberated in surroundings 

Which it seemed that there were breathing 




The air of holiday 

It was a wedding 
My weeding, of course 
I had arrived till seven in the evening at home 
I had arrived at time... 

Just in time to enter in the weeding room 
With Florin 
My enigmatic beloved. 

The bells were ringing 

It was the cosmic wedding between Florin and Lia 
The wedding of the celestial groom and of the 
chthonic bride 

Carrying the ointment in the censer. 


It was that air 

between yellow and grey, between orange and cinder 

between sun and shadow 

There were those rosy roses 

and the geraniums, red, yellow, pink, orange 

which were hanging by the windows sills 

flowing flowers 

on the bride forehead, dressed in white. 


It was much surrealism there 

in that little square, and the church was unatterable beautiful 
the bells were ringing 
with their armonious, grave, melodious 
sound 

Everything was having a loosely air of unfinished... 
destiny and pure chance 
history and time out 

I was passing by my own wedding 
I was and I wasn't there 

I was appearing and disappearing, you were appearing 
and disappearing 


iarta-ma, puiul meu. te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Prelude 






iubesc, puiul meu. 


I was in Ceriale 

In that bright, gentle, goldy fall 

At the shores of the Ligurian Sea 

Where in the bizarre details of a parallel world 

Were troubling me so much 

That I decided to go to Milan. 


There wasn't a train at that hour in the little town 
peaceful 

Seemingly forgotten by the world. 

Passsing by the little railway station 
Drowned in silence 

with its smoky windows and the green sashes 
I heard the bells beating. 

But I didn't see any church around. 

It was a sweet odour of flowers 
and of spring 

The enchanting trees were blossomed. 



restless, I asked an old lady 
who was passing on the little street 
drowned in the white sun of the afternoon: 
”Do not mind, madam, what day is today?... 
’’today it's Saturday...” 


since then I confuse the seasons 

The fall with the spring 

And it always seems to me... 

that the bronze bells are beating for me 

Victor, my desired husband 
I wish I love you my sweetness 
I love, Victor, my sweetness. 

I cannot understand the landscape ... 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything turns to ashes 

and in stellar dust, back in the eye 

in the eye with which God looks at the world 

hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 



My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
....te iubesc, Victor 

The magnolias were falling ... 

I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a haughty, beloved actor ... 


The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm. 


puiul meu dulce, te iubesc, Victor 
My face in the rain 





It was a tall church in Gothic style 
Of catholic rite, in the little stoned square 

I was making a layover there 
In my way home. 


The iron bells were beating with a grave, 
vibrant sound 

reverberated in surroundings 

Which it seemed that there were breathing 

The air of holiday 

It was a wedding 
My weeding, of course 
I had arrived till seven in the evening at home 
I had arrived at time... 

Just in time to enter in the weeding room 
With Florin 
My enigmatic beloved. 

The bells were ringing 

It was the cosmic wedding between Florin and Lia 
The wedding of the celestial groom and of the 
chthonic bride 

Carrying the ointment in the censer. 


It was that air 

between yellow and grey, between orange and cinder 
between sun and shadow 




There were those rosy roses 
and the geraniums, red, yellow, pink, orange 
which were hanging by the windows sills 
flowing flowers 

on the bride forehead, dressed in white. 


It was much surrealism there 

in that little square, and the church was unatterable beautiful 
the bells were ringing 
with their armonious, grave, melodious 
sound 

Everything was having a loosely air of unfinished... 
destiny and pure chance 
history and time out 

I was passing by my own wedding 
I was and I wasn't there 

I was appearing and disappearing, you were appearing 
and disappearing 


iarta-ma, puiul meu. te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Prelude 





iubesc, puiul meu. 


I was in Ceriale 

In that bright, gentle, goldy fall 

At the shores of the Ligurian Sea 

Where in the bizarre details of a parallel world 

Were troubling me so much 

That I decided to go to Milan. 


There wasn't a train at that hour in the little town 
peaceful 

Seemingly forgotten by the world. 

Passsing by the little railway station 
Drowned in silence 

with its smoky windows and the green sashes 
I heard the bells beating. 

But I didn't see any church around. 

It was a sweet odour of flowers 
and of spring 

The enchanting trees were blossomed. 



restless, I asked an old lady 
who was passing on the little street 
drowned in the white sun of the afternoon: 
”Do not mind, madam, what day is today?... 
’’today it's Saturday...” 


since then I confuse the seasons 

The fall with the spring 

And it always seems to me... 

that the bronze bells are beating for me 

Victor, my desired husband 
I wish I love you my sweetness 
I love, Victor, my sweetness. 

I cannot understand the landscape ... 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything turns to ashes 

and in stellar dust, back in the eye 

in the eye with which God looks at the world 

hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 



My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
....te iubesc, Victor 

Te iubesc, puiul emu... 


Pe umerii taiapuneau cu flacri de foe stelele 
In parul tau se jucau nebune, ielele.... 

Visions ... 

Te iubesc, Victor,Puiul meu. 

By far my blue eye was waving in the sky 
Far the arch was a flowing water, a sea 
Far from it was the smoke of a ship 
Far as if it were an unrecognizable cloud ... 

The sun in your eyes set in my hair 

With their dirty things 

Of visions, presences or other worlds .... 

On the shoulders the stars were burning with flames of fire 
In your hair was playing crazy, elel.... 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
...te iubesc.te dresc. 

Te doresc dragostea mea dulce. Viziuni... te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Departe ochiul meu albastru se unduia in zare 
Departe area era o apa curgatoare, o mare 
Departe pparca era fumul unui vapr 
Departe parca era un irecognoscibil nor... 

Soarele din ochii tai apuse in parul meu 

Cu lucurea lor intinecata 

De vizuni, presimturi sau pote alte lumi.... 


The magnolias were falling ... 



I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a haughty, beloved actor ... 


The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm. 


puiul meu dulce, te iubesc, Victor 

My face in the rain 

(There were those rosy roses) 





It was a tall church in Gothic style 
Of catholic rite, in the little stoned square 

I was making a layover there 
In my way home. 


The iron bells were beating with a grave, 
vibrant sound 

reverberated in surroundings 

Which it seemed that there were breathing 

The air of holiday 

It was a wedding 
My weeding, of course 
I had arrived till seven in the evening at home 
I had arrived at time... 

Just in time to enter in the weeding room 
With Florin 
My enigmatic beloved. 

The bells were ringing 

It was the cosmic wedding between Florin and Lia 
The wedding of the celestial groom and of the 
chthonic bride 

Carrying the ointment in the censer. 


It was that air 

between yellow and grey, between orange and cinder 
between sun and shadow 
There were those rosy roses 




and the geraniums, red, yellow, pink, orange 
which were hanging by the windows sills 
flowing flowers 

on the bride forehead, dressed in white. 


It was much surrealism there 

in that little square, and the church was unatterable beautiful 
the bells were ringing 
with their armonious, grave, melodious 
sound 

Everything was having a loosely air of unfinished... 
destiny and pure chance 
history and time out 

I was passing by my own wedding 
I was and I wasn't there 

I was appearing and disappearing, you were appearing 
and disappearing 


iarta-ma, puiul meu. te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Prelude 



iubesc, puiul meu. 




I was in Ceriale 

In that bright, gentle, goldy fall 

At the shores of the Ligurian Sea 

Where in the bizarre details of a parallel world 

Were troubling me so much 

That I decided to go to Milan. 


There wasn't a train at that hour in the little town 
peaceful 

Seemingly forgotten by the world. 

Passsing by the little railway station 
Drowned in silence 

with its smoky windows and the green sashes 
I heard the bells beating. 

But I didn't see any church around. 

It was a sweet odour of flowers 
and of spring 

The enchanting trees were blossomed. 

restless, I asked an old lady 

who was passing on the little street 

drowned in the white sun of the afternoon: 

”Do not mind, madam, what day is today?... 
’’today it's Saturday...” 


since then I confuse the seasons 

The fall with the spring 

And it always seems to me... 

that the bronze bells are beating for me 

Victor, my desired husband 
I wish I love you my sweetness 
I love, Victor, my sweetness. 

I cannot understand the landscape ... 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 



When everything turns to ashes 

and in stellar dust, back in the eye 

in the eye with which God looks at the world 

hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
....te iubesc, Victor 

The magnolias were falling ... 

I was silent on the road, this moment of ash 
I was late yesterday 
On the corridors of memory 
From an uncertain future 

The magnolias were falling, from a yellow, pale pink sky 
they were comforting my inert body. 

I whispered words of love 
In the steamy window 

From the rains that washed the souls of the soul 
Over-a haughty, beloved actor ... 




The bites were silent, feverish in the windows 
With smiling faces ... 

I was wondering where you are .... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of gray and ash 
It was like we were in another underground realm, underground 
I was walking in a dream 
I was and wasn't... 

...we were defending and disappearing 
In the small square with cobbled tiles, soaked 
They appeared and disappeared ... 

The whole breathed an air of roses and ashes 
An air discovered from another realm. 


puiul meu dulce, te iubesc, Victor 

My face in the rain 

(There were those rosy roses) 





It was a tall church in Gothic style 
Of catholic rite, in the little stoned square 

I was making a layover there 
In my way home. 


The iron bells were beating with a grave, 



vibrant sound 

reverberated in surroundings 

Which it seemed that there were breathing 

The air of holiday 

It was a wedding 
My weeding, of course 
I had arrived till seven in the evening at home 
I had arrived at time... 

Just in time to enter in the weeding room 
With Florin 
My enigmatic beloved. 

The bells were ringing 

It was the cosmic wedding between Florin and Lia 
The wedding of the celestial groom and of the 
chthonic bride 

Carrying the ointment in the censer. 


It was that air 

between yellow and grey, between orange and cinder 

between sun and shadow 

There were those rosy roses 

and the geraniums, red, yellow, pink, orange 

which were hanging by the windows sills 

flowing flowers 

on the bride forehead, dressed in white. 


It was much surrealism there 

in that little square, and the church was unatterable beautiful 
the bells were ringing 
with their armonious, grave, melodious 
sound 

Everything was having a loosely air of unfinished... 
destiny and pure chance 
history and time out 

I was passing by my own wedding 
I was and I wasn't there 

I was appearing and disappearing, you were appearing 
and disappearing 


iarta-ma, puiul meu. te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Prelude 






iubesc, puiul meu. 


I was in Ceriale 

In that bright, gentle, goldy fall 

At the shores of the Ligurian Sea 

Where in the bizarre details of a parallel world 

Were troubling me so much 

That I decided to go to Milan. 


There wasn't a train at that hour in the little town 
peaceful 

Seemingly forgotten by the world. 

Passsing by the little railway station 
Drowned in silence 

with its smoky windows and the green sashes 
I heard the bells beating. 

But I didn't see any church around. 

It was a sweet odour of flowers 
and of spring 

The enchanting trees were blossomed. 



restless, I asked an old lady 
who was passing on the little street 
drowned in the white sun of the afternoon: 
”Do not mind, madam, what day is today?... 
’’today it's Saturday...” 


since then I confuse the seasons 

The fall with the spring 

And it always seems to me... 

that the bronze bells are beating for me 

Victor, my desired husband 
I wish I love you my sweetness 
I love, Victor, my sweetness. 

I cannot understand the landscape ... 

Trying to recover 
out of solitude 

From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything turns to ashes 

and in stellar dust, back in the eye 

in the eye with which God looks at the world 

hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Trying to recover from loneliness 
From the tears, crowd noise, roars, solitude 
I stand on the crests of a high mountain 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 



My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 
Other than the inner universe 
Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 

When everything is pretended 
and in stellar dust, back in the eye 
in the eye of God he looks at the world 
hidden somewhere where I can't see him ... 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
....te iubesc, Victor 

Te iubesc, puiul emu... 


Pe umerii taiapuneau cu flacri de foe stelele 
In parul tau se jucau nebune, ielele.... 

Visions ... I love you, Victor, my baby. 

By far my blue eye was waving in the sky 
Far the arch was a flowing water, a sea 
Far from it was the smoke of a ship 
Far as if it were an unrecognizable cloud ... 

The sun in your eyes set in my hair 

With their dirty things 

Of visions, presences or other worlds .... 

On the shoulders the stars were burning with flames of fire 
In your hair was playing crazy, elel.... 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 
With the star attached to the temple 
...te iubesc. 


Voci guturale... 


Voci guturale pierdute-n departare 
Ochii imi inoata ca oichii de hering in sos 
Cu salata de ceapa si icre dintr-un vapor 
Din care matelotii sar razand jos 
si pun cu multumire piciorul pe pamant. 


Sentimente, saluri, vanturi, valuri 
Voci pierdute in clarobscurul 
ploii stelare 



Solare 

Scaun pamantiu pus de-a curmezisul... 


Ploaia de stele si de soare se revarsa in incapere 
Ca un val, ca o maree 
Ca o tornada, ca un taifun 
Va spun singura-i clipa-i acum 
Clipa de miere sin fum... 


Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gasesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 

Altul decat universul interior 

Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 

Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Tootul e o atmosfera intre negru si verde 

Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 

Cu numere irationale 

si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoiz 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Germinal 



Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 
barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

It is an atmosphere between black and white 
Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea. 

Gutural Voices ... 

Gutural voices lost in the distance 
My eyes swim like herch of herring in the sauce 
With onion salad and caviar from a boat 
Of which the mothers are laughing down 
and I thank the foot on the ground. 


Feelings, shawls, winds, waves 
Lost voices in the clearobscur 
stellar rain 
solar 

The earthly chair... 


The rain and sunshine flow into the room 

Like a wave like a tide 

Like a tornado, like a typhoon 

I'm telling you, just give it a moment now 

Honey and smoke ... 


Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hillsides 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 



With the stick stuck to the stars 


Everyone is an atmosphere between black and green 
Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind hangs on the portage of the sky 
Driven by a celestial wind 
My knees are moving in the wind 
Like a pool of fish, like a sperm cavalcade 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Germinal 

Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 
barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

It is an atmosphere between black and white 
Between earth's black, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Te iubesc, Puiul meu. 

Voci guturale... 

Voci guturale pierdute-n departare 
Ochii imi inoata ca oichii de hering in sos 
Cu salata de ceapa si icre dintr-un vapor 
Din care matelotii sar razand jos 
si pun cu multumire piciorul pe pamant. 



Sentimente, saluri, vanturi, valuri 
Voci pierdute in clarobscural 
ploii stelare 
Solare 

Scaun pamantiu pus de-a curmezisul... 

Ploaia de stele si de soare se revarsa in incapere 
Ca un val, ca o maree 
Ca o tornada, ca un taifun 
Va spun singura-i clipa-i acum 
Clipa de miere sin fum... 

Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gasesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Tootul e o atmosfera intre negru si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 
si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoiz 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Germinal 


Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 



barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

It is an atmosphere between black and white 

Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea. 

Gutural Voices ... 

Gutural voices lost in the distance 
My eyes swim like herch of herring in the sauce 
With onion salad and caviar from a boat 
Of which the mothers are laughing down 
and I thank the foot on the ground. 

Feelings, shawls, winds, waves 
Lost voices in the clearobscur 
stellar rain 
solar 

The earthly chair... 

The rain and sunshine flow into the room 

Like a wave like a tide 

Like a tornado, like a typhoon 

I'm telling you, just give it a moment now 

Honey and smoke ... 

Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hillsides 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Everyone is an atmosphere between black and green 

Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind hangs on the portage of the sky 
Driven by a celestial wind 
My knees are moving in the wind 
Like a pool of fish, like a sperm cavalcade 



I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 


Germinal 

Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 
barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

It is an atmosphere between black and white 

Between earth's black, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

I love you, Victor, my love. 

Teiubec, Victor,Dragostea mea. 

Te doresc. 

Voci guturale... 

Voci guturale pierdute-n departare 
Ochii imi inoata ca oichii de hering in sos 
Cu salata de ceapa si icre dintr-un vapor 
Din care matelotii sar razand jos 
si pun cu multumire piciorul pe pamant. 

Sentimente, saluri, vanturi, valuri 
Voci pierdute in clarobscurul 
ploii stelare 
Solare 

Scaun pamantiu pus de-a curmezisul... 

Ploaia de stele si de soare se revarsa in incapere 
Ca un val, ca o maree 
Ca o tornada, ca un taifun 
Va spun singura-i clipa-i acum 
Clipa de miere sin fum... 



Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gasesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Tootul e o atmosfera intre negru si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 
si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoiz 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Germinal 

Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 
barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

It is an atmosphere between black and white 

Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea. 

Gutural Voices ... 

Gutural voices lost in the distance 

My eyes swim like herch of herring in the sauce 



With onion salad and caviar from a boat 
Of which the mothers are laughing down 
and I thank the foot on the ground. 

Feelings, shawls, winds, waves 
Lost voices in the clearobscur 
stellar rain 
solar 

The earthly chair... 

The rain and sunshine flow into the room 

Like a wave like a tide 

Like a tornado, like a typhoon 

I'm telling you, just give it a moment now 

Honey and smoke ... 

Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hillsides 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Everyone is an atmosphere between black and green 

Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind hangs on the portage of the sky 
Driven by a celestial wind 
My knees are moving in the wind 
Like a pool of fish, like a sperm cavalcade 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 


Germinal 



Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 
barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

It is an atmosphere between black and white 

Between earth's black, fixed in an equation 

With irrational numbers 

and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Te iubesc, Puiul meu Drag. 

Voci guturale... 

Voci guturale pierdute-n departare 
Ochii imi inoata ca oichii de hering in sos 
Cu salata de ceapa si icre dintr-un vapor 
Din care matelotii sar razand jos 
si pun cu multumire piciorul pe pamant. 


Sentimente, saluri, vanturi, valuri 
Voci pierdute in clarobscurul 
ploii stelare 
Solare 

Scaun pamantiu pus de-a curmezisul... 


Ploaia de stele si de soare se revarsa in incapere 
Ca un val, ca o maree 
Ca o tornada, ca un taifun 
Va spun singura-i clipa-i acum 
Clipa de miere sin fum... 


Incercand sa ma recuperez 
din solitudine 

Din larma, zgomot multime, galagie, solitudine 
Ma gasesc pe crestele uui munte inalt 
Inconjurat de zapezi. 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 



Tootul e o atmosfera intre negru si verde 
Intre negrul pamantului, fixat intr-o ecuatie 
Cu numere irationale 
si verdele frunzelor, al arborilor, al ierbii 

si cenusiul de cenusa al cerului... 

Vantul atama pe portativa cerului 
Miscate de un vant celest 
Pletele mele se misca in vant 

Ca un banc de pesti, ca o cavalcada de spermatozoiz 

Iau pstolul si ma impusc 

Cad cu incetinitorul printr-un fel de chaos 

intunecat 

Pana ating cu buzele pamantul 
Din care m-am impiedicat 

Buzele mele nu se pot misca 
Nu pot cuprinde peisajul 

Altul decat cel interior, cunoscut din milioane de kali-yuga 
Altul decat universul interior 
Cunoscut din reverii si visari adanci 
Cu tampla lipita de stele 

Germinal 

Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 
barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

It is an atmosphere between black and white 
Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Te iubesc, Victor, dragostea mea. 

Gutural Voices ... 

Gutural voices lost in the distance 
My eyes swim like herch of herring in the sauce 
With onion salad and caviar from a boat 
Of which the mothers are laughing down 
and I thank the foot on the ground. 



Feelings, shawls, winds, waves 
Lost voices in the clearobscur 
stellar rain 
solar 

The earthly chair... 


The rain and sunshine flow into the room 

Like a wave like a tide 

Like a tornado, like a typhoon 

I'm telling you, just give it a moment now 

Honey and smoke ... 


Trying to get back 
from solitude 

From larm, crowd noise, noise, solitude 
I find myself on the high hillsides 
Surrounded by snow. 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 

Everyone is an atmosphere between black and green 
Between the earth's black, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 

The wind hangs on the portage of the sky 
Driven by a celestial wind 
My knees are moving in the wind 
Like a pool of fish, like a sperm cavalcade 

I get the gun and shoot myself 
It slows down some sort of chaos 
dark 

Until I touch the ground with my lips 
Which I prevented 

My lips can not move 
I can not cover the landscape 

The other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep reveries and dreams 

With the stick stuck to the stars 



Germinal 


Voices mingle, guttural, joyful 
barking 

The black coal people 
They smile like in Germinal... 

It is an atmosphere between black and white 
Between earth's black, fixed in an equation 
With irrational numbers 
and the green of leaves, trees, grass 

and the ashes of the ashes of heaven ... 


Te iubesc, Victor, Puiul meu. 

Dulceata inimii mele, Te doresc, Victor, puiul meu, Te iubesc, Puiul meu, dragostea mea. 
Where's the world ... 

Te doresc, puiul meu dulce. 

Slowly shines the day ... 

The sun penetrates into the hall with trembling light 
Light yellow horns 
and my sad soul enlightens me 
burdened with sadness, past loneliness 
and future. 


If it's sensible, show him 
The world is understandable 
Other than a huge hero 
If it's the world, I'll show him ... 


The mysterious mystery of the heart will escape it 

Whatever the world is 

Other than a huge hero 

The meaning of love show him ... 

From hieroglyphs and pagan writings 
Check to create the foam wave 
You will draw my heart 
When the sun is over the sky 

The world is understandable 

Other than a huge hero 

The meaning of love show him ... 




Squeeze my heart in my fist 
What is a blue star 
It's her and maybe she's not.... 
What caress the trunk of it 

She is ... and maybe she is not. 
A music, a heavy sphere 
Or a blue peruse 
A small, cowardly cow baby 
A step that is painted down 
Of thoughts and red light 

What's more than a blue star 
What cares about it? 

If I go or stay 
On words of diaphan 
If I go or stay 

What cares about it? 


If it's sensible, show him 
The world is understandable 
Other than a huge hero 
If it's the world, I'll show him ... 

Which of the aces 


Dark evening with scalding scars 
Flashing lights flash on the hills around 
With the sound of pure metals 
The rain falls around me, the rain unpunished. 

I paused quietly in the light 

from a low lamp to a table in strips 

where, I was still silent, with a wide smile, a bit silly 

keep me on my knees. 


My mesh stockings 

They are broken, with many circles and with many cracks 
Foot to foot, and with the cigarette in one hand 
I better read a full sheet of ladies to get out 

Let me give my company ladies a mesh. 


I go out, happy, I shake my head 



and a hand goes to my mouth 
ruby liqueur... 

... while with dead gestures next to the resurrection 
The pale of the night night innocent lady 


She looks at me with big eyes 
Then he smiles as if guilty 
As he draws her art, her eyes flicker 
In his books he accidentally bent me .... 


We raise, it's a big stake, 
abbey 

The sad lady went to pray 

On the bed with his hand on his knees he brings to his chin 
Twisting a tear under the eyelashes 
I smile sweetly and throw my books on the table. 


With jeans on the table stretch 

Still taking a sip from the glass of wine 

The madness that makes me slow my eye 
Blinking like a dream ... 

Then in a proud slow motion, he slowly puts his aces on the table 


It then rolls and hisses 

and taking the coins pile 

Which he also laid on his feet 

Laughing is done with the eye of the prickly 

Passing by me pulls me a twig. 


I went out. My mind is empty, without thoughts 
In my shabby forgiveness, I shrug my shoulders 
and the thought runs after me, without ceasing 
with his step, his sweet, sad, bitter thoughts ... 


Come back 

The mouse is sleeping with his hand in the temple 
With broken jeans, with one hand left on one leg ... 
It crumbles, then snores again ... 


The other counts their holes in the net. 



Suddenly, he fell asleep from sleep. 

I put my hand on the pencil and write another line 

Just grinning at a thought I just knew 

Passing a bat over his ass 

The lady with sad eyes and long hair ... 


Dark evening with scalding scars 
Flashing lights flash on the hills around 
With the sound of pure rejuvenation 
Bouncing around my tireless evening ... 

I fell silent in the light of goodbye 

from a low lamp to a table in strips 

where, I was still silent, with a wide smile, a bit silly 

keep me on my knees. 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

I take the pill and shoot myself 

I fall with the slow down through a kind of chaos 

dark 

Until I touch the lips of the earth 
From which I hindered myself 

My lips can't move 
I cannot understand the landscape 

Other than the inner one, known from millions of kali-yuga 

Other than the inner universe 

Known from deep dreams and dreams 

With the star attached to the temple 

Te iubsc Victor, Dulcele mu Puisor. 


Dulceata inimii mele, Te doresc, Victor, puiul meu, Te iubesc, Puiul meu, dragostea mea. 
Where's the world ... 

Te doresc, puiul meu dulce. 

Slowly shines the day ... 

The sun penetrates into the hall with trembling light 
Light yellow horns 
and my sad soul enlightens me 
burdened with sadness, past loneliness 
and future. 


If it's sensible, show him 
The world is understandable 




Other than a huge hero 

If it's the world, I'll show him ... 


The mysterious mystery of the heart will escape it 

Whatever the world is 

Other than a huge hero 

The meaning of love show him ... 

From hieroglyphs and pagan writings 
Check to create the foam wave 
You will draw my heart 
When the sun is over the sky 

The world is understandable 

Other than a huge hero 

The meaning of love show him ... 

Squeeze my heart in my fist 

What is a blue star 

It's her and maybe she's not.... 

What caress the trunk of it 

She is ... and maybe she is not. 

A music, a heavy sphere 
Or a blue peruse 
A small, cowardly cow baby 
A step that is painted down 
Of thoughts and red light 

What's more than a blue star 
What cares about it? 

If I go or stay 
On words of diaphan 
If I go or stay 

What cares about it? 


If it's sensible, show him 
The world is understandable 
Other than a huge hero 
If it's the world, I'll show him ... 

Come as you are 
Leg you... 

The fourth book 
Thefifth painting 


Yoga. Nemurire si libertate 



Zeul suprem hindus este Avalokiteshvara, ”cel dincolo de bine si de rau”, o natura amorala, o zeitate care nu 
cunoaste categoriile morale de bine si de rau, este dincolo de acestea. Asa a fost posibila aparitia raului in 
lume, a nefericirii si suferintei. Dar ”raul, nefericirea si suferinta” erau conditii sine qua non pentru cresterea 
spirituala si obtinerea eliberarii, moksa. Omul, fiinta umana s-a nascut libera; in aceste conditii, nu exista cai de 
constrangere pentru cresterea, pentru dezvoltarea spirituals decat karma, legea budistS a cauzei si a efectului. 
O mantra budistS a cSlugSrilor Thai nu evidentiazS decat patru aspecte ale legii divine: 

- of good conduct is the order of the disciples of the blessed one; 

- of upright conduct is the order of the disciples of the blessed one; 

- of wise conduct is the order of the disciples of the blessed one; 

- of proper conduct is the order of the disciples of the blessed one. 

Legea divinS pe care o purtSm in noi nu permite abaterea de la aceste reguli simple, valabile si in 
crestinism, si in toate religiile si pretutindeni. Samanta divina care este in noi, chipul divinitatii din adanc, al 
divinitatii morale, care este un summum bonum, aspectul pozitiv al lui Avalokiteshvara, Iisus Hristos si 
Fecioara Maria, acea Anima sau Suflet universal sau Animus, Brahman, Atman, ne cere imperativ sa urmam 
legile morale, sa ne urmam sufletul si sa ne ascultam spiritul, sa eliminam sau sa ocolim raul. Acest lucru este 
foarte greu, atat pentru oamenii care practica asceza, catsi pentru cei care traiesc printre semenii lor, in lume. 
C.G. Jung a afirmat ca nu exista o cale de mantuire, de a elimina raul, decat acceptand ca face parte din tine 
insuti, ca face parte din lume. Abia atunci, prin aceasta acceptare, se deschide pentru cel suferind calea 
eliberarii, trupesti, sufletesti si spirituale. Fie ca alegem asceza si respectam dharma, fie ca luam crucea si 
urmam drumul christic, acestea nu sunt decat cai aparent diferite de a ajunge la acelasi rezultat: eliberarea 
sufletului din temnita trupului, depasirea patimilor si dorintelor omenesti. Buddha a reusit acest lucru in viata 
sa, pentru Iisus FIristos acest drum continua dupa ’’coborarea de pe cruce”. El ”a inviat din morti” si s-a suit la 
Cer de-a dreapta Tatalui (o ipostaza a Sa insusi) ceea ce echivaleaza in sens figurat cu faptul ca el si-a depasit 
prin moarte, prin crucificare, natura omeneasca si a ramas in slava in cea divina. Pe cand Buddha ofera o slava 
a divinului cucerita in timpul vietii, prin Nirvana, Iisus Hristos ofera o slava a divinului obtinuta prin moarte, 
crucificare si inviere. 


Calugari tibetani 
Pazeau portile manastirii 
La intrare si la iesire. 

Oranduiti cuminte 
Cate patru 
La cele patru intrari 
Opuse. 


pluteam prin spatiul negru 

plin de puncte 

scanteietoare 

Sorul 

Luna 

Se intrevad printre bucati albe 
De jeratic. 


eram o stea. 





Cu suflu dens 

Imprastiindu-se in mii de particule 
Opace. 

Sufletu-mi vorbea din adanc 
si-mi susura de pamant. 


Din ape se-ntrupa 
Arjuna 

Cu pielea-i alba 
Ca argintul. 


plutind maiestuos pe ape 

in mani cu cornul 

de arama 

la brate-n sine 

cu durere 

plin de blandete 

el ma cheama. 


pamant. Intinderi nesfarsit de ape. 
Bancuri de pesti 
Notand sublim 
In apa pura de acvamarin. 


Conuri concentrice ridicandu-se la orizont 
Departe... 

Muntii se onduleaza la marginea 
Zarii 

Violet si mov, roz si trandafiriu 
Pete rosii, intre coroanele arborilor 
Si in planul apropiat 

Conuri concentrice cenusii, parand o civilizatie disparuta 
Daca n-ar fi semnul 
Unei religii esoterice... 

Calugar tibetan uitandu-se in zare 

Imbracat intr-o roba portocalie 

Totul este un mare contrast intre raceala 

Si imobilitatea conurilor 

Si privelistea calda deschisa in fata ochilor... 


Un aer dintr-o alta viata 





Secreta, misterioasa, adanc ascunsa 
In realitatea noastra vietii de zi cu zi 
Totul pare atat de simplu, atat de monstruos 
Ca tot ce este straniu 
Si necunoscut 

Carnea ta sangele tau striga dupa amintire 
Dar totul ramane incremenit 

Conurile pe platforma inalta, si vreun calugar 
Cu spatele intors 

Cautand, cercetand dupa ceva in zare 
Sau poate impenetrabil ca conurile 
Cu un chip imobil, pe care tu 
Nu-1 poti vedea. 


Semnul distantei, al distantelor 
Largi, necuprinse 

Sentimentul ca vrei sa fii inauntru, in aceeasi realitate 
Sentimentul confortabil 
Ca nu vei fi niciodata 


Vei fi exact la fel 

Printre masini, case, oameni 

Pe aceleasi strazi bine cunoscute 

Pe care te simti sigur 

Si cu picioarele adanc ingropate 

In pamant. 


Te iubesc, dulce ppui. 


Conuri circulare se inalta in priveliste 
Departe... 

Conuri circulare, gri, imobile, impenetrabile 
Grele, lucrate in metal greu... 

Departe, 

La orizont se profileaza muntii 

Ca adanci Arhetipuri 

Care-si cauta drumul lor spre constiinta 

Munti si paduri cu coroane 

Luminiscente 

Culori tremurand in zarea ochiului, departe 
Culorile acoperisurilor pagodelor 
Purpurii, rosii, portocalii 

Culori amestecandu-se in privire, in lumina soarelui 




In penumbra... 

Un aer de liniste si din alta lume 
O realitate intr-o alta realitate 
Ca acest calugar, imbracat in roba portocalie 
Si cu spatele intors 

Uitandu-se la priveliste, parca cautand ceva 
Numai de el stiut... 

Este un mare contrast intre planul apropiat 
Si planul departat 


Nu stii de unde vine acest aer misterios 
Dar cu siguranta vine de la fiinta vie 
Proiectata intr-un decor 
Lipsit de viata. 


Ai vrea fii acolo 
In cealalta realitate 

Dar doar pentru o secunda, pentra a inhala bizarul 
Acestei lumi monstruoase 
Atat de stranie 

Pentru ca este necunoscuta 
atat de stranie deoarece n-o intelegi 
este ceva total diferit 
de ceea ce ai cunoscut deja... 

este alteritatea 

cea care te deconcerteaza... 

doar o secunda sa fii proiectat acolo 

si apoi sa te intorci 

printre lucruri sigure, care-ti ofera securitate 
in lumea ta... printre oameni 
case, masini... 


Pentru ca necunoscutul te poate coplesi 
Si poti sa nu te mai intorci niciodata 
Din aceasta lume de umbre si penumbra 
Din conurile circulare 
Ridicandu-se la orizont, dintr-o realitate 


In inima altei realitati. 



Te doresc. 


Spatiul nu este un concept empiric care a fost derivat din experientele noastre exterioare. Ci in ideea ca 
anumite senzatii sa se refere la ceva exterior mie (aceasta inseamna la ceva din alta regiune a spatiului fata de 
cea in care ma gasesc eu insumi), si in mod similar in ideea ca pot fi capabil sa le reprezint ca externe si alaturi 
una de alta, si in conformitate nu numai ca diferite, dar si in locuri diferite, reprezentarea spatiului trebuie deja 
sa le fundamenteze [dazu null.) die Vorstellung des Raumes schon zum Grunde liegen]. Prin urmare, 
reprezentarea spatiului nu poate fi obtinuta prin experienta din relatiile aparentei externe; aceasta experienta 
externa este ea insasi posibila in vreun fel numai prin acea reprezentare. Dulce puisor, te iubesc. 


Te iubesc dulce iubit si dragut. 
Yoga. Immortality and freedom 


The supreme Hindu god is Avalokiteshvara, "the one beyond good and evil", an amoral nature, a deity who 
does not know the moral categories of good and evil, is beyond them. Thus it was possible the appearance of 
evil in the world, of unhappiness and suffering. But "evil, unhappiness and suffering" were sine qua non 
conditions for spiritual growth and liberation, mok§a. Man, the human being was born free; Under these 
conditions, there are no compelling ways for growth, for spiritual development other than karma, the Buddhist 
law of cause and effect. A Buddhist mantra of Thai monks highlights only four aspects of the divine law: 


- of good conduct is the order of the disciples of the blessed one; 

- of upright conduct is the order of the disciples of the blessed one; 

- of wise conduct is the order of the disciples of the blessed one; 

- of proper conduct is the order of the disciples of the blessed one. 


The divine law that we carry in us does not allow the deviation from these simple rules, valid also in 
Christianity, and in all religions and everywhere. The divine seed that is in us, the image of the deep divinity, 
the moral deity, which is a summum bonum, the positive aspect of Avalokiteshvara, Jesus Christ and the 
Virgin Mary, that universal Soul or Soul or Animus, Brahman, Atman, requires us to we follow moral laws, 
we follow our soul and we listen to our spirit, we eliminate or bypass evil. This is very difficult, both for the 
people who practice asceticism and for those who live among their fellows in the world. C. G. Jung stated that 
there is no way of salvation, to eliminate evil, only by accepting that it is part of yourself, that it is part of the 
world. Only then, through this acceptance, is it opened up for the sufferer of the path of liberation, body, soul 
and spiritual. Whether we choose the ascetic and we respect the dharma, or we take the cross and follow the 
Christian path, these are but apparently different ways of reaching the same result: liberation of the soul from 
the prison of the body, overcoming human passions and desires. The Buddha has achieved this in his life, for 
Jesus Christ this path continues after the "descent from the cross". He "rose from the dead" and ascended to 
Heaven on the right hand of the Father (a hypostasis of Himself) which is equivalent in the figurative sense to 
the fact that he surpassed through death, through crucifixion, human nature and remained in glory in the 



divine. While the Buddha offers a glory of the divine conquered during life, through Nirvana, Jesus Christ 
offers a glory of the divine obtained through death, crucifixion and resurrection. 


Tibetan monks 

They were guarding the gates of the monastery 
At the entrance and at the exit. 

Arrange well 
Four 

At the four entrances 
Opposite. 


I was floating through the black space 

full of points 

brilliant 

Star 

Month 

They can be seen among the white pieces 
By fire-coals. 


I was a star. 

With dense breath 

Spreading into thousands of particles 
Opaque. 

My soul was speaking from deep 
and whisper to me from the ground. 


It comes from the waters 
Arjuna 

With white skin 
Like silver. 


majestic floating on the water 
in the hands with the horn 
brass 

in the arms itself 
with pain 
full of gentleness 
he calls me. 






earth. Endless stretch of water. 
Fish benches 
Noting sublime 
In pure aquamarine water. 


Concentric cones rising to the horizon 
Far away... 

The mountains curl at the edge 
sight 

Violet and purple, pink and rose 

Red spots, between the crowns of the trees 

And in the near plan 

Concentric gray cones, looking like a missing civilization 
If it wasn't for the sign 
An esoteric religion ... 

Tibetan monk looking around 

Dressed in an orange dress 

Everything is a great contrast between the cold 

And the immobility of the cones 

And the warm view opened before his eyes. 


An air of another life 

Secret, mysterious, deeply hidden 

In the reality of our daily lives 

Everything seems so simple, so monstrous 

Like everything's weird 

And unknown 

Your flesh your blood cries for remembrance 
But everything is stuck 

The cones on the high platform, and some monk 
With his back turned 

Looking, searching for something in the area 
Or it may be impenetrable as cones 
With an immobile face, which you 
You can't see it. 


The sign of distance, of distances 
Wide, unobtrusive 

The feeling that you want to be in, in the same reality 
Comfortable feeling 
That you will never be 





You will be exactly the same 
Among the cars, houses, people 
On the same well-known streets 
Which you feel confident about 
And with his feet deeply buried 
In the ground. 


I love you, sweet baby. 


Circular cones rise in view 
Far away... 

Circular, gray, immobile, impenetrable cones 
Heavy, made of heavy metal... 

Far away, 

The mountains are outlined on the horizon 
Like deep Archetypes 

Who are looking for their way to consciousness 
Mountains and forests with crowns 
Luminescent 

Trembling colors in the eye area, far away 
The colors of the pagoda roofs 
Purples, reds, oranges 
Colors mixing in the gaze, in the sunlight 
In the twilight... 

An air of tranquility and from another world 
One reality in another reality 
Like this monk, dressed in an orange robe 
And with his back turned 

Looking at the view, looking for something 
Only he knew ... 

It is a great contrast between the near plan 
And the plan away 


You don't know where this mysterious air comes from 
But it certainly comes from the living being 
Designed in a setting 
Lifeless. 


You would want to be there 
In the other reality 

But just for a second, to inhale the bizarre 
To this monstrous world 



So strange 

Because she's unknown 
so strange because you don't understand it 
it's something totally different 
of what you already knew ... 

it is otherness 

the one that baffles you ... 

just a second to be projected there 

and then come back 

among the safe things that give you security 
in your world ... among people 
houses, cars ... 


Because the unknown can overwhelm you 

And you can never go back 

From this world of shadows and gloom 

From the circular cones 

Rising to the horizon, from a reality 

In the heart of another reality. 


I want you. 


Space is not an empirical concept that has been derived from our external experiences. But in the idea that 
certain sensations refer to something external to me (this means something from another region of the space to 
the one in which I find myself), and similarly to the idea that I may be able to represent them as external and 
side by side, and in accordance not only as different, but also in different places, the representation of space 
must already underpin them [dazu muh die Vorstellung des Raumes schon zum Grunde liegen]. Therefore, the 
representation of space cannot be obtained through experience from the relations of external appearance; this 
external experience is itself possible in some way only through that representation. 


Tudor, dulcele meu puisor, Dulcele meu Animus, Victor, dulceata mea, Te iubesc si Te doresc, puiul meu 
drag, puisorul meu. 

Your arms ... 




te iubesc,puisor dulce. 

Your face, a little ingenuous, a little unspoken 
Vaguely ironic, but still 
So benign 

caught my attention. 

With the torso slightly leaning forward 
Seeming like something in the crowd 
...a concentration in fact 
A little joke, if he did not read 
In her deeper feelings 

Silently abusive. 

But still accessible by interpretation ... 


Your lips that I would have kissed a thousand times 
As you can see, from the profile ... 

Nose, a little acvilin, eyes, hair 
The silky and blonde young man in her 
Peipetual adolescence ... 

But especially the arms 

Bent down to the elbow, letting them see 

A piece of the body so desirable 

Blooming, tender, masculine and feminine at the same time ... 
Like your whole face ... 

Which I would have kissed, sweet and passionate 
Like a cousin 













Sudden.... 


A clean, full, brilliant dimension of reality 
My arms are given to me 
Caught in flight 

The whisper of the word "Amor" 


My dear, you leave a piece uncovered from you 

That Eros does not convert to Thanatos 

and aggressive herds 

not to give birth to a purer second game 

but to remain aggressive ... 

Bhakti-yoga has not used anything to me, looking at your arms 
Which you consciously unveiled 

For the look to become the agent of desire 
From which love is born. 


My sweet sweetheart, you're always rejuvenating, all the more 

While I always embrace 

Increasingly... 

From the bitterness of this finding 
I look back at the horrible looks 
Seeing me in a moment 
With years back 

While my first mate was still gone 
when a flock of birds was lost at dusk. 

Increasingly lonely 

Darkness and frost - you lose yourself in the sight 
Eternally in the morning. 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Puiul meu. 

Victor, Odorul Sufletului meu, Dulce Puisor, Dragoste Iubita, te iubesc. 
Your cruel and warm eyes... 




I was looking for answers in the bitter beer, in your 
aawarm and cruel eyes... 

There were sluttering question signs in the taste 
of fruits of the mulberry tree 

In your fading away, lost smile... 

scattered on the soft wings of somptuous spring... 

in a crepuscule, falling down of the night 

so sweet, so bitter... 

I was feeding rising up in me bigger and bigger a desire 
to drawn yourself slowly and slowly.... 
in my soft, wet eyes... 

There were sluttering signs of questions in your cruel 
and warm eyes... 


In your fading away, lost smile... 

scattered on the soft wings of somptuous spring... 

in a crepuscule, falling down of the night 

so sweet, so bitter... 


te iubesc, Victor si te doresc... 

From myself to yourself, only bluely smoothy waters 

Your gentle, serene, pure eyes 

Gentle, little, precious pearls 

That are litting up in the sky a thousand... 

Your gentle, dark blue eyes.... 

Te iubesc, Animusul meu, Ahetipul meu Dulce si iubit, Victor. 

Iubitul meu, te doresc si te iubesc, Vctor, dragostea mea. 
Your eyes... 





From myself to yourself, only bluely smoothy waters 

Your gentle, serene, pure eyes 

Gentle, little, precious pearls 

That are litting up in the sky a thousand... 

Your gentle, dark blue eyes.... 


Tudor,Te iubesc nespus, Puiul meu, Sosul Dulce al sufletului meu. Your eyes... 

te iubesc, puiul meu dulce. 

Likewise two blue stars that are glittering 
and fills down the darkness with their 
warmly flame 

Your eyes are often speaking to myself. 

And your hairs which is reflecting 
it's dark blonde light... 


Like two red precious stones 

that fills the air of their summery warmth 

Your sweet lips are stealing me, 

the shy light of my eyes.. 


Stars glittering fainted, falling down in the ground 
As in winter the white flakes 
of snow and pure light 








I kiss their grave, sweet darkness 
which in the white night of the spring 
sits down... 
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Your eyes... 

te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Your neck 

It seems to me the stalk from which, in mystery 
It pours out the sweet nightfall 
on the ground 

Covering the earth with warmly darkness 
Of the night and of the burning stars 
Glittering smoldered... 

So blue are your eyes 

Likewise two darkened stars, full of the night... 

Of thunderstorm streak.... 

And though... The sweet twilight 
warm sweet odor of the springtime 

brings out in your eyes a dark blue light... 

full of the mystery of moon rays passing through the arch of leaves 
a sweet warm unknown eye light... 

Nirvana Best Best Songs - Nirvana Greatest Hits Full Album 


te doresc si te iubesc, Vctor, dragostea mea. 

Your eyes... 

From myself to yourself, only bluely smoothy waters 

Your gentle, serene, pure eyes 

Gentle, little, precious pearls 

That are litting up in the sky a thousand... 

Your gentle, dark blue eyes.... 

Te iubesc, Animusul meu, Ahetipul meu Dulce si iubit, Victor. 


Dulce Victor, Puiul meu, te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 
Your smile.... 




Creepers swinging in the beat of the wind 
likewise some sea snakes 
bearing the black of the earth 
to the sky... 

your smile 

carried on coloured waters of air 

winds in the rib of matter 

likewise an ornica earned in the living viscera 

of the earth 

by an indescribable wind 

on the slow rhythms of the cosmic music 
of the stars 

united in this beginning of the year 

in the stars' glittering 

cornfield. 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Puiul meu. 


Tudor, Sotior Dulce si Iubit, Dragostea meaiubita, Dragut si dulce puisor, mi-e dor de tine, 
puiul meu dulce, 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu drag. 

Your smile... 



Your body 

So slender, so stalky 

It imposes to the glance, from far away 

Needs to look away 

To detach it from the background which 
surrounds it 

With the long legs, with fine, delicate bones 
With the narrow hips, 

And the relatively large shoulders... 

Everything makes one thing 

The body without the expression of the face 

Will still remain the body 

And just it... 


But the face, with bony and preeminent cheeks 

In their superior part 

With the eyes smiling like a giving 

A grieving from himself 

Of what is more himself and more personal 

A smile not seductive 

But giving itself... 





Te iubesc, dulcele meu... 


In the right part of the face 
How you look at it 
A loosely curled hair loop 
As in play 

Comes to deepen the mystery of this picture 

That you guess 

Have a certain intention 

It looks made for a certain person 

Not for everybody. 


Looking at it 

I had the strange feeling it was made for me 
But so unsure, so insecure 
Likewise everything is half conscious 
And half nonconscious 

Like your lips, in a smile, naive 
Half forced, half giving themselves 
In a dimension that seems 
Lost forever. 


Tudor, Mihai, Andrei, te iubesc si te doresc. 


Te doresc si Te doresc, Dulcele meu, Puiul meu, Animusul meu, Arhetipul meu, Dragulmeu, Dulceata 
mea,Iubirea mea, Dragostea mea.te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 

Your smile.... 





Itc iubesc, puiul meu drag. 


Creepers swinging in the beat of the wind 
likewise some sea snakes 
bearing the black of the earth 
to the sky... 


your smile 

carried on coloured waters of air 

winds in the rib of matter 

likewise an ornica carried in the living viscera 

of the earth 

by an indescribable wind 


on the slow rhythms of the cosmic music 
of the stars 

united in this beginning of the year 
in the stars' glittering 
cornfield. 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Puiul meu. 


Tudor, Andrei, Mihai, Dragostea mea, te iubesc si te doresc, puiul meu dulce, dragul meu sot, Iarta-ma, puiul 
meu. 

puiul meu dulce, 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu drag. 

Your smile... 



Your body 

So slender, so stalky 

It imposes to the glance, from far away 

Needs to look away 

To detach it from the background which 
surrounds it 

With the long legs, with fine, delicate bones 
With the narrow hips, 

And the relative large shoulders... 

Everything makes one thing 

The body without the expression of the face 

Will still remain the body 

And just it... 



But the face, with bony and preeminent cheeks 
In their superior part 
With the eyes smiling like a giving 
A grieving from himself 

Of what is more himself and more personal 
A smile not seductive, but giving itself... 

Te iubesc, dulcele meu... 

In the right part of the face 
How you look at it 
A loosely curled hair loop 
As in play 

Comes to deepen the mystery of this picture 

That you guess 

Have a certain intention 

It looks made for a certain person 

Not for everybody. 


Looking at it 

I had the strange feeling it was made for me 
But so unsure, so insecure 
Likewise everything is half conscious 
And half unconconscious 

Like your lips, in a smile, naive 
Half forced, half giving themselves 
In a dimension that seems 

Lost for ever. Te iubesc, Tudor, Puiul meu. Te doresc, dulcele Puisor al Sufletului meu. 


te iubesc. 

Iubitul meu, dragul meu, puiul meu dulce, te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Your smile... 





Your smile 

Likewise a fine, adamantine spider web 
Trembling over the flowers from the garden 
Wet, graceful 

With long stalks opened to the light. 


Limit states. 

The sweetness of your smile 

Scattering at the same time with the break of dawn.... 
My locks like some serpents 
had coiled around me... 


Far away 

The orange tunnel was undulating 
in the sky... 

te doresc si te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 
Your smile.... 









Creepers swinging in the beat of the wind 
likewise some sea snakes 
bearing the black of the earth 
to the sky... 

your smile 

carried on coloured waters of air 

winds in the rib of matter 

likewise an ornica earned in the living viscera 

of the earth 

by an indescribable wind 

on the slow rhythms of the cosmic music 
of the stars 

united in this beginning of the year 

in the stars' glittering 

cornfield. 

Dragostea meaiubita, Dragut si dulce puisor, mi-e dor de tine, 
puiul meu dulce, 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu drag. 

Your smile... 



Your body 

So slender, so stalky 

It imposes to the glance, from far away 

Needs to look away 

To detach it from the background which 
surrounds it 

With the long legs, with fine, delicate bones 
With the narrow hips, 

And the relatively large shoulders... 

Everything makes one thing 

The body without the expression of the face 

Will still remain the body 

And just it... 


But the face, with bony and preeminent cheeks 

In their superior part 

With the eyes smiling like a giving 

A grieving from himself 

Of what is more himself and more personal 

A smile not seductive 

But giving itself... 





Te iubesc, dulcele meu... 


In the right part of the face 
How you look at it 
A loosely curled hair loop 
As in play 

Comes to deepen the mystery of this picture 

That you guess 

Have a certain intention 

It looks made for a certain person 

Not for everybody. 


Looking at it 

I had the strange feeling it was made for me 
But so unsure, so insecure 
Likewise everything is half conscious 
And half nonconscious 

Like your lips, in a smile, naive 
Half forced, half giving themselves 
In a dimension that seems 
Lost forever. 


te iubesc si te doresc. 

Dragostea mea, te iubesc si te doresc, puiul meu dulce, dragul meu sot, Iarta-ma, puiul meu. 
puiul meu dulce, 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu drag. 

Your smile... 




Your body 

So slender, so stalky 

It imposes to the glance, from far away 

Needs to look away 

To detach it from the background which 
surrounds it 

With the long legs, with fine, delicate bones 
With the narrow hips, 

And the relative large shoulders... 

Everything makes one thing 

The body without the expression of the face 

Will still remain the body 

And just it... 



But the face, with bony and preeminent cheeks 
In their superior part 
With the eyes smiling like a giving 
A grieving from himself 

Of what is more himself and more personal 
A smile not seductive, but giving itself... 

Te iubesc, dulcele meu... 

In the right part of the face 
How you look at it 
A loosely curled hair loop 
As in play 

Comes to deepen the mystery of this picture 

That you guess 

Have a certain intention 

It looks made for a certain person 

Not for everybody. 


Looking at it 

I had the strange feeling it was made for me 
But so unsure, so insecure 
Likewise everything is half conscious 
And half unconconscious 

Like your lips, in a smile, naive 
Half forced, half giving themselves 
In a dimension that seems 
Lost for ever. 


te iubesc. 

Te iubesc nespus, nespus, Tudor, Andrei, Mihai, Dragostea Dulce a Sufletului meu. 

Tudor, Dulcele meu, Iubitul meu, Sotiorul meu, Te iubesc nespus, Odorul Sufletului meu. 
Ye doresc, Victor, Dulceata mea, Puisorul meu, 

Dragostea mea Dulce, Dragul meu Sosior si Iubit, 

Victor, Puiul meu, Te iubesc. te iubesc, puiul meu drag. 

Your smile.... 





Itc iubesc, puiul meu drag. 


Creepers swinging in the beat of the wind 
likewise some sea snakes 
bearing the black of the earth 
to the sky... 


your smile 

carried on coloured waters of air 

winds in the rib of matter 

likewise an ornica carried in the living viscera 

of the earth 

by an indescribable wind 


on the slow rhythms of the cosmic music 
of the stars 

united in this beginning of the year 
in the stars' glittering 
cornfield. 

Te iubesc, Tudor, Andrei, Mihai, Puiul meu. 


Tudor, Andrei, Mihai, iarta-ma, te iubesc, Tudor, dulceata mea 


Your smile 




Your smile have been passing into me through warm suspirations 
It was poured out blue sink 
On the sheets veline 

Your smile have passed from yourself in myself. 


your hands were embracing me like blossom 
the cherry-tree 

your hands have been spoking to me 
so oftenly, so oftenly... 

Tudor, Andrei, Mihai, Te iubesc, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 
Surtsul tau... 

Pe cararile pustiite dunele le matura vantul 

Un alt eu de=nnceput de lume 

Pictat intr-un tablou cam suprarealsit... 

Veneam, prin rascruci ascunse de drumuri,pustiit si trist. 


Chipul tau pal, precum e coala galbena de pergament 
Surade putin trist, putin adus 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri. 


Mana ta gingasa, precum e visul palid de poet 
Asvrea s-oduc la gurasis-o gust 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri 


Cu lacrimi mari se lasa seara 





Picuri grei e-ntunecime verde 
In sanul departarii verde 
Cum poasiimei rasunaii ascult. 


Te caut la margine de ape si padure 
Mana gingasa sa-ti privesc 
Ce se-apleca in nestiuta armonie 
Asiupra gandului dulce si-omenesc. 


Mana ta gingasa, precum e visul palid de poet 
Asvrea s-oduc la gurasis-o gust 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri 


Cu lacrimi mari se lasa seara 
Picuri grei e-ntunecime verde 
In sanul departarii verde 
Cum poasiimei rasunaii ascult. 


Chipul tau pal, precum e coala galbena de pergament 
Surade putin trist, putin adus 
In aer pluteste parfumul vaf vetust 
A1 livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri. 


Te iubesc nespus, Victor, dragostea mea nespusa a sufletului meu. 




Te iubesc, puiul men, dulcele men. 

Surtsul tan... 

Pe cararile pustiite dunele le matura vantul 

Un alt eu de=nnceput de lume 

Pictat intr-un tablou cam suprarealsit... 

Veneam, prin rascruci ascunse de drnmnri,pnstiit si trist. 


Chipnl tan pal, precum e coala galbena de pergament 
Surade putin trist, putin adus 
In aer pluteste parfumul vafvetust 
Al livezilor uitate de vis inis i de meri. 


Mana ta gingasa, precum e visul palid de poet 
Asvrea s-oduc la gurasis-o gust 
In aer pluteste parfumul vafvetust 
Al livezilor uitate de visinisi de meri 

Cu lacrimi mari se lasa seara 
Picuri grei e-ntunecime verde 
In sanul departarii verde 


Cum poasiimei rasunaii ascult. 



Te iubesc, puiul meu, dulcele meu. 
Your sunrise... 


On the deserted paths, the dunes were swept byy the wind 
Another I from the beginning of the world 
Painted in a surrealistic somehow painting 

I was coming, through crossroads hidden by roads, deserted and sad... 


Your pale shape, likewise the yellow sheet of parchemnt 
It is smiling a little sad, a little brought by back 
In the air it is floating the vagie obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees. 


Your tender hand, likewise is thepale dream of the poet 
I would like tobring to my mouth and to taste... 

In the air it is floating the vagie obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees. 

With big tears it is lying down the nightfall 
Heavy drops if green darkness 
In the breast of the distance green 
How my footsteps sound, I listen to them. 


I am looking for you at the edge of waters and forest 
Your sweet tender hand to look at it 
Which bent in unjnown harmony 
Over the sweet human thought... 


Your tender hand, likewise is thepale dream of the poet 
I would like tobring to my mouth and to taste... 

In the air it is floating the vagie obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees 

With big tears it is lying down the nightfall 
Heavy drops if green darkness 
In the breast of the distance green 
How my footsteps sound, I listen to them. 

Your pale shape, likewise the yellow sheet of parchemnt 
It is smiling a little sad, a little brought by back 
In the air it is floating the vagie obsolete fragrance 
Of the orchards forgotten of cheery and apple trees.... 

Te iubesc, dragostea mea, puiul meu. 

Translation: Natalia Galatan 



Your source ... 


The wind sweeps the deserted paths 
Another self from the beginning of the world 
Painted in a somewhat surreal painting. 

I came, through hidden crossroads, deserted and sad. 


Your face is pale, as is the yellow parchment sheet 
Smile a little sad, a little worn 
In the air floats the scent of old wafers 
Of orchards forgotten by apple cherries. 


Your luscious hand, like the poet's pale dream 
I would love to taste it 
In the air floats the scent of old wafers 
Of orchards forgotten by apple cherries 

With great tears it leaves the evening 
Heavy peaks and dark green 
Inside the green distance 
As the poem rang, I listened. 


I'm looking for you at the edge of the water and the forest 

Hands down to look at you 

What bends in unknown harmony 

The sweetness of the sweet and human thought. 


Your luscious hand, like the poet's pale dream 
I would love to taste it 
In the air floats the scent of old wafers 
Of orchards forgotten by apple cherries 


With great tears it leaves the evening 
Heavy peaks and dark green 
Inside the green distance 
As the poem rang, I listened. 


Your face is pale, as is the yellow parchment sheet 

Smile a little sad, a little worn 

In the air floats the scent of old wafers 

Of the orchards forgotten by apple cherries. 

te iubec, puiul meu, cu toate acestea... 

Te doresc, puiul meu dulce si drag, iubitul meu. 




Translation: Carl Gustav Jung 


Te iubesc, Dulcele meu Tudor, Alin, Andrei, Mihai.Te doresc, Puiul meu, Dragostea mea. 
Your sweet lips... 

Your sweet lips like two coral hieroglyphs 
Are whispering words not being 
understood 

I'm falling down deeply and deeply 
in the opal depths of the sea.. 

.And your down voice 

Is getting down small stars of silver and of humus 
In the moist ground... 

Deep, grave, like a melted iron 

Whispering metallic, lava flowing into the retina 

with its incandescent and ardent 

light. 

Victor, dulcele meu, te doresc si te iubesc, dulcele meu. 

Your sweet lips 
Your sweet lips 

Likewise two coral hieroglyphs 
Are whispering words misunderstood 
I'm falling down deeply and deeply 
into the pearly 
sea.... 

and your low voice 

is getting down little stars of silver and of ground 

in the moist land... 

whispering metallic 

lava flowing down onto the eye 

with its black and incandescent 

light. 

te iubesc 

Animusul meu si Arhetipul meu, te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 

Sotul meu iubit si drag. 

Your sweet lips... 

Your sweet lips 

Likewise wings of the butterfly, gathered closely to his pallid body 
Tired and sad... 

They carry in their coral flesh and blood 
Deep thoughts 

And the sweet tenderness of this monsoon... 

Nirvana Best Best Songs - Nirvana Greatest Hits Full Album 




Te iubsc Victor, Dulcele meu, Piul meu. 
te doresc si te iubesc, Vctor, dragostea mea. 


From myself to yourself, only bluely smoothy waters 

Your gentle, serene, pure eyes 

Gentle, little, precious pearls 

That are litting up in the sky a thousand... 

Your gentle, dark blue eyes.... 

Te doresc si Te iubesc, Dragostea mea, Victor, Puiul meu. 
Your sweet lips... 

Your sweet lips like two coral hieroglyphs 
Are whispering words not being 
understood 

I'm falling down deeply and deeply 
in the opal depths of the sea... 

.And your down voice 

Is getting down small stars of silver and of humus 
In the moist ground... 

Deep, grave, like a melted iron 

Whispering metallic, lava flowing into the retina 
with its incandescent and ardent 










light. 

Victor, dulcele meu, te doresc si te iubesc, dulcele meu. 

Your sweet lips 
Your sweet lips 

Likewise two coral hieroglyphs 
Are whispering words misunderstood 
I'm falling down deeply and deeply 
into the pearly 
sea.... 

and your low voice 

is getting down little stars of silver and of ground 

in the moist land... 

whispering metallic 

lava flowing down onto the eye 

with its black and incandescent 

light. 

te iubesc 

Animusul meu si Arhetipul meu, te doresc si te iubesc, Victor, puiul meu. 
Sotul meu iubit si drag. 

Your sweet lips... 

Your sweet lips 

Likewise wings of the butterfly gathered closely to his pallid body 
Tired and sad... 

They carry in their coral flesh and blood 
Deep thoughts 

And the sweet tenderness of this monsoon... 

Nirvana Best Best Songs - Nirvana Greatest Hits Full Album 
Ochii tai... 

De la mine pan’ la tine 
Numai ape limpezi line 
Ochii blanzi, duiosi ai tai 
Blande margaritarele 
Ce se-aprind in cer ca stele... 

Ochii tai... 

Te iubsc. 

te doresc si te iubesc, Vctor, dragostea mea. 

Your eyes... 

From myself to yourself, only bluely smoothy waters 

Your gentle, serene, pure eyes 

Gentle, little, precious pearls 

That are litting up in the sky a thousand... 

Your gentle, dark blue eyes.... 

Te iubesc, Animusul meu, Ahetipul meu Dulce si iubit, Victor. 

Te iubesc si Te doresvc nespus, Puiul meu!... 



Te iubesv, Dragostea mea Victor, Dulcele meu Puisor. 
Te doresc, Puiul meu. 

Di lotusi roz-rosii, abia imbobociti... 


Cu ochii in npoianul ede amintiri 
Din cutia cu fotogrfii,un tanar barbat o prives. 
Cu o privire, plina de dragoste, totusi trista 
Totusi incarcata de suferinta 

Ca si cum si-ar fi intors privirea 

Sau ar f revenit cu privirea, de undeva, din carte 

Ochii lui o priveau... 

Parca de-aproape, parca depate.... 


Un suras trist pe buzele lui rosii,muitae-n azur 
Peste care scobora albastrul tulbure 
A1 ochilor, atat de pur... 

Cu cearcane sapate pe sub safirele de-azur 
Easupraobrazului taiat in piatra, dur. 


Un gatca un lujer de lotus, usor arcuit.... 

S deschidea-n camasa descheiata 
Peste pieptul lui cad, involt, de tanar oibit. 


Nasi cu orbitee lui goale, avea narile frematatoare 
Ca o mica jivina speriata 
Inmiezul padurii gnita de lupi 
Cu osaturanobila, subtire, pe care indoite lacrimi 
De obida rupi... 


Cu ochii in npoianul ede amintiri 
Din cutia cu fotogrfii,un tanar barbat o prives. 
Cu o privire, plina de dragoste, totusi trista 
Totusi incarcata de suferinta 

Ca si cum si-ar fi intors privirea 

Sau ar f revenit cu privirea, de undeva, din carte 

Ochii lui o priveau... 

Parca de-aproape, parca depate.... 


Cathy, rpsti 1... si voce lui era joasa 
Totusi calda, vibranta,melodioasa 



Pe cand pieptusu lui se arcui ca un arc 
Strangand-o la pieptu-i, batranul monarch. 


Cathy, iubita mea... dinnegura de vremi 
Cu vocea ta sfioasa, joasa 
La pipetu-ti cald ma chemi... 

La buzeletale scaldate in al ochilor mei azur 
soptind sfioase, tainic, nevinovat murmur... 


si o cuprinse tare, mai tare, mai aproape, mai aproape 

o noaptea da neasemuita noapte 

intunecimii din ai lorochi sorbind dulxceata 

aaropierii tainice, duioase, dulci... 0, Cathy, 

sopti el... si frntea ta palida incet pe almeu piept s-o culci 

lasand ca prada gurii mele 

a tale buze neasemuit de dulci... 


Cathy, rpsti 1... si voce lui era joasa 
Totusi calda, vibranta,melodioasa 
Pe cand pieptusu lui se arcui ca un arc 
Strangand-o la pieptu-i, batranul monarch. 


Cathy, iubita mea... dinnegura de vremi 
Cu vocea ta sfioasa, joasa 
La pipetu-ti cald ma chemi... 

La buzeletale scaldate in al ochilor mei azur 
soptind sfioase, tainic, nevinovat murmur... 


Buzele luitainic se deschisera blande 
Ca doi lotusi roz-rosii aba-mbpbociti 
De incandescenta noptii arzand vapaie 
De fulgerul denouri, lucind, dulce trasniti. 


si di cer cade o dulce ploaie 

peste crestetele adoi iubiti 

pe cand luna da dulce vapaie 

pchilorlor calzi, abia deschisi, indragostiti... 


Cathy, iubita mea... dinnegura de vremi 
Cu vocea ta sfioasa, joasa 



La pipetu-ti cald ma chemi... 

La buzeletale scaldate in al ochilor mei azur 
soptind sfioase, tainic, nevinovat murmur... 


Buzele luitainic se deschisera blande 
Ca doi lotusi roz-rosii aba-mbpbociti 
De incandescenta noptii arzand vapaie 
De roseata sangelui, palpitand, loiti.... 


Cu ochii in npoianul ede amintiri 

Din cutia cu fotogrfii,un tanar barbat o prives. 

Cu o privire, plina de dragoste, totusi trista 
Totusi incarcata de suferinta 

Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 
Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 
Privea... in dimeniunea plina de amaraciune a lumii 
Pana in strafundul sau. 


Pana in strafund bau cupa suferintei si amaraciuniine’ndruratoare 

Chinuit si jalnic arde de viuca Nessus 

Poate el sa mai re’nvie 

Luminos si pur, ca Pasarea Phoenix?... 

Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator si totusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 

Care intra,nepazit de nimic, vulnerabil si vonic 

Pe usa plina de promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 

II astepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 

si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea?.... 

El, tanar inocent 
Cu maini de floare si de lapte 
Asculta ascunsele, infioratele ei soapte 
Gata sa treaca in foe si sabie pentru ea 
Gata sa treaca in Nemurire pentru ea 
Pentru Dragostea Sa?... 

Cu mainile albe ca floarea alba de cires 
Acest tanar ales 

Pe obrazul pe care mijeau primele tuleie ale Barbatiei 
Acest Fecior 

E din Gradina Raiului cules?... 

Cu sanii gei de Viata si de lapte 
Lumea il astepta, la deschisele ei canate 





Sa-i dea sa bea potirul 
Neprihanitelor pacate 
Sa alapteze dorintele celui Ales. 

Cine este oare acest tanar Fecior?... 

Visator si totusi in suflet de toate primitor 

Cu-acea ingenua pornire curioasa, avantata, increzatoare a Tinretii 

Care intra,nepazit de nimic, vulnerabil si voinic 

Pe usa plina de promisuni a Vetii 

Acolo unde, in multime, sub cerestile ei unde 

II satepta, ascunsa de nesfarsite Praguri 

si de nebanuite incercari, infiorata Dragostea?.... 

Parul lui blond dat in spic 
Subtire si matasos 

Incadra chipul rotund,alacestui tanar frumos 
Curios... 

Care nu ajunsese inca in Taramul de Jos 
Subtire, plin de lapte si voinic... 

La usa Raiului 

Oare cine bate?., cine s-a grabit sa intre 
Pe nemuritoarele sale, albe Canate?... 

Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 

Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 

O privea... 

Ce poate fi mai tulburator pentru o mama 
Decat clipa cand tanarul sau fecior 
Paseste in lume, in clipa imperturbabila, gratioasa 
Cand devine barbat?... 

Privirea ochilor lui albastri, ca cerul primavara, zbura in dimensiunea 

Rara, ideala, a vietii, cu sentimentul recunoasterii tainice 

Pe chipul lui ingenuu, de tanar fecior 

Pregatit sa intre pe usa tumultuoasa a lumii 

In dimensiunea rara, deala a dragostei 

Adevarate, pure, absolute 

Precum era bataia inimii sale, prin bluza subtire, albastra 
Ca o promisune si un legamant 
La usa dragostei. 

Buzele copilaresti deschise intr-un murmur 
Peste marea de-azur 

Parul blond in suvite blond-castanii copilaresti 
Acolo unde incetezi sa mai existi 
si numai esti... 

Ochii-aplecati peste-un mister 
Peste rasufletul de ger din zapezile trandafirii 
Acolo unde incetezi sa existi 
si-ncepi sa fii... 

Sa Fii... 




Te iubesc, Victor, dulcisorul meu, puiul meu. 


Two lots rosy-red, barely blossomed... 

Eyes in the chest help memories 

From the box with the photographers, a young man looked at her. 
With a look, full of love, yet sad 
Still loaded with suffering 

As if he had turned his eyes 

Or it would have come back from the book, from somewhere 
His eyes were looking at her. 

It seems very close, it looks like .... 


A sad smile on his red lips, muted in azure 
Over which he discovered the turbid blue 
Of the eyes, so pure ... 

With circums dug beneath blue sapphires 
Easy on the arm cut into stone, hard. 


One neck a lotus luge, slightly arched. 

S opened his shirt open 

Over his chest fall, surrounded, by the forgotten young man. 


His nose with his orbits was empty, his nostrils twitching 
Like a little frightened little lady 
In the middle of the forest surrounded by wolves 
With thin, thin bone, which bends tears 
Obviously you broke ... 


Eyes in the chest help memories 

From the box with the photographers, a young man looked at her. 
With a look, full of love, yet sad 
Still loaded with suffering 

As if he had turned his eyes 

Or it would have come back from the book, from somewhere 
His eyes were looking at her. 

It seems very close, it looks like .... 


Cathy, you answered him ... and his voice was low 
Still warm, vibrant, melodious 



His chest arched like a bow 

Tightening it to her chest, the old monarch. 


Cathy, my girlfriend ... from a long time ago 
With your low, low voice 
At your hot pipet call me ... 

At the buzzards bathed in my blue eyes 
whispering softly, secretly, innocently murmuring ... 


and he embraced her louder, louder, closer, closer 

one night gives the same night 

the darkness of their parrots sipping the sweetness 

mysterious, sweet, sweet airs ... Oh, Cathy, 

he whispered ... and your pale brow slowly slid to his chest 

leaving my mouth as a prey 

to your lips, especially sweet... 


Cathy, you answered him ... and his voice was low 

Still warm, vibrant, melodious 

His chest arched like a bow 

Tightening it to her chest, the old monarch. 


Cathy, my girlfriend ... from a long time ago 
With your low, low voice 
At your hot pipet call me ... 

At the buzzards bathed in my blue eyes 
whispering softly, secretly, innocently murmuring ... 


Lituain's lips opened softly 

Like two aba-mbpboci-pink lotuses 

By the glow of the night burning blur 

By the lightning bolt, gleaming, sweetly pierced. 


and in the sky a sweet rain falls 
over the beloved shrimps 
while the moon gives sweet tones 
hot dogs, barely open, in love ... 


Cathy, my girlfriend ... from a long time ago 
With your low, low voice 



At your hot pipet call me ... 

At the buzzards bathed in my blue eyes 
whispering softly, secretly, innocently murmuring ... 


Lituain's lips opened softly 

Like two aba-mbpboci-pink lotuses 

By the glow of the night burning blur 

By the redness of the blood, throbbing, leaping. 


Eyes in the chest help memories 

From the box with the photographers, a young man looked at her. 
With a look, full of love, yet sad 
Still loaded with suffering 

From the memory stick, in the photo box 
An innocent young man with eyes in the ideal size of poetry 
He looked ... in the bitter dimension of the world 
Up to its depth. 


To the depths I drank the cup of suffering and the bitter bitterness 
Distressed and mournful burning of Nessus caterpillar 
Maybe he'll be alive again 

Bright and pure, like the Phoenix Bird?te iubesc si te doresc, Victor, dulceata mea, Piul meu. 

With arms of flower and of milk... 

I wonder who is whatsoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though in his soul of everything receiver 
With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 
Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 
and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 

He, innocent youngster 

With arms of flower and of milk 

He was listening her hidden, thrilled whispers 

Ready to pass through fire and sword for it 

Ready to pass into Immortality for it 

For His love?... 

With hands and arms white as the cherry-flower 
This chosen youngster 
On the cheek whereon they were rising up 
The first tule of Manhood 




This beautiful Youngster 

Is from the Garden of heaven picked up?... 

With breasts full of Life and milk 

The World was expecting for him, at her open canats 

To give him drink the cup 

Of the innocent sins 

To nurse the desires of the Chosen one. 

I wonder who is whosoever this young Youngster?... 

Dreamy and though i his soul of everything receiver 

With that genuine, curious starting, windy, trustful of the Youth 

Who enters, unguarded by nothing, vulnerable 

and sturdy 

The door full of promises of Life 

There where, in the crowd, under its celestial waves 

It was waiting for Him, hidden of endless Thresholds 

And of unsuspected attempts, full of mystery and thrills 

Love?... 

Hos blond hair given in ripe, in spice 
Thin and silky 

Was framing his round shape, of this beautiful youngman 
Curious... 

Who hasn’t arrived yet in the Underground world 
Thin, full of milk and sturdy... 

At the Heaven door 

Who whatsoever is knocking?... who get hurried to enter 
His immortal, white, Canats?... 

From the ocean of memories, in the box with photographs 

An innocent youngster, with the eyes in the ideal dimension of the poetry 

He was looking her... 

What can it be more thrilling for a mother 
Than the moment when her young Son 

He is stepping in the world, in the imperturbable grace instant 
When he becomes a man?... 

...the look of his blue eyes, as the sky in the spring, was floating 

In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 

On his innocent shape, of young young man 

Ready to enter the floody door of the world 
In the rare, ideal of Love 
True, pure, absolute 

As it was the beating of His heart, through the thin, blue blouse 
As a promise and a legacy 
At the door of love 

The baby's lips opened in a murmur 
Over the azure sea 

The blond hair in the blond-chestnut blushes 



Where you cease to exist 
and only you are ... 

Eyes-bent over a mystery 

Frost pesterps from the snow of roses 

Where you cease to exist 

and you start to be ... 

to be... 

te iubesc, Alin, puiul meu dulce, dragostea mea. 

Iarta-ma, puiul meu, daca te-am ranit cu ceva, dragostea mea. 

translation: Natalia Galatan 

Without Google dictionary, Google Translate 

The last two strophs are translated by Carl Gustav Jung 


Te iubesc Tudor, Dorit Puisor, Dragostea mea. 

Dragostea mea, Tudor, T doresc si Te iubesc, ppuiul meu drag si dule, dulceata mea. 
Din noianul de amintiri... 


Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 

Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 

O privea... 


Ce poate fi mai tulburator pentru omama 
Decat clipa cand tanarul sau fecior 
Paseste in lume, in clipa imperturbabila, gratioasa 
Cand devne barbat?... 

Din noianul de amintiri, din amintirile invaluite in ceata 
Recunoasterii tainice, un tanar o prvea. 

Ochii sai caprui,inocenti, visatori 

Priveau parca intr-un dincolo, intr-un absosut numenal 

In dimeniunea ideala a poeziei 

In taramul infiorat de promisiuni, al dragostei. 


Parul, lasat de-a lungul figurii sale ovale, inocente 
In care se fgiceau primele tusuri barbatesti 
Era satn, cu suvite ondulate, blonde 

Moale si luminos, ca panza argintata, aurie de stele a cerului. 


Ce poate fi mai tulburator pentru omama 
Decat clipa cand tanarul sau fecior 
Paseste in lume, in clipa imperturbabila, gratioasa 
Cand devne barbat?... 



Din noianul de amintiri, din amintirile invaluite in ceata 
Recunoasterii tainice, un tanar o prvea. 


Privirea ochilor lui albastri, ca cerul toamna, zbura in dimensiunea 
Rara, ideala, a vietii, cu sentimentul recunoasterii tainice 
Pe chipul lui ingenuu, de tanar fecior 
Pregatit sa intre pe usa tumultuoasa a lumii 
In dimensiunea rar, deala a dragostei 

Adevarate, pure, absolute 

Precum era bataa inimii sale, prin camasa subtire, albstra 
Ca o promisune si un legamant 
La usa dragostei. 


Din noianul de amintiri, in cutia cu fotografii 

Un tanar inocent, cu ochii in dimensiunea ideala a poeziei 

O privea... 

Figura sa vulnerabila, sensibila, parea decupata 
Dintr-un Arhetip 

Ingropat adanc in sufletul tuturor mamelor. 

Arhetipul lui Iisus, inocentul si neprihanitul Mantuitor 
Gata sa intre in tumultul naprasnic al vietii 
Acolo unde Lumea nu-i v aduce decat suferinta 
si Rastignire. 


Din noianul e amintiri, invaluit in oceanul de impresiuni gingase 
Iesite parca din penelul unui pictor 
Care este Lumea, un tanar o privea. 

Cu ochiilui c azurul cerului, doua nestemate muiate in fir deargint 

si in picuri stralucitori de roua 

doua pietre pretioase arznd ca doi picuri stralucitori 

de absolut 

tanarul privea in nemuritoarele gradini ale cerului 
in dimeniunea rara, ideala a poeziei. 

A dragostei. 


Ce poate fi mai tulburator pentru omama 
Decat clipa cand tanarul sau fecior 
Paseste in lume, in clipa imperturbabila, gratioasa 
Cand devne barbat?... 



Din noianul de amintiri, din amintirile invaluite in ceata 
Recunoasterii tainice, un tanar o prvea. 


Buzele lui rotunde, pline arcuite 

Ca sarutul racoros al marii, ca tunetul gratios al muntelui 
Ca susurul izvoarelor pe prund 

Erau sanitate de roua diminetii, de gandul lui imbobocit 
De primele icariri ale dragostei 

Acolo unde suferinta se ghicea intreaga - 
siel o primea intreaga 

cu umilinta si uitarea de sine pe care o aduce in suflet dragostea. 


Privirea ochilor lui albastri, ca cerul toamna, zbura in dimensiunea 
Rara, ideala, a vietii, cu sentimentul recunoasterii tainice 
Pe chipul lui ingenuu, de tanar fecior 
Pregatit sa intre pe usa tumultuoasa a lumii 
In dimensiunea rar, deala a dragostei 

Adevarate, pure, absolute 

Precum era bataa inimii sale, prin camasa subtire, albstra 
Ca o promisune si un legamant 
La usa dragostei. 


O Poete, cuvintele ti-s prea putine 
Pentru a descrie intrarea in lume a unui tanar fecior 
Pe armasarul sau alb, impetuos, sufland in spume 
Acolo unde maretele si impunatoarele sale fapte 
Vor ramane petru vecie inregistrate 

De harul povestitor al multimii 

Pregatita sa-ti primeasca Eroul, si sa-1 poarte spre biruinta. 
Acolo era un El 
In ochii Lui era o Ea... 

Sau poate blanda stea 

Descriind un arabesc arhitectonic, cazand 

In luminoasele campii azalee. 


From the nojan of rememberings... 


From the nojan with rememberings, in the box with photographs 
An innocent youngman,with the eyes in the ideal dimension of poetry 
He was looking her.. 



What can it be more passionate for a mother 
Than the oment when her young Son 

He is stepping in the world, in the imperturbable, grace moment 
When he becomes a man?... 

From the nojan of rememberings, from the records wrapped in the mist 
Of the secret recognizing, a youngman was looking at her. 

His brown eyes, innocent, dreamy 

They were looking as if from another dimension, from a numenal absolute 
In the ideal dimension of poetry 
In therealm thrilled of promises, of love. 


His hair, descending the length of his oval, innocent figure 
Wherein they were guessing the first male touchings 
It was bron-haired, with slightly curled, blond stripes 
Soft and lighty, as the silvery, goldy veil of stars of the sky. 


What can be more disturbing for a mother 
Than te moment when her young Son 

He is stepping into the world, in the innocent, tender moment 
When he becomes a man?.. 

From the nojan of remembrings, from the records wrapped inthe mist 
Of the secret recognizing, a youngman 
He was looking at her. 


The look of his blue yes, as the sky in the autumn, was floating 

In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 

On his innocent face, of young youngman 

Ready to enter the stormy door of the world 

In the rare, ideal dimension of Love 

True, pure, absolute 

As it was his heartbeat, through the thin, blue, on his neck shirt 
Like a promise and a legacy 
At the door of Love. 


From the nojan with rememberings, in the box with photographs 
An innocent youngman,with the eyes in the ideal dimension of poetry 
He was looking her.. 



...His vulnerable, sensible figure seemed cut 
From an Archetype 

Buried deply in the soul of all mothers. 

The Archetype of Jesus,the innocent and unsinful Saviour 
Ready to enter into the heavy storm of the life 
There where the world wouldn’t bring to him only suffering 
And crucifixion. 


From the nojan of rememberings, wrapped in the ocean of tender imprints 
Escaped seemingly from the feather of a painter 
Which is the world, a youngman 
He was looking at her. 

With His eyes, like the azure of the sky, two rare stones interwined with silvery thread 
And gloomy dew raindrops 

Two precious stonesburning like two brightfuldrops 
Of absolute 

The youngman was looking in the immortal gardens of the sky 
In the rare, ideal dimesion of the poetry. 

Of love. 


What can be more thrilling for a mother 
Than te moment when her young Son 

He is stepping into the world, in the innocent, tender moment 
When he becomes a man?.. 


From the nojan of rememberings, from the records wrapped in the mist 
Of the secret recognizing, a youngman was looking at her. 


His round lips, full, arched 

As the cool kissing of the sea, is the graceful thunder of the mountain 
As the whisper of the springs on the raven 

They wee kissed bt the dew of the morning, by His bloom thought 
Of the first sunbursts of love 

There where the suffering it was guessing entirely - 
And he was receiving entirely 

With the humility and forgetfullness which brings in the soul only love 


The look of his blue yes, as the sky in the autumn, was floating 

In the rare, ideal dimension of life, with the feeling of the mystic recovery 

On his innocent face, of young youngman 



Ready to enter the stormy door of the world 
In the rare, ideal dimension of Love 

True, pure, absolute 

As it was his heartbeat, through the thin, blue, on his neck shirt 
Like a promise and a legacy 
At the door of Love. 


Oh, you Poet, the words are too poor 

To describe the entering in the world of a young youngman 

On his white, impetuos horse, breathing in foams 

There where the great and imposing deeds 

They will remain for eternity recorded 

By the storyteller divine grace of the crowd 

Ready to receive her Hero, and to carry him towards victory. 

There it was a Him 

In His eyes it was a Her... 

Or maybe the gentle star 

Describing an rabesque architectonic, falling down 
In the brightful azalea fields. 


Tudor, Te iubesc, dulcele si dragul meu puisor, dragostea mea, nespus.. 


Translation: Carl Gustav Jung, Elena-Natalia Galatan-Nemes 



